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ANTHOLOGY OF JAZZ ARTICLES
SOURCE READINGS IN JAZZ HISTORY
Interest in jazz history is at a high level. Most colleges now have jazz programs. Researchers and scholars
are showing a real interest in jazz history. Early jazz research lacked scholarship. With the Tulane University Oral
interviews of early jazz men by William Russell, Dick Allen and others; the research of such scholars as Gunther
Schuller, Larry Gushee, Mark Gridley and others; we find scholars, graduate students and other musicologists
researching this music called jazz, which has become so important an influence in 20th Century music. While there
were oral interviews to examine, and old newspapers and magazines to look into, these sources were scattered and
hard to find. To discover and research information sources is very time consuming. In the classical field of music,
where scholars have been active for a number of years, sources were available in most major libraries. A large
number of reference books were available, being written and complied by the most prominent musical scholars. One
such book, written in 1950 by Oliver Strunk and entitled "Source Readings in Music History," became a standard
reference book for classical scholars. No such book is published for jazz scholars. After searching the jazz research
field, I have collected hundreds of articles on jazz and related subjects. Beginning with the predecessors of jazz
(brass and string bands and ragtime, spirituals and Negro folk songs) and ending with 1929, these articles have been
collected, for the first time, within the cover of a large volume. Jazz scholars now may have at their finger tips
information which would take literally years to collect. These articles are presented chronologically and gives the
reader or researcher a detailed account the way jazz was presented and reviewed during its early years. The writers
of these articles were present and were not writing or interviewing people years later. This was on the spot reporting.
This volume should be in every library and college music department, and its publishing fills a void that has existed
in jazz academia.
The following Preface is a summery of the contents of the articles presented, with some personal
observations and opinions included.
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PREFACE
(In relating the history of the Afro-American slave music in America there are certain words that are now
considered racist and are only used in a historic nature. The inclusion of these certain words are not meant to offend
anyone but to present the history of early Afro-American music in the setting and prespective that it was presented in
the historic articles.)
This anthology was complied to help save the scholar working on the origins and evolution of jazz.
Research is tedious and time-consuming work. In the past, a researcher had to plough through innumerable
publications in an almost haphazard search for materials..This anthology was designed to make available hundreds of
articles related to early jazz, well indexed and joined between one set of covers.
The anthology presents a comprehensive and chronological history of jazz in articles that were written at
the time of the activity, not an hypothesis years later, but a chronological account as they appear during the time of
execution. The anthology begins with pre-jazz accounts of Afro-American music, continues into lenghly mentioning
of the American Negro spirituals, the evolution of ragtime and finally the development of jazz music. The anthology
is a evolutionary history of jazz as never presented before.
Pre-Jazz articles
The Anthology of Jazz begins just before the Civil War with the music and activities of the African
Southern slaves. We first find an entry in the Houma newspaper, Ceres, of January 17, 1856. The article describes a
brief account of a slave funeral. While it is short in length we can establish that the African slaves accompanied their
funeral processions with music. From this article we read the following statements: "stentorian lungs who gave out
from memory the words of a hymn suitable for the occasion," and "that hymn, mellowed by distance, the most
solemn and yet the sweetest music that had ever fallen upon my ear."
In another article entitled "Songs of the Blacks" in Dwight's Journal we read of the failure of the music of
the North "being somewhat cold in comparison with the music of the Southern African slave." This was a period in
the history of American music when there was very few schooled native American musical talents. Our musical
culture depended upon European musicians. Their influence on American composers was great. The music of the
Southern slaves is best seen within its religious foundation. It is filled with religious fervor, both in melody and
poetry. The African slave's music is filled with vividness and imagination, which many considered a gift from God.
The unknown author's opinion in this article is prophetic. He states the need of early American culture to develop a
nationalistic basis for a musical culture of its own, and, as an example, he cites the musical ethos of the Southern
African slave.
The earliest example of instrumental slave music is found in the Charleston, South Carolina "Charleston
Mercury" of 1856. Crowds were "astonished" as five little Afro-Americn slaves played instrumental music. During
this era, the slave was still thought not to have a capacity to learn intellectual skills such as playing one of the 'legit'
musical instruments. This "Lilliputian Band" soon changed that concept and their fame began gathering momentum.
While this example may or may not be the earliest, it is documented and from it we see the growth of instrumental
music by the slaves on the plantations that would prove to be one of the influences on the evolution of jazz music.
To fully understand the atmosphere in the Southern plantation during and after the Civil War and the
emancipation of slaves, there is a very informative article entitled "Under the Palmetto" that describes the Freedman
(Ex-slave) plights during this tumultuous period. There is not only an account of plantation atmosphere but a very
early explanation of their religious music, namely the use of the "shout."
The nation is being awakened to the value of the Southern slave's music as a nationalistic interest is
fostered in both native American Indian and Afro-American music. We read an early attempt at collecting the AfroAmerican melodies by Lucy McKin Garrison in an article in the Nation, May 30, 1867. This interest would be
fulfilled in an invaluable collection of these melodies. With the help of William Francis Allen and Charles Pickard
Ware this collection was published and became a main source of historic slave music. Entitled "Slave Songs of the
U. S," it was published in 1867 and reprinted in 1951.
After the Civil War there was an acknowledgment and enlightenment to the music of the former slaves, now
referred to as "Freedmen." In the year 1867, June copy of the Atlantic Monthly we read about the increasing
notoriety and popularity of slave music. A number of lyrics are presented and the style in which they are sung is
described in numerous published articles. Most of these are religious in nature, and the lyrics of many are sad.
Nevertheless, at the same time they are filled with hope. The source of this body of music find its origins in

- 15 -

European hymns, especially Scottish. So say some of these articles. In one Hymn, "Rain Fall and Wet Becky
Martin," if the two sections are not repeated, it is based on the 12 bar blues progression. A legend about grass not
growing on a sinner's grave is of interest.
Another aspect of early Afro-American cultural activity was the black Minstrel Show. The Minstrel Show
was a popular form of entertainment during the post-Civil War days in America, with both white and black Minstrel
troupes active. In the Nation, of May 1869, we find a lengthy article written by a black minstrel that describes the
many talents, activities and influences of the Black Minstrel Show. As the slave's religious music helped bring their
music into eventual prominence and into the main stream of American popular music, so did the Minstrel Show. This
is a very informative and lengthy diary-like account of the life of a Afro-American minstrel during a three year
period and sheds light on the activities and social atmosphere of a traveling Minstrel Show.
An increase in the national and worldwide interest in the Afro-American music is given emphasis by the
organizing of a group of Afro-American singing students from Fisk University, who, after a lengthy concert tour,
were acknowledged in an article of April 5, 1873, in Dwight's Journal of Music. Other Afro-American colleges such
as Hampton Institute also organized and perpetuated this Afro-American music.
Continuing this interest in Afro-American music is an article on plantation music in the Dec. 17, 1883 issue
of the Critic. This article is of interest as it mentions the early banjo and includes a discussion of its use on the
plantation by the Afro-American slaves.
In the Century Magazine of April, 1886, we find another influence on early cultural influence, the music of
the African-Creole of the New Orleans area.
Another description and example of Afro-American music appeared in 1892 in the magazine Music. Also
included in this article is transcribed music and lyrics that emphasize the Negro's gift in music.
Probably one of the main sources of exposure of the religious music of American was the camp meetings of
the "Great Awakening." The New England Magazine of 1892 contains an article on Afro-American Camp Meetings
and the melodic tunes heard. Additional examples of hymns sung are given and the author comments: "it is
something never to be forgotten."
The musicologist of the period recognized the need for transcribing the slave's music and the urgency of
accomplishing fulfillment without delay, as the condition in which they were born was disappearing. We find other
examples of Afro-American music in an article in the New England Magazine of 1893.
Continued mention of Afro-American music is found in the Shreveport, La. newspaper Sunday Judge, on
Jan. 18, 1898, and on May 4,1898. In the same newspaper on May 4th of 1899 we find the words "Ragtime," and
"Syncopation." While this might not be the first mention of Ragtime or Syncopation, it does firmly establish its
existence, use and popularity in early 1899. With the publication of the popular music composition Mississippi Rag
by Krell, we see an early example with the word "Rag" in the title.
Authors continue to write about Afro-American music. In the Sept. 1899 issue of Popular Science Monthly,
we find an article entitled "The Survival of African Music in America." The author examines African music and
American popular-music, with reference to the "coon" song. We find articles on the origins of Ragtime as early as
1899. One article perhaps over analyzes the origins as early as 1330 A. D., but we see the beginnings of a school of
American musicology, while noting the existence and importance of American popular music, which is much more
American than the America/European adaptation of classical music.
In two lengthy articles in the New England Magazine of Jan. and Feb. of 1899, we find further evidence of
this emphasized interest in Negro music and its origins. We also find another interesting article in the Century
Magazine of May/Oct. of 1899.
During 1899 we begin to find some scholars questioning the value of Ragtime. An interesting and amusing
quotation of F. W. Root is given in the March, 1900 issue of Musician that states: "Ragtime bears the same relation
to the great things of the musical world that Mother Goose has to do with the master pieces of the world's literature."
The idiom of comparison is seldom valid but with the popularity of ragtime it was inevitable that its value to music
and culture be judged by comparisons with music of different ideals and purposes. Ragtime was not yet ready to
become an art form. Other articles continue the controversy as the legitimacy of Ragtime and indeed of AfroAmerican music. A more common, more scholarly essay about the origins of Ragtime is found in the Metronome of
1901. The controversy over ragtime, in the issue of American Music of July, 1901, calls it a 'War' on Rag-Time. The
Musician's Union tries to suppress Ragtime. A very informative and well-written article traces Ragtime's origin to the
Negro "Breakdown" and lists some of the entertainers that played a role in its evolution.
An early discussion is found in the Musician of Nov. 1901 entitled "Syncopated Rhythms vs. Ragtime." An
important item is pursued and warrants a mention here: "Syncopation is not used regularly in classical music but as a
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relief or contrast to the monotony of regular rhythm." Perhaps the regular use of Syncopation, not in contrast or
relief, but as a regular feature in the monotony of a steady rhythm is a basic ingredient of the evolution and
popularity of Ragtime and Jazz.
By 1902 we see the acceptance and further use of syncopated rhythm and a decline of "Ragtime" is
predicted by some critics. This is pointed out to us in an article in The Musician of Oct., 1902. This article criticizes
the emphasize of syncopation and states how this music depicts unrest in our national life as well as in the arts.
One of the controversies is stated in an article entitled "Bastardization of Negro Music." In the July issue of
Independent we read: "America fails to recognize the Afro-American songs spurious quality and permits attempted
imitations as the true article. This imitation is just one step in the evolution of an art."
Besides spirituals, brass and string bands, and ragtime, we find the influence of the French Opera,
established first in America in New Orleans in 1813. The opera was accepted enthusiastically by the complete social
and cultural citizens of New Orleans. It might be noted that the same orchestra that was in the pit for the Opera, upon
completion of the opera, removed to the dance hall and preceded to the bandstand to play for the usual ball that
followed. Balls were scheduled, not only after each opera, but after most social activities in and around New Orleans
during the 19th and early 20th century.
By 1903, we read in Metronome that writers are discussing the musical value of ragtime in the article"The
Musical Possibilities of Ragtime," especially if ragtime is "properly developed."
Minstrel Shows are still popular in 1905. One may find numerous mentions in the newspapers of all the
parishes of Louisiana., including the city of New Orleans, of touring Minstrel Shows. In one account on Sept. 22 of
1905 in the Napoleonville Pioneer, the name of John Robichaux is mentioned as the leader of the minstrel orchestral
that was giving a performance. Robichaux became a very popular band leader in New Orleans and was a
contemporary and competitor of Buddy Bolden.
This interest in Afro-American music was embraced by the leading musicologists of the first decades of the
20th century. Once such person was H. E. Krehbiel. He brought a world wide reputation as a scholar to the
investigation of Afro-American music, both in America and in Africa.
The use of a rhythmic figure in early ragtime/jazz was compared to the folk rhythm known as the "Scotch
Snap" (o o ). An article (Metronome, Oct. 8, 1906) states "Clever at imitation, the Negro did not fail to appropriate
this music (Scotch Airs) to his own use."
In the New York Sun and reprinted in the Crest Musical Bulletin of Oct. 1907, we find an article on the
Minstrel show and its history entitled: "The Evolution of Minstrelsy." This is followed by another article on the same
subject: "Negro Minstrelsy from its origin to the Present Day" (Jan. 1908 issue of the Crest Musical Bulletin). It
states the beginning of Minstrel troupes as Jan. 31, 1843.
Not mentioned previously but one of the important ensembles using popular music were the various theater
orchestras, when they played the accompaniment for musical plays and vaudeville. The emergence of vaudeville as a
popular type of entertainment grew with its use and acceptance of current trends in popular music. In Jacob's
Orchestra and Band Monthly Journals we see numerous articles on the theater orchestras and their various styles
and uses. Also, in the show business journal Variety, we can see the evolution of popular music and the acceptance
and development of jazz as the popular music most preferred.
By 1911 we can find serious acceptance of jazz by classical composers. We find comparisons between
ragtime vs. classical music. This question is put to some publishers and composers. A later article discusses the use
of jazz in classical forms and by famous classical composers. In 1912, on May 25, in the newspaper of the town of
Donaldsonville, La., The Chief, we find this early Afro-American music called "Folk Songs." Articles in defense of
ragtime now justify it by what people like, or as Farwell states: "If there is a demand for Ragtime it must be created
by and for the public," (Musical America, Sept. 21, 1912).
The earliest use of the word jazz we have found is in an advertisement in the 1914 copy of Variety (see logo
on cover).
We also find a number of definitions of ragtime. Its mere existence and the reason for its popularity are
questioned. Most contemporary publications of the day have articles on or about ragtime. Ragtime articles are in the
majority from 1913 to 1917. During this time period we also find articles on the origins of Negro Spirituals and the
effect of ragtime on the American composer. We also find in the Negro newspaper, The Chicago Defender of May 1,
1915, an article on the Afro-American classical composer William Marion Cook. Within this essay we find an
excellent review of the evolution of Afro-American music.
In an article in the Ragtime Review in August of 1916 we read: "Ragtime is now the accepted music of the
general public." The current philosophy stated is: "To give the people what they want." In the Folk Lore Society of
Texas Journal of 1916 we find an article by musicologist Dorothy Scarborough about her research on "The Blues,"
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In the New Orleans newspaper the Times Picayune of June 17, 1917, we find an article on Jazz entitled: "Jazz and
Jazzism."
Gradually we see, in preceding articles, the emergence of blues and jazz. Articles on ragtime, while still
found, are less frequent. It can be seen that jazz music is taking over the headlines. There are a number of articles
that attempt to explain the origin of the word jazz. One such article is entitled: "The Appeal of the Primitive Jazz"
(Literary Digest, August 25, 1917).
We find an article in the Literary Digest of April 26, 1919 on how "Stalebread's Sadness Gave 'Jazz' to the
World." It further states that "Stalebread" invented the word jazz and remarked that the word came out of the Tango
Belt cabarets in New Orleans. (The Tango Belt was on the north side of the French Quarter from the border of
Rampart Street down Iberville St. which was the location of numerous cabarets that featured floor shows using
vaudeville performers and jazz music. ) The vaudeville tour ended in New Orleans and performers remained to
perform in these cabarets, in the area called the Tango Belt, named after one of the popular dances of the era. The
Tango was prevalent on the stages of vaudeville houses. The article goes on to discuss jazz's activity in Chicago.
Another interesting article appears in the April 26, 1919, issue of Literary Digest and is entitled: "A Negro
explains Jazz." The word 'jazz' is now being accepted world-wide and its style becomes 'the' sound in popular music.
This article also talks about the J. Reese Europe Band's European performance. Other articles presented are:
"Hearing a Jazz Band for the First Time," and one appearing in the Music Record, August 1, 1919 entitled: "A Jazz
Band Concert."
An article worth individual mention and close reading is "The Development of the Music of the Negro,
From the Folk Song to the Art Song and the Art Chorus," (Music Educators Journal of 1919) by J. W. Work (Fisk
University).
In the July 1920 Psychology Review we find an article on "The Nature of the Rhythmic Experience."
Rhythm is a dominant element of Jazz. This article examines the use and effect of syncopation, the dominant type of
rhythmic technique used in Jazz.
Music critics are beginning to understand the importance of this new jazz style in American musical
composition. This use of jazz is explored in an article in the August issue of Current Opinion entitled "Jazz and
Ragtime are the Preludes to a Great American Music." Today we know this direction to be a true one. Other
magazines have editorials about jazz music during this time (1920)

1921
In 1921 we see jazz music on the increase in popularity. We find many articles explaining and defending
jazz as well as condemning it, with some calling for the banning of jazz music. The article "Jazz Music," in the Feb.
5 issue of New Statesman makes the point that: "Our best musicians are not very familiar with the songs of the
theatre and the music-hall or with the waltzes, one-step and fox-trots of the dancing clubs or restaurants, but they are
making a great mistake if they imagine that the music is all bad or beastly." Jazz music, with its melodic tunes, draws
criticism, and we read that: "One would almost imagine that Sir Hugh Allen believed that an academic musical
training and a familiarity with the best of the world's greatest composers music inevitably give a man good taste and
enable him to write good tunes."
In "Beastly Tunes" in the March issue of the London Mercury, the author comes to the defense of the
composers of jazz tunes. There is a very profound statement in this article: " Music is supreme in importance among
the arts of to-day, no less than economics among the social sciences. Music is the characteristic art of the modern
world, no less than architecture of the Mediaeval world. It shares more directly than any other art in the general
characteristics of modern civilization, the complexity and the popularity, the over-refinement on one side and
vulgarity on the other." This statement is very apropos to our time and our present society. There is also a discussion
of good and bad folk music and a lengthy discussion of popular jazz tunes.
In the May 11 issue of New Republic we find an article "The Economic Interpretation of Jazz." It spotlights
dancing as its main topic, specifically the large number of dancers and the small space in which they have to dance.
We read that dancing is closely associated with jazz. This association has existed from jazz's inception. This
'partnership' of the dance and jazz shows the place that modern dance music has in the social activity of 1921. We
read: "The problem of modern dancing is to gain the maximum of motion in the minimum of space." Thus the
Shimmy - "a dance with a violent agitation of the entire body but in an excessively confined area," had been banned
in many dance halls. (Would it not be acceptable in today's dance scene?) Music and the dance during this era were
becoming more and more restricted in terms of space, thus the mentioning of the role of 'economic' space.
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We are now in the period of jazz history where the popularity of jazz is said to be declining with many
critics saying 'jazz is dead.' Jazz had been around for a number of years and was beginning to lose it impetus but
would get a new jump-start by the Paul Whiteman efforts with his new Symphonic Jazz.
Jazz then, was not a dying art, but, as a living art, was changing and developing. There is one small section
that I now quote that is prophetic: "The jazz movement is a ripple on a wave; the wave - the large movement which
began at the end of the 19th century and a reaction against realism and scientific paganism - still goes forward." In
the article "Plus De Jazz," in the Sept. issue of New Republic, there is quite a bit of space given to the discussion of
jazz's influence on the other arts of the day.
"Does Jazz Put the Sin in Syncopation? " is the title of an article in Ladies Home Journal of August, and
like so many articles during this era, is apropos in today's cultural scene. Like Rap music is under criticism, Jazz, at
this time, is also. Today, rap lyrics are challenging the First Amendment rights of free speech. In its time, Jazz was
being attacked on moral and religious issues. As we read this article our thoughts go back to the article that mentions
'good taste.' The question is asked: "Can music ever be an influence for evil?" Are we not asking the same question
today? Another interesting statement in this article is about syncopation: "Syncopation is found in its most highly
developed forms in the music of the folk who have been held for years in political subjection. It is, therefore, an
expression in music of the desire for that freedom which has been denied to its interpreter." I am reminded that in my
youth (1950's), jazz was banned in communist Russia for the same reason. The ancient Greeks believed a change in
music or the arts would result in a change in society. After being exposed to the negative slant in this article we find
a goal stated made by a women's club: "To make Good Music Popular and Popular Music Good." A worthy goal,
but who is to be the judge of good music?
We read in the Dec. 18th issues of the New York Times that jazz remains popular, especially in Europe and
is a great influence on composers there. Broadway tunes and American jazz are prevalent throughout Europe.
A quotation from the Dec. issue of Ladies Home Journal further states negative views on jazz. We can tell
this by the title of the article: "Unspeakable Jazz Must Go. "Jazz is worse than the saloon because it affects out
young people especially," remarked dance master F. T. Bott. Dancing had increased during the early 20's and the
various dance associations actively worked against jazz as dance music because of what they felt was an immoral
association of the dance and jazz. The association appealed to music publishers to eliminate jazz music. Finally, one
sentence negative states: "The road to hell is too often paved with jazz steps."
1922
In the 1920's a unique American contribution to the world of music, jazz reached a new zenith of popularity,
respectability and controversy. This era, known as the 'jazz age' began in the late teens starting with the import of
Tom Brown's Band from New Orleans in 1915 and was unsure of notoriety with the arrival of Joe Oliver in Chicago
in 1918.
When a few New Orleans musicians, working in Chicago (Paul Barbarin, B. Johnson and J. Noone),decided
to form a band to earn extra money they sent for a trumpet player from New Orleans named Buddy Petit, who at the
time was considered the best jazz cornetist in New Orleans musical circles. Petit refused to join them. He
recommended one Joseph Oliver (later in Chicago Oliver was crowned and named 'King'). Oliver was to become
leader of the most famous Afro-American Jazz Band in Chicago and was to leave a very solid musical foundation for
others to follow. This legendary 'King' Oliver Band in 1922 included Honore Dutrey (trb)., Baby Dodds (drs.), Bill
Johnson (banjo), Lillian Hardin (piano), and eventually, a young cornet player from New Orleans named Louis
Armstrong. Oliver first sent for Henry 'Kid' Rena, one of the top cornet players in the city. He would not come. Both
he and Petit had more jobs than they could handle in and around the city of New Orleans. They next sent for the
young man who was to be the major figure in the 1920's in early jazz, Louis Armstrong.
Many New Orleans musicians did come to Chicago but New Orleans did not give all its great musicians to
Chicago. There were many more that remained in New Orleans and were not interested in migrating north to
Chicago. Among these were the top trumpet players ever to play in New Orleans: Buddy Petit, 'Kid' Rena and Chris
Kelly. They were the kings, more popular than Oliver or Armstrong when they lived in New Orleans.
The political atmosphere of 1922 was not unlike today's with the first formal action of the investigation that
uncovered the TEAPOT DOME scandal. The first woman U. S. Senator, Mrs. W. H. Felton of Georgia was
appointed, and the 19th amendment, providing for women's suffrage was declared constitutional.
In theater, Abie's Irish Rose began a record run of 2,327 performances on Broadway. The Lincoln
Memorial was dedicated on May 30th and the popular 'Six Characters in Search of an Author' premiered in New
York City.
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Variety, the show business magazine, ran the headline "Radio is Sweeping the Country." On August 28th
the first commercial was broadcast over WEAF in New York and the year was marked by technical progress in radio
broadcasting which was to dedicate a major industry that had a profound influence on the American cultural and
entertainment atmosphere. Of interest to sport fans, the first radio play-by-play coverage of the World Series was on
Oct. 4th of 1922 by Grantland Rice, and, the national college football championship was won by Cornell University.
In 1922, there was much activity in jazz: Louis Armstrong joined King Oliver, Miff Mole went with the
Original Memphis Five and Duke Ellington made his 'first' (which was unsuccessful) trip to New York City;
Ellington was later to lead the band at the famous Cotton Club. King Oliver had turned down the job because the
club would not meet his financial demands. Coleman Hawkins was with Mamie Smith's Jazz Hounds and the Friar's
Society Orchestra first recorded for Gennett Records.
It would not be until 1923, when King Oliver makes his first recording. Armstrong would join Fletcher
Henderson in 1924 and Bix would join the Wolverines in the same year. Gershwin would premiere his Rhapsody in
Blue in 1924. All this was yet to come, but activities of 1922 lead the way for these major developments in future
years.
In New Orleans the most popular Afro-American Bands were those of Chris Kelly, Kid Rena, Buddy Petit
and Sam Morgan. Norman Brownlee and Oscar Marcour in Algiers were using a brilliant young cornet player named
Emmett Hardy who would become an influence on a young Bix Beiderbecke, and the Halfway House and its jazz
band became the place to be seen for 'white' New Orleans jazz fans. All of its citizens migrated to the lakefront
(Lake Pontchartrain) in the summer to hear countless black, Creole and white jazz bands. The jazz centers were
drifting to Chicago and New York. The world was beginning to embrace jazz and the controversy began as to the
legitimacy and influence of jazz music. This controversy would be confronted in the press and the leading literary
magazines and periodicals.
Paralleling today's controversy on the bad effects and influences rap music has had on our society, there was
an on-going criticism of jazz music since it gained national recognition (in Chicago in 1917). With the arrival in
Chicago of Tom Brown's Jazz Band in 1915 and King Oliver in 1917, jazz acquired an ever increasing group of
young, loyal enthusiast followers. A large number of jazz bands were hired in establishments that allowed customers
to consume alcoholic beverages on the premises.
There was also an active anti-jazz group who were very vocal in their stand against jazz music and dancing.
They took a stand against the 'evil' effects that were associated with jazz. Articles stating opposition to jazz appeared
frequently in the newspapers and periodicals in 1922:
"Jazz goes back to African jungles and is one of the cry evils of today. Dancing itself
is a substitute for sex contact."
Laurette Taylor, a well-known actress in 1922 relays to a church congregation that jazz music "destroys
one's appreciation of the great arts." A preacher expressed the opinion that: "Jazz must be analyzed as a combination
of nervousness, lawlessness, primitive and savage animalism and lasciviousness."
Others did not object to jazz itself but jazz's use of classical musical themes 'jazzed' up. One stated that
jazzing up classical music is frowned upon and jazz should not use 'music that has always been approached with
respect and even with reverence.' These opponents also take the position that the use of Negro spirituals in a jazz
context should not be attempted, feeling that using spirituals is far worse than the other.
Other writers took the opposite view. A Mr. Aldrich wrote: "The use of melodies from other idioms is an
old practice, from Hungarian gypsies to Haydn, Beethoven, etc."
Another article speaks of the stand that a group of high school students from a Chicago school expressed:
"We believe jazz music has done much to corrupt dancing and vitiating our taste for good music." Jazz was
becoming known and was played all over the world (see article 'Jazz Latitude'). This is attested to by the short item
that related: "At an informal dance at Goodwood race track this afternoon, Queen Mary requested the orchestra not
to play jazz music."
There was the ever present talk of how 'jazz is dead' and quoting certain statistics to prove their point. It was
related in one article that there was decline in attractions on the Broadway stage that featured jazz and pointed to the
success of non-jazz musical offerings. Also mentioned along these same lines is the fact that so called jazz publishers
are "Having very hard sledding while the standard publishers were on the gain." While this may be true, statistics can
be stated to enhance either view, pro or con. It might have meant that the jazz musicians didn't buy much music
anyway or that the jazz repertoire was going toward the standard songs and not the old jazz tunes.
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Other writers took an opposite view in relation to the jazz repertoire and of its effect and influence on those
listening. Henry Gideon remarked that: "in my opinion many of the sentimental waltzes of former generations are far
worse than jazz and it is strange that no one objects to the extreme sensuousness of certain operatic music,"
One of the most interesting and informative articles was the article in the Music Lover's Magazine. It begins
with a quotation from Fritz Kreisler: "There is no such thing as bad music, when it begins to be bad, it ceases to be
music." The author of this article establishes the above view, giving his theories and examples, then proceeds to
introduce jazz in the vein: "It is generally considered the 'bad music' of today is jazz; while it may be vulgar,
vulgarity is not badness." He states that "Jazz's origin comes from a composite of the Negro and Gypsy expression of
racial emotion." The only negative view he expresses is that "while jazz is perfectly justifiable and legitimate, when
jazz becomes the insincere and degraded gesture of a presumably higher class, then it started the down grad to the
pernicious." He further states that "Jazz is not bad itself but becomes bad from the company it keeps. Jazz, when
performed by the people of whose spiritual and mental calibre is their legitimate expression, it is perfectly all right."
This brings up the point (or the controversy) between the jazz purist and the progressives in jazz. One
article expresses the belief that "jazz was only a process of music evolution that in time would take care of itself and
would require no concerted effort on the part of musicians either to kill or give extension of life. Jazz would selfexterminate in its old form or self-assert into a new and higher order of continued musical existence."
Jazz was evolving into a new and commendable style. President Ludwig of the famous Ludwig Drum
Company, "leaned toward jazz as a process of resurrection into new and better music." Drum set sales were doing
very well and on the increase. His view on jazz is interesting. He writes:
"It was the trap drummer who first breaks loose from the old-time practice of holding strictly and
religiously to the printed music sheet. he began syncopating on the snare drum instead of holding
to the after-beat as written. This was called 'ragtime' drumming."
President Ludwig further states:
"Jazz, as applied to music is a form of improvising and added syncopation, a development
of ragtime and syncopation. Radical 'jazz' is already gone, never to return"
In his article Ludwig talks of the progress of jazz, from the ragging pianist to the wind instruments, to the
violin/banjo, and finally to the arrangers and the syncopated orchestras of the day.
In the article about the stage play 'Jazz - Our National Anthem' there are many facts about jazz of the day.
Interesting are two paragraphs. The first one is on the fact that jazz did not evolve in Europe:
"There are those who say jazz is not American, that jazz expresses nothing of the American character; that it
is exotic, African, Oriental, what not. But if it were any of those things it would never have got a foothold in
Europe. Europe has been living just across the Mediterranean from Africa for centuries, but did they ever
hear of jazz until Americans made it? They have been enclose touch with the Orient since the beginning of
time. Did they ever get any jazz from it? No. They never got it all until America took it to them and then
they received it with delight because of its vigorous rhythm, its fervid color, its (for them) exotic character."
And second:
"What is jazz? Arrangers say 'real' jazz consists of the players of the orchestra 'making up' the
parts as they go along. They also, very often cut up capers and monkeyshine while playing. That is jazz.
Very little jazz left in America at present. 'Ad libbing' soon got tiresome because it was always so badly
done. Thus jazzes offspring 'refined jazz' we will discover that out of the ugly, barbarous jazz of a few years
ago, a beautiful popular art has arisen. There are two preservations: 1) splitting of the tempo - giving an
accent to every 8th note of the rhythm, 2) borrowing of classical tunes."
The above article stressed the importance of the arranger and that it was the arranger who was responsible
for having made the great American popular music of the day. It further stated that 'the old, colorless,
piano/violin/clarinet/cornet aggregation all playing the melody with scarcely ever a note of either 'obligato' or
counterpoint, has gone by the board.
Another article written in 1922 addresses this changing of jazz to orchestrated syncopation. It states:
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"The new trick is that of orchestrating syncopation by the rules of harmony. Jazz music is passing because
something better is happening. Changes are occurring in dance halls. Long, soft passages occur, more
dreamy, and there is no more tossing of instruments in the air. Nobody shouts 'a boy'. Music played by the
dance orchestra is not arranged and written as for a symphony - each player must be a trained musician. In
the old jazz band, the boy who wielded a wicked 'sax' was improvising a solo. That band was made-up of
half a dozen men doing separate solos to the same 'tune' - while the man at the traps thumped out the time
and held them together after a fashion. Usually this traps man was the genius of the crowd with feet, hands,
elbows, lips and larynx called into play - a baby rattle of silver bells attached to his head-dropping a pair of
sticks and picking up a fly whink in the interval between two 8th notes. Ragtime made itself felt 12 years
ago. To rag a tune meant that you destroyed its rhythm and substituting a 2/4 or 4/4 time. Tango period was
8 years ago (1914). Jazz, 5 years ago (1917). Jazz has become a state of mind, the emblem of the insurgent
young generation."
One of the leading music writers of the time, Carl Engel, discussed jazz in an article in the Atlantic
Monthly. He links the dance and jazz - dance - the villain - the lewd gyrations dancing with jazz. He states that 'the
dance was here long before jazz was.' Engels suggest that dancing to be proper would have to be done with three or
more. Engel writes:
"It is the musical side of jazz, how it originated, what it represents and what it may lead to as jazz implies
frivolous or obscene deportment so did the Sarabande and the waltz."
Engel is for jazz purity, not imitators or the using of the various accessories (called traps) like sandpaper, a
battery of gongs, etc. He further states:
"Like any kind of music, jazz can be bad or good. Good jazz? There exists such a thing as good jazz music good jazz a great deal better than bad playing of Beethoven. Good jazz is a composite, the latest phase of
American popular music; the upshot of a transformation that started some 20 years ago; in 1915 Jerome
Kern introduced a modulation in 'Magic Melody.' "
Engel further states that a blues chord was used by Wagner in Tristan.
Another leading educator, Professor Dykema, had some nice things to say about jazz. He writes:
"Jazz has its good points. It is not the principle of the thing that is bad; it is more often the performers. Jazz
has a new rhythm, a new arrangement of tones, a piquancy, a verve and stimulating qualities which are a
real contribution to music. Jazz is being wrecked by nerve-wrecking devices; cowbells, rattles and fog horns
are drowning out its merits."
There was also controversy over the difference between jazz and rag. Paul Whiteman, the popular
syncopated orchestra leader of the 20's stated his opinion:
"Rag and jazz are different. Ragtime pests are killing American music. Syncopation no longer rules
American music. Syncopation, of which ragtime is the most familiar form, is an African inheritance,
descended either from Africa or through Spain. Syncopation is now retained as an ornament. Few dances
today depend on it. The fox trot is to rhythms of 1,2,3,4. To rag a tune, you destroy its rhythm and tempo
and substitute for the first beat a 2/4 or 4/4 time and a syncopated rhythm."
Perhaps the most interesting article written in 1922 was the one in the Musical Courier of Nicholas Taylor
of Sierra Leone entitled 'Jazz Music and Its Relation to African Music.' Taylor quotes the 'Negro Musician' of June,
1921, of which he is in agreement. It is stated that ragtime has genuine art possibilities and one should: "embrace,
study, improve and utilize its value; teach its source, history and influence."
Taylor also addresses the question of how far 'jazz' music is traceable to the influence of African music. He
is very definite of opinion when he says that 'I shall leave out of consideration the question of idiom which at once
decides that 'jazz' music is not African music. The element of rhythm is more closely related to African music but
there is much more syncopation found in American music than African music. Jazz is regular in its accents and the
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rhythmical content of its bars; it is mostly 4 and 8 bar periods. All of these are foreign to the African and scarcely
recognized. In African music the use of irregular rhythms )syncopation) is conceived differently and different in its
use. His theory is that the rhythms and musical elements brought to America by the Africans went through a process
of reduction. This was done to suit their new conditions and in the article he goes through this process with several
musical examples. Thus he states that 'at the present time jazz has nothing more or less in common with African
music,"
Finally the article on the origin of the blues brings to light that the media of vaudeville had a large part in
bringing this new idiom of blues and jazz to the majority of the theater going public (especially the white patrons).
The brothers Frank and Burt Leightons, are said to have discovered the "Coon Song" (the first, Frankie & Johnny)
and were the earliest singers of 'blues' known to vaudeville, working hard to get across the 'blues.'
In summary, the year 1922 saw: the maturing of arranged jazz. The critics and music scholars were
beginning to question the origins of jazz: where it began, why it didn't happen in Europe, the influences of this new
type music, and the value of its content. 1922 was an important year in the history of jazz and seemed, by the tone of
the articles appearing during the year, to be a pivotal year in its evolution.

1923
Jazz, in 1923, is gaining even more popularity. The public expects to hear jazz at its dances and at other
activities. All musicians were expected to be able to play jazz. This group includes organists, pianists and 'fiddlers.'
We also read about jazz musicians using classical melodies as the melodic material, a practice that creates more
controversy. Jazz is now both a noun and a verb.
An interesting article Frank Westphal's "Chicago Exponent of Jazz" (in an issue of Melody) discusses
many of the exponents of jazz and its instrumentation. In one statement he writes: "The brass bass has supplanted the
string bass because it is capable of giving a sustained tone; the saxophone in many cases has taken the place of the
violin."
Jazz's cause is furthered by the acceptance and influence of some very famous classical music composers,
namely D. Milhaud, C. Debussy, I. Stravinsky, M. Ravel and others. They express their views in writing and all
recognize the importance of jazz music.
One of the most informative articles is written by the eminent researcher in early Negro music, Robert
Emmett Kennedy. In his article we read a quotation from Booker T. Washington: "You (ed.: speaking of Kennedy)
have the ethical understanding of the Negro people. I feel that you have made a real contribution to the literature
regarding my race." While there is a wealth of information in this article, one sentence becomes very prophetic:
"Jazz is not going then, it is only changing. It is becoming far more musical however and the slapstick effects are
giving way to real musicianship." This statement is to be fulfilled as we now know.
We see in these articles that jazz is being incorporated into other art forms, especially poetry. We have read
in the earlier articles about Afro-American lyricism. We now read what will be labeled as jazz poetry.
We find a very interesting and lengthy article entitled "Jazz, A Brief History," in the June 1922, issue of
Vanity Fair. One of the most interesting sentences in this article is one that points out an important point that talks
about America developing a definite musical art. It states: "From a musician's viewpoint the chief deterrent is the
absence of a comprehensive body of folk-tunes." Thus lies the importance of early Afro-American melody. Another
article also contains an important fact: "Jazz is our current mode of expression, has reference to our time and the way
we think and talk." (In the July Dial: "Toujours Jazz") This is a lengthy essay and is "must" reading.
There is also an interesting article on "Blues," and another on Clarence Williams, the well-known Negro
music publisher of jazz music. One of the most important movements in propagating jazz was the process and
evolution of 'written' jazz. From the early Afro-American cakewalks, most popular in 1899, we find Negro music was
arranged, published and played for dancing by the 'legit' dance orchestras of the United States. While these musicians
were not jazz musicians they were usually good musicians and the role of the jazz arranger should never be
underestimated. His role was paramount in bringing jazz music to the multitude of dance fans.
One name that was an early jazz innovator and promoter was that of the concert singer, Eva Gauthier.
Famous in classical music circle Eva was one if not the first to program some jazz music with her usual program of
Bartok, Schoenberg and Milhaud. We read about this brave and courageous inclusion on the concert stage of jazz in
1921, well before the Whiteman/Gershwin concert of 1924. Much credit should be given to Mme. Gauthier, long
overdue in jazz history books.
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Beginning in 1921 we find a surge of national interest in jazz and a large increase in the number of jazz
related articles in the popular magazines and literature - jumping from approx. 13 to 71 in 1922, and 66 in 1923.
The zenith came in 1924 when the total jumps to 143, over twice the total of the previous year. We can call the year
of 1924 the jazz year of the jazz age. Upon further research we may come up with additional items but the ratio
between the years will remain.

1924
In the Jan. issue of Musical Courier we find the name of Vincent Lopez, a name seldom mentioned in jazz
circles. During the Jazz Era his name is mentioned alongside of Whiteman's whom he shared the top echelon with.
His orchestra was the leader in adapting classics to the jazz tempo. Along with Lopez we find the name of Meyer
Davis, one of the most popular leaders of dance orchestras, whose bands in the 1960,70's would be considered
"Mickey" and called a society band. In the 20's it was the sound of jazz. We do not think of Victor Herbert as jazz
oriented, but one of his compositions was also on the program with the premier of Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue." It
is interesting to read the accounts of that memorial concert, one that Whiteman called "An Experiment in Music," It
remains today as a milestone in jazz history.
Another important happening was the exporting of American jazz. "The arrival of jazz in Europe is an
event in the history of music," - which is a quotation from "Jazz Band," in the Musical Courier of Feb. 21, 1924. The
newspapers and magazines contain numerous mentioning of this now famous concert and each express their
individual opinions on the music of this concert. It is like suddenly being thrown back 70 or so year as we read the
reviews. It is especially interesting possessing our musical knowledge of today. We can almost (as we should)
imagine we are reading the accounts of the concert the same day that the concert occurred. Some critic's reviews turn
out to be correct. Others, as we read their reviews today, seem like charlatans. We begin to question these critics, just
as we question past sporting events as "Monday night quarterbacks."
To credit those whose opinion's we know were correct I give a quotation from an article in Metronome of
Feb. 1924 entitled "Optimistic Opinions as to Future of Jazz." "It (Sic. jazz) is a contribution of America to the arts.
Jazz is recognized the world over as a part of the musical folk lore of this country. It is as thoroughly and typically
American as the Monroe Doctrine, the Fourth of July, or baseball. Jazz is going to make the world safe for musical
democracy."
In the March issue of Outlook we read about jazz and radio, a partnership that becomes a happy marriage
and is one of the reasons that jazz increases in popularity. Jazz becomes "the" pop music of its day. Another
interesting quotation remarks that "You can scarcely listen in on the radio, especially in the evening, without hearing
jazz." This quotation is another indication of jazz's popularity.
The effect of jazz on classical composers continued to grow. The following quotation is by A. Schoenberg
as he listened to records played for him of the Whiteman band by Paul Hindemith: Schoenberg remarked that he:
"was simply enraptured by some of the counterpoint, the rhythmic sophistication and the instrumental effect.
Schoenberg stated he "never tired of analyzing the 'orchestration' of these amazing exotics."
Along with this interest in jazz orchestration by the well-known classical composers we are informed, in an
article in the March issue of Metronome, of the instrument that was most closely related to jazz sounds - the
saxophone. We read about its history and use. (Ed: the of the sax is covered in an essay published by Basin St. Press
entitled "Ensemble Music of the United States.")
Another prophet of jazz was conductor Leopold Stokowski who was quoted saying "Jazz is here to stay. It
is an expression of the times...already its vigor, its new vitality, is beginning to manifest itself." Along the prophetic
critics we must mention Gilbert Seldes. Mr. Seldes was a champion of jazz music and expressed his favorably
opinions on jazz on numerous occasions and in many articles. (See the April 26 issue of Literary Digest.)
We cannot take time nor space to comment on each article found, there being over approx. 143 articles
published in 1924. We use only 95 of them. Many of them contain paragraphs about the conflicts and controversy
over jazz. One cannot help to notice through the articles the miraculous rise of Paul Whiteman.
'Must' reading also is the article in the May issue of Etude entitled: "The Musical Genius of the American
Negro." A lengthy article it moves from the Slave Period, leading Afro-American composers, Afro-american
Spirituals, Famous AFro-American Singers, Pianists and Composers.
Perhaps the first article to tackle the semantics of the word 'jazz' is in the July 24 issue of Music Leader
entitled: "Jazz Not What It Once Was." (Sic. Whiteman did not call his music jazz.) By 1924 jazz (Sic. what was
called jazz) had changed from a crude style of music to a symphonic style of music. By reading the previous articles
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in the Anthology in chronological order, a concept of jazz's progression/evolution will have been formed and
semantics of the era understood.
The Etude magazine, a very respected and popular music magazine, realizing the impact of jazz on the
American music scene, publishes, in August, an issue on jazz. It is a comprehensive discussion of jazz that includes a
series of articles on Jazz written by the leading writers of the day and is very informative and valuable addition to
jazz literature of this period. It adds greatly to our knowledge and understanding of the jazz age. We also find jazz
articles by renown musicologists Marion Bauer and Virgil Thomson.
The Sept. issue of Etude is a follow-up on the August issue, an issue that was one of its most popular and
successful issues.
A very interesting article appears in the Nov. 15, Musical Standard is entitled "The Arab Influence on
Music in the Western Sudan." At first the idea of any Arab influence in jazz seem far-fetched. On further study we
see: (1) the mingling of the Arab world into Africa, especially North Africa, and (2) Arab musical performance
practices are more closely related to jazz practices and techniques than African music (Ed. See Essay "Influences of
Jazz.")
Other names of prominent people in the jazz scene of the 20's are included, many of these people forgotten
or never given proper credit for their work: Roger Kahn, Paul Sprecht, etc.
The inclusion of an article on Arkansas Fiddlers emphasizes that improvising is not an exclusive technique
of jazz but is also practiced in other musical styles ( ED: see essay on History of Improvising) This fiddler article is
in the Music Courier, Nov. 20: "Jazz Vs. the Arkansas Traveler."

1925
The year 1925, is one of the most popular and productive years of jazz. Its popularity is at its zenith and
would remain so until its popularity begins to evolve into big band dance orchestras in the late 20's. We see a decline
in published jazz articles from a high 143 in 1924 to 66 in 1927. The type of jazz with the most popular acceptance
was not the Paul Whiteman's symphonic jazz orchestra but the dance music orchestras of Paul Whiteman and
Vincent Lopez. The role of furnishing dance music to the vast appetite of the American jazz public became the
responsibility of the local dance orchestras playing the latest in jazz dance music. In the article "Jazz Breaks Into
Society" (Jan. 3, Independent), we find a brief outline of the latest season of jazz. The previous year, 1924, was the
year of Paul Whiteman's concert and the Rhapsody in Blue, the acknowledge of jazz by famous composers, and
concert artist Eva Gauthier continues to present jazz tunes in her classical concerts.
The stigma of the word 'jazz' still lingers in descriptions of Whiteman's music. We discover that jazz
orchestration becomes exceedingly more important and more emphasized; from the symphonic jazz of Whiteman to
the gradual development of 'swing' bands. We know today that jazz was still being played by small combos
throughout the land but during this era the emphasis was on larger orchestrated groups, not individual small
ensembles. In jazz, as in regular history, we have a pendulum swinging left to right and back. In jazz history we have
the small group emphasizing the individual jazz solo rather than the written large group ensemble performance. Back
and forth it has gone between New Orleans polyphony to Chicago solos of Louis Armstrong, etc., to Paul Whiteman
and Big Bands to Bee Bop and individual solos.
As to the 'invention of jazz, have you listened to Beethoven's Scherzo of his 6th String Quartet? If you
substitute saxes, an interesting sound is heard. Read the small article in Colliers of Jan. 3rd. You will find this idea
mentioned.
In the year 1925 we find a wealth of articles on the anatomy, nomenclature and performance of jazz. 1925 is
probably the most interesting year for writing and reading about jazz. In "The Reign of Reeds and Rhythm,"
(Saturday Evening Post, Jan. 10) we read about the role of the drum and what is called "the root of rhythm." This
article is also a 'must' read, if only for the inventory given of what a trap drummer possesses - a list that is almost
unbelievable. (ED: also see "Sonic Boom" published by Basin Street Press.) It also contains some great material on
the Saxophone; coming from the single sax inclusion of 5 years ago as a "curiosity to a count of 2,000,000 citizens of
the U. S. moaning on saxes." Thus we have a discussion of the two most interesting instruments of this era, the trap
drums and the saxophone. The article also points out the many colorful instruments being used by jazz bands. This
exposure of untraditional instruments had the imminent composers of the world excited about jazz and jazz
orchestration.
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The media for the continued exposure of Afro-American music and jazz was still the Minstrel Show. A very
good description of the actual running and performance of a minstrel show is given. This article (March 7, Saturday
Evening Post) gives an in-depth analysis of minstrel shows.
Gershwin begins to get the credit he deserves. One example is in the March Vanity Fair in an article by the
famous writer Carl Van Vechtan.
The Harvard Graduate Magazine of March, in an article entitled "Jazz," brings up the art of dancing in
relation to jazz. It states: "Dance has always played an important role in instrumental music." This statement compels
me to state that early jazz began as dance music, not concert or listening music but music for the dance.
One of the more intriguing articles is written in Afro-American dialect. In the article we are presented with
a moving dialog of social life in Harlem during visitations to various night clubs.
Is there any text book that lists W. F. Harling's Jazz Opera "The Light from St. Agnes?" Set in the bayous of
Louisiana it can be called the earliest jazz opera. It would be worth hearing having been written in 1925.
Today we do not fully realize the importance of three historic song writers. In an article entitled "The Three
Emperors of Broadway" we read their paramount importance in music of their day. They are: Irving Berlin, Jerome
Kern and George Gershwin. The article appears in the May issue of Art and Decoration.
There was a great demand for dance orchestras that could play jazz. Certain impresarios organized a
number of orchestras for booking. Among these were Meyer Davis and Roger Kahn. They are mentioned in a
number of articles in the Anthology.
One controversy during this evolutionary time in jazz music was thus stated: "Is it not possible to write jazz
music that combines the qualities of good dance music from the point of view of the dancer with that of good music
from the point of view of the musician?" This quotation appeared in the July issue of Music & Letters. Many times
within a certain article a real gem of prophecy is written, usually casually introduced. In the August issue of Sackbut
it states: "Rag-Time is not exactly the ancestor of jazz but an elder relative." The author, Anthony Clyne believed
that America was developing a national music of its own from ragtime and jazz and not from the Negro folk music.
In the August Pictorial Review, in an article by E. Peyser & Marion Bauer, we read about "Jazz" and the
Dance. The authors introduce material to further add to the controversy of 'what is Jazz and where did the dances like
the one-step and fox trot originate?'
The blues are gaining notoriety and the subject is taken up in the article "The Black Blues," by Carl Van
Vechten in the August issue of Vanity Fair. Van Vechten remarked that: "Negroes, especially in the South, indulge
in a great deal of what they themselves call 'window dressing' in order to mislead their white employers...This is why
the blues budge with such happy phrases."
The same view is stated by the Afro-American Poet Langton Hughes, "The Blues always impressed me as
being sad, sadder even then the Spirituals, because their sadness is not softened with tears, but hardened with
laughter, the absurd, incongruous daughter of a sadness without even a God to appeal to."
In the Oct. 24, Musical America, an article entitled "Negro in Music sets High Goal of Endeavor" we have a
very fine listing of Afro-American Musicians, groups and composers.
Can you guess why "The Jazz habit is much the same as the chewing gum habit? Read the Nov. Sackbut and
find out.
In the Dec. Nation, we read an article entitled: "Music - The Pedant Looks at Jazz." We find a very
interesting statement: "It is not the effect of syncopation that is characteristic of jazz but the effect of syncopation in
the jazz meter and tempo."
In the article "From Spirituals to Swing" in the Dec. 9 issue of Nation we find one of the earliest uses of the
word 'Swing.' This article reviews a History of Jazz Concert from Sonny Terry doing Blues to Count Basie's
orchestra. Conceived and produced by John Hammond, it is an important concert and should be so noted. It was at
Carnegie Hall on Dec. 23rd, 1925.
Another concert is given the week earlier by Walter Damrosch (a supporter of jazz) and presents on the
program: the 5th Symphony of J. Sibelius and Albert Chiaffarelli's "Jazz America," announced as the first 'Jazz'
Symphony.
It is interesting, knowing the status of D. Milhaud today, to read his thoughts and writing in 1925. They are
well expressed in a Dec. 15 issue of Metronome entitled: "Development of the Jazz Band, and North American
Negro Music." He states: "The strength of the jazz band lies in the novelty of its technic in every direction." (He
mentions rhythm orchestration, melodic elements and blues.)
In the MTNA Proceeding of 1925 entitled "Jazz and American Music," the following quotation is so true of
the arts and could apply to today's pop music scene. If so it may be a sad commentary on today's popular music
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scene. "Art is always the expression of a people and an age." This statement might be turned around to read: "Artistic
products of our time reflect the people."
In the same proceedings we find an article on the history of Improvising, a musical technique that goes back
to the beginnings and origins of music. Improvising is one of the elements of jazz. How many, incorrectly, believe
that jazz began this ancient technique?

1926
1926 in another big year for jazz and jazz articles. Beginning with the article in Living Age on "Jazz and the
Guitar" one is reminder of the growth of the popularity of the guitar/banjo. It happens first in 1926 in Jazz. We are
reminded of the popular of the guitar in our own time in rock music. The banjo begin its evolution within the jazz
group in approx. 1911. It had been mostly a solo instrument not connected with early jazz groups.
Just as the whole world is now Rock and Roll crazy, the world was jazz crazy. "America, England,
Germany, Japan, the whole world is jazz mad." (This quotation is from the Literary Digest article "King Jazz & the
Jazz Kings" of Jan. 30th)
While most scholars feel that jazz was evolving at the turn of the Century (There is a description in Variety
in 1885 of a early New Orleans musical ensemble playing in a jazz idiom, and, the word jazz was used in an
advertisement in Variety in 1914.) Most writers became aware of jazz around 1916-17, the first year of World War I.
In the Feb. Metronome "Is Jazz Coming or Going" the writer states "I first heard one (a jazz band) in a New York
restaurant."
A group of articles (later to be made into a book) written by Paul Whiteman appears in a series for
beginning with the Feb. 27 issue of the Saturday Evening Post. Co-authored by Mm. McBride, it is both fact and
fantasy/romanticism of the music scene as seen by Paul Whiteman, beginning with the introduction in 1915 of Tom
Brown's New Orleans Jazz Band in Chicago.
In the "Anatomy of Jazz," (March, Harper's Magazine) Don Knowlton analyzes jazz and gives an excellent
account of it. He has accepted jazz and its place in American society and writes "Jazz has won and held universal
popularity and its own intrinsic qualities: fundamental rhythm, simple harmonies and standardized form."
We should also make sure that Art Hickman is given credit with being one of the earliest jazz orchestrators
and an influence on Fredie Grofe. We might call the St. Francis Hotel the cradle of jazz orchestration.
The article in the Musical Quarterly of April entitled "Jazz an Educational Problem" states a very simple
but important point: "There is both good and bad Jazz." This statement is held by the majority of the educated
musicians of this era.
Jazz becomes acceptable in high places and adapts classical tunes /melodies into orchestrations in the jazz
idiom. It has truly arrived. We now have the Waltz King - J. Strauss, and the Jazz King - Paul Whiteman.
Also arriving on the concert stage is the Negro Spiritual. In the June issue of Flutist, James Weld Johnson
writes on this subject in "How to Understand and Enjoy Negro Spirituals."
Another champion of jazz was Percy Grainger. He expresses his feeling in the July 1, Metronome. He
remarks about the jazz of his time in the statement: "There never has been popular music that was so classical ... the
instrumentation of the modern jazz orchestra is in every respect significant." How right Grainger was in 1926. He
points out many of the new, innovative techniques of jazz orchestration.
One of the strongest critics of jazz was writer Ernest Newman. We can read his opinions today - 68 years
later - a time gap Newman did not have the advantage of as we do. His articles and opinions are informative and give
us valuable information as to the opposition faced by jazz in this era.
Most probably, first came the dance then the music. Thus we see the evolving of many new dances that
became national crazes in articles relating to the era's dance styles and practices.
Almost everybody has an opinion on jazz. Once such opinion was given by Franz Lehar - he comes out in
defense of jazz.
One big step is seen in the fact that the Peabody Conservatory introduces improvisation into its curriculum.
Improvising as a performer's technique had lost favor in classical music even during the Romantic Period (around the
19th century) when it was in the background. We know that Bach, Beethoven, and so many others were great
improvisers.
We find another controversy in the Oct. 1, Metronome. We read that "American jazz is not African."
Nicholas G. J. Ballanta makes an interesting case in the affirmative, and states "Rhythm only Likeness." Another
interesting view is the article "What's Wrong with Jazz (Nov. Musical Opinion) by Leigh Henry. It is an article worth
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studying for its information. and views/opinions. His opinion also is given on jazz's rhythm: "Rhythm, the life-blood
of music is the backbone of jazz and rhythm is the secret of its appeal."
In Modern Music of Nov./Dec. we have an exposé on the Blues and the importance of W. C. Handy whose
"Memphis Blues" becomes an important composition.
The American composer Aaron Copland also expresses his ideas and opinions about jazz in the affirmative
and writes about it in "Jazz Structure and Influence, (Modern Music). Copland states that "Modern jazz begins in the
fox-trot." The important word is 'Modern.' Copeland separates early jazz that evolves and begins as modern jazz.
Controversies continue - controversy about jazz as a folk art and the source of Negro Spirituals, and the cultural
norms of "primitive" Africa.
In the article "1900" - (this means the 20th C. - Italian) Casella divides his discussion into a Century of
Romanticism, Impressionism, and Jazz. While Casella hesitates to state that Jazz would become the music of our
century, he hints at it and probably if alive today would have.
We do not now associate Broadway with Jazz, but in the 20's it was. Broadway was responsible for its
propagation and popularity, as its influence was paramount. It was a main source for popular music during the rise of
jazz's popularity becoming less influential in today's popular music.
Yes, even a magazine as Popular Mechanics gets into the act and the controversy on jazz. While not as
scholarly as others, this article is a good outline of information, mostly already covered but contains some interesting
views.
In the last article of 1926 we read about the book "Mellows" by Robert E. Kennedy and a book by Mr. J. R.
Johnson - both worthy additions to American music literature.

1927
The year 1927 has half as many articles written on jazz than in the previous year. We can see the
diversification of jazz and its use in classical music. This is written about in articles discussing jazz styles and
influences. As a jazz listener I have not heard the Leighton Lucas composition "Dance Suite" and the Eric Coates
"Syncopated Phantasy." We probably all have heard Gershwin's "Concerto in F," and "Johnny Spielt Auf " (Johnny
is Playing), by Ernest Krenek. It was not the fact that there were different examples of classical jazz, but of the
interesting facts that emerged from the rhetoric, pointing out the strengths and weaknesses of Jazz.
The musical world ,both jazz and classical music, were "set on their ears" when one compared Gershwin's
Rhapsody in Blue premier with the premier of Geo. Antheil's "Ballet Mecanque" that made the Jazz/trap
percussionist equipment seem like a bunch of baby rattles. There are articles discussing these and other 'classical'
jazz compositions.
The importance of the dance in its relation to jazz is pointed out in the April, Theatre Arts Monthly article
"The Negro Dance - Under European Eyes," which looks at the subject of Negro dancing.
Jazz musicians had a language of their own and gradually these words crept into the common language. See
"More Hot and Dirty Breaks" in the May issue of Etude. This article "Dirty Breaks" also gives explanations of jazz
special effects: glisses, weird notes, mutes, etc.
An article in the June issue of Etude takes up the subject of the Blues. During this era there were many
songs with the word "blues" in their titles but are not the traditional 12 bar blues progression. This article goes into
the elements of the blues. Jazz techniques are talked about in the July Chesterian: "Jazzing up the Symphony
Orchestra."
A very interesting article examines the music of the Gold Coast of Africa. Many of the Africans that were
brought to America came from the Gold Coast and it is important we know how their music sounded. It is a very
long article that is very well-written and informative.
Jazz is approached many ways; one article uses a medical approach to jazz, discussing the effect's jazz has
on our nervous system.
There are many informative articles written in the 20's which have been citing that are 'must' reading. Thus
is the one in the Chesterian of Sept.: "The Influence of Jazz." Today in our concept of jazz we seldom realize its past
and the state of jazz in the twenties - One statement is particularly interesting and makes its point well:
"The development of music,...is dependent on the freedom from artificial local rhythm. Nations which have
their characteristic national rhythms have contributed less to the literature of music than any others."
It must have been, as one of the paragraph heading explains a "Strange Experience," upon first hearing a
Jazz Orchestra for the first time. We can read an account of this experience in the October, Metronome.
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Reading the articles from 1927 we have reference to some jazz tunes, classics using jazz style, books on
early jazz; many of these are hard to find. They would prove invaluable.

1928
Jazz changed the techniques of orchestration and introduced a number of different instruments to the
popular music scene. In "What Jazz Has Done to the Fretted Instruments," we read of instruments such as the
harmonica, Jew's Harp, banjo and mandolins. It also lists the instruments used by working bands in various cities.
The battles and evolution of jazz continue, championed among others by Walter Damrosch. The Concerto
in F of Gershwin is again programmed. Gershwin's fame, during this era had not reached the zenith we now know
was to come. Many of the critics, listed in these articles, wrote negative reviews. As readers of jazz's past, we begin
to question the opinions of these critics in their other endeavors. We do read about young Gershwin and his musical
training.
We are introduced to the first Jazz Opera of Krenek "Johnny Spielt Auf" truly a jazz opera, worth studying
and listening to. It was a huge financial and artistic success in its time.
Maurice Ravel remarked that he used jazz idioms in "my last violin and piano sonata - from the view point
of a Frenchman." European countries and composers saw the possibilities of American jazz and did not hesitate to
incorporate it in classical music. The American composers continued to be steeped in controversy about the values of
jazz music. There was a proud ethic among American jazz musicians that other foreign musicians could not play jazz
with the feelings of Americans.
"Think of a spectacled German gentlemen trying to compose 'blues,' What does he know about the halfdesperate laughter of the negro torn by grief?"
This argument is weak and was given from a view that only Americans can feel and play jazz. We have
heard that European jazz is stiff and mechanical. While no one denies that suffering of the Afro-American slaves,
individuals from other countries know suffering and express it as Ravel has said in their own way, using many
various musical styles of expression. This theory is discussed in the March 17, the Literary Digest, "When
Europeans composers jazz," and in the discussion in the article "The Negro Spiritual - Fad or Folk Music?" In the
April issue of Music Digest, We read that the Jazz style of the day was now international and remained popular in
many countries long after it evolves into other jazz styles in the U. S.
One of the most respected musicologist Sigmund Spaeth authors an article entitled "Jazzmania" in the May
issue of North American Review. Spaeth approaches jazz in a very scholarly way. He states: "Jazz is not a musical
form, it is a method of treatment. It is possible to take any conventional piece of music and 'jazz it up,' " He further
states: "Jazz is the distortion of the normal or conventional in music." The first statement shows he understands jazz
practices. (Ed: To Mr. Spaeth, I ask: 'The classical composers use of the variation form and contemporary 20th
Century music would also fit your second statement. Is not art a manner of life consistently at war with conservative
tradition?) This is a very interesting article and brings to light many facts, many which one can relate to the music of
today. This article makes you want to answer the many charges made against jazz. It becomes the old controversy
between the traditionalist and the modernists. Spaeth remarks: "Monterverdi becomes perhaps the first of all jazz
composers."
Read this article - I could write so much more, the article gets you going, it raises your dandruff, gets you
excited to challenge his stated views.
Paul Whiteman started, "A jazz orchestra that people might hear without dancing was something new once."
This quotation, from the May 9, is in the New Republic and entitled "A New York Diary." Jazz no longer was just
dance music. This evolution always occurs in a growing evolving art form. It happens again later in the history of
jazz as Bee Bop evolves from the swing orchestra. Whiteman's jazz became "Sweet Jazz" as the next article states
(June, Bookman, "Songs & snatches"). At the end of this article there is a small list of the top popular songs of May
7, 1928, of the 12 given. I know three: Romona, Chole and Together.
In "Jazz" in the July issue of Life & Letters we read what to us today is an interesting view of a critic in
1928 writing about early jazz, much as we would write today about the beginnings of "Rock & Roll." Interesting is
the quotation: "The importance of the Jewish element in jazz cannot be too strongly emphasized and the fact that
nine-tenths of the jazz-tunes are written by Jews." Another statement brings out a positive aspect of Jazz: "The
orchestration ... is perhaps the most intrinsically pleasing instrumental sound since the Haydn orchestra.
Another article by Spaeth (Aug. 11, the Literary Digest) is entitled "When the Master's Jazz." A quotation, "
'Jazz' is a verb rather than a noun," seems correct but the author calls some of the syncopation of Beethoven,
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Schumann, etc., 'jazz.' While syncopation is an element of jazz it is not the only one. Would one call Machaut
(1300's) a jazz composer because it was one of the earliest uses of syncopation. (See essay on Syncopation from
Basin St. Press.)
In the next article (Aug. 16, Music Courier "Is Jazz Music?"), there is a discussion of Spaeth's views. Its
conclusion is, quote: "Jazz has found a place of its own, and it is a useful place, but it is not art."
As we read these articles we read about jazz being used by the French and Germans, influencing their
composing. We still read that jazz is surrounded by controversy.

1929
"The Age of Jazz" (Jan. Journal of Educators CIX) article that begins our collection of 1929 articles states
that: "There is nothing new in jazz." The article develops a general outline (not anecdotal) of jazz's growth that is
short but meaningful.
While the Rhapsody in Blue remains a popular, often performed compositions, many of the works written
during the "Jazz Age' are seldom performed and are all but forgotten. One such is John Powell's "Rhapsodie Negre" well accepted in 1920 with 49 performances up to 1929. Seldom is John Powell's name mentioned in Jazz History.
R. H. Wallstein penned an article Jan. 26, in Musical America entitled: "This Question of Spirituals." He
states: "The Negro Spiritual proceeds directly from the German folk songs and hymn tunes brought to America in the
late 18th and early 19th centuries by non-conformist Baptist and Methodist ministers. Again another controversy
about the origins of the Negro Spiritual. This article examines this controversy.
In the Feb. 13, Nation, an article on Gershwin mentions that: "the American popular music had suffered a
dismal slump." The article explores the development of pop music, giving credit to Jerome Kern, the inclusion of
Jazz unto Broadway and the emergence of Tin Pan Alley and Gershwin. It states Gershwin's concert hall music was
very important.
The Catholic World of Oct./March contains an article: "Black Music." The article stresses the AfroAmerican poets and the lyrics of Afro-American music. One interesting quote from McCaulay maintains that "Poetry
declines as civilization advances, and that therefore the inspiration of Afro-American naturally grows weaker."
(Example: The poetry of 'rap' lyrics and the decline of today's social morals in America.) There are other interesting
statements also rather controversial.
There is a very good discussion of Jazz and its manifestations in various forms. that mention Gershwin's and
Krenek's endeavors in "Hitching Jazz To A Star." This article also mentions jazz's continued influence in Vienna
(The home of the waltz). Earlier we had read of F. Lehar's acknowledgment of jazz. This jazz manifestation is also
seen in Russia (see Stravinsky, Weill on jazz) in the May 18 issue of Christian Science Monitor.
We get into the actual playing and teaching of jazz in our next article and find an opinion from both teacher
and pupil. It is especially explanative in its instructions on how to play piano jazz. This material is found in articles
from the June and Oct. issues of Music Teacher and the Nov. Metronome.
Whiteman's place in Jazz History is discussed in the June issue of British Musician. Just as ragtime's
popularity brought Negro music into the 'legit' popular music scene, so Whiteman's endeavors brought jazz an
acceptance in the field of art music and jazz's acceptance by higher social circles.
In the June Jacob's Orchestral Monthly we find another analytical essay on 'The Spirit of Jazz,' that include
excellent paragraphs with headings entitled 'Early Associations,' and 'The Eternal Mystery.' We have a discuss of the
blues in the Aug. issue of The Musician," that emphasizes the career of W. C. Handy.
The importance of the dance and jazz is examined in the August Musician "Music a Loyal Handmaid of the
Dance." It begins with two statements: "The dependence of these arts upon one Another dates back to tribal times,"
and "From early days music has served the dance." I believe this is an important relationship and this article
examines the dance and music.
In another excellent article (Sept. Etude - "Whither Bound?"), jazz is again analyzed and examined. Early in
the article we read "Jazz is a method of playing."
Probably the most in-depth article is the "Jazz, Debit and Credit," in Musical Quarterly of Oct. A lengthy
article, it covers both sides very well. Without going into details, after reading both sides I wonder which is stated
the best. Most people today will, of course, knowing the importance of jazz and after reading both sides, will come
down in favor of jazz.
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About the only media left was the conquest of the movies. We find the first talking picture of a jazz
orchestra and the important movie "The Jazz Singer" with Al Jolson. Another media, radio, felt it was over
emphasizing jazz and tried to suppress jazz.
Summary and Conclusion
It is suggested that not only would one choose to use the Anthology as a reference but as a history of jazz
and its influences, reading it from the earliest article to the end, drawing your own conclusions as to the evolution of
jazz from its ancestors in early American music to its height of development in the late twenties. There will be a
follow up Anthology on music of the 30's. After 1939 the progress of jazz is well documented - in print and on
records. There is no shortage nor difficulty in finding information during the 'modern' era of jazz although the
scholar will still need his creative talents to collect the material. One day the search for material will be as simple as
turning on your computer and getting online witht he internet.
Many of the early articles are not directly about jazz but are presented and give the reader a firm foundation
in which to understand what the music scene was in early America from which jazz evolved. There is a wealth of
material found in these articles and the author would welcome additional articles not presented in the Anthology.
This Anthology is the first large one on the history of jazz and should prove invaluable to music scholars.

PRE-JAZZ ARTICLES 1856 to 1886
1856 - HOUMA CERES - JAN. 17
SLAVE FUNERAL -The procession had moved, and its route led within a few yards of the mansion. There
were at least one hundred and fifty Negroes arranged 4 deep, and following a wagon in which was placed the coffin;
down in the entire length of the line, at intervals of a few feet, on each side, were carried torches of the resinous pine,
and here called light wood. About the center was stationed the black preacher, a man of gigantic frame and stentorian
lungs who gave out from memory the words of a hymn suitable for the occasion. The southern Negroes are
proverbial for the melody and compass of their voices and I thought that hymn, mellowed by distance, the most
solemn and yet the sweetest music that had ever fallen upon my ear. The stillness of the night and strength of their
voices enabled us to distinguish the air at the distance of half a mile. (From Morris & Willie's Home Journal. 1856 reprinted in the Houma, La. newspaper, Ceres.')

1856 - DWIGHT'S JOURNAL - NOV. 15
SONGS OF THE BLACKS - The only musical population of this country are the Negroes of the South.
Here at the North we have teachers in great numbers, who try to graft the love of music upon the tastes of our colder
race. But their success is only limited. A few good singers are produced, and some fine instrumental performers, but
the thing never becomes general. Music may perchance be the fashion for a winter. But it does not grow to a popular
enthusiasm. It never becomes a passion or habit of the people. We are still dependent on foreigners for our music.
Italian singers fill our concert rooms, and German bands parade our streets.
Throughout the country the same holds true. Singing masters itinerant from village to village, to give
instruction in the tuneful art, but the most they can muster is a score or two of men and maidens to sing in church on
Sunday. Brother Jonathan is awkward at the business, and sings only on set occasions. Let him be enrolled in the
ranks of the choir, and placed in the front of the gallery, and he will stand up like a grenadier, and roll out lustily the
strains of a psalm. But all his singing is done in public. He makes little music at home or at most only on the Sabbath
day. During the week his melodies are unheard. He does not go to his labor singing to himself along the road. No
song of home or country, of love or war, escapes his lips as he works in his shop or follows the plough. Our people
work in silence, like convicts in a penitentiary. They go to their tasks, not with a free and joyous spirit that bursts into
song, but with a stern, resolute, determined air, as if they had a battle to fight, or great difficulties to overcome.
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Even the gentler sex, who ought to have most of poetry and music, seem strangely indifferent to it. Young
ladies who have spent years in learning to play on the piano, and sing Italian airs, drop both as soon as they are
married. Enter their houses a few months later, and they tell you that they are out of practice; they have forgotten
their music, their pianos are unopened, and their harps are unstrung.
Compared with our taciturn race, the African nature is full of poetry and song. The Negro is a natural
musician. He will learn to play on an instrument more quickly than a white man. They have magnificent voices and
sing without instruction. They may not know one note from another yet their ears catch the strains of any floating air
and they repeat it by imitation. The native melody of their voices falls without art into the channel of song. They go
singing to their daily labors. The maid sings about the house, and the laborer sings in the field.
Besides their splendid organs of voice, the African nature is full of poetry. Inferior to the white race in
reason and intellect, they have more imagination, more lively feelings and a more expressive manner. In this they
resemble the southern nations of Europe. Their joy and grief are not pent up in the heart, but find instant expression
in their eyes and voice. With their imagination they clothe in rude poetry the incidents of their lowly life, and set
them to simple melodies. Thus they sing their humble loves in full of tenderness. We at the North hear these songs
only as burlesqued by our Negro Minstrels, with faces blackened with charcoal. Yet even thus all feel that they have
rare sweetness and melody.
Mingled with these love songs are plaintive airs which seem to have caught a tone of sadness and patios
from the hardships and frequent separation of their slave life. They are the Songs of their Captivity, and are sung
with a touching effect. No song of a concert room ever thrilled us like one of these simple African airs, heard afar off
in the stillness of a summer night. Sailing down the Mississippi, the voyager on the deck of the steamer may often
hear these strains, wild, sad and tender, floating from the shore.
But it is in religion that the African pours out his whole voice and soul. A child in intellect, he is a child in
faith. All the revelations of the Bible have to him a startling vividness, and he will sing of the judgment and the
resurrection with a terror or a triumph which cannot be concealed. In religion he finds also an element of freedom
which he does not find in his hard life, and in these wild bursts of melody he seems to be giving utterance to that
exultant liberty of soul which no chains can bind, and no oppression subdue. As hundreds assemble at a camp
meeting in the woods, and join in the chorus of such a hymn as "When I can read my title clear, to mansion in the
skies," the unimpassioned hearer is almost lifted from his feet by the volume and majesty of the sound. No voices of
well trained choir in church or cathedral, no pealing organ, nor mighty anthem, ever moved us like these voices of a
multitude going up to God under the open canopy of heaven. Blessed power of music! that can raise the poor and
despised above their care and poverty. It is a beautiful gift of God to this oppressed race to lighten their sorrows in
the house of their bondage.
Might not our countrymen all learn a lesson from these simple children of Africa? We are a silent and
reserved people. Foreigners think us taciturn and gloomy. So we are, compared with the European nations. The
Germans sing along the banks of the Rhine. The Swiss shepherds sings on the highest passes of the Alps, and the
peasant of Tyrol fills his valleys with strains wild as the peaks and the torrents around him. But Americans, though
surrounded with everything to make a people happy, do not show outward signs of uncommon cheerfulness and
content. We are an anxious, careworn race. Our brows are sad and gloomy. Songless and joyless, the laborer goes to
his task. This dumb silence is ungrateful in those who have such cause for thankfulness. Americans are the most
favored people on earth, and yet they are the least expressive of their joy. So that we almost deserve the severe
comment of a foreigner, who on seeing the great outward prosperity, and yet the anxious look of the people, said
that: "in America there was less misery, and less happiness, than in any other country on earth."
Let us not be ashamed to learn the art of happiness from the poor bondsman at the South. If slaves can pour
out their hearts in melody, how ought freemen to sing! If that love of music which is inborn in them, could be inbred
in us, it would do much to lighten the anxiety and care which brood on every face and weigh on every heart. The
spirit of music would beguile the toilsome hours, and make us cheerful and happy in our labor.
Nor would this light and joyous heart make us too gay, and so lead to folly and frivolity. On the contrary, it
would prove a friend to virtue. (1856 )

1856 - CHARLESTON MERCURY - NOVEMBER 22
The Lilliputian Musicians - The South Carolina Institute - Hall bas been constantly crowded to witness the
astonishing performances of five little negro boys, belonging to Col. J. B. Richardson, a wealthy Carolina planter
residing in Sumter District. As soon as it was known that these boys would perform, and this liberal gentleman had
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placed them in the hands of the Directors of the institution for exhibition, and that without consideration, simply with
a view to the benefit of the Institution, and as an incentive to our slave holders to follow up and develop another
resource we have at home, the crowd poured into the Hall, and over five hundred tickets more were sold the first
night than upon the first night of last year's fair.
The interest evinced by all who have heard these prodigies, has induced us to present to our readers, this
morning, a short history of the lads. Robin, the eldest, and the leader of the "Band," is just 13 years old, and we
should judge, of pure African descent. At a very early age, he exhibited his fondness for music, by making corn stalk
fiddles, peach and switch bows, and flutes of the common reed. His next step was the manufacture of a rude violin,
using a cypress shingle, and horse hair strings; the bass string was a piece of waxed twine. At this time, a gentleman
of Charleston, a friend of Col. Richardson, induced him to send Robin to the city, to receive proper musical
instruction. In four months he performed well upon the violin, and understood his notes, had been kindly taught also,
by the gentleman just alluded to, to read a little. On his return to his master's plantation, he took charge of another
boy, Sanders, the second of the band, and gave him a fiddle and bow, taught him the notes, and in one month he
could play very well. Sanders commenced learning the flute last summer.
After teaching Sanders to play upon the violin, Robin took several other boys under his instruction, but
could not succeed in teaching them. Edward and Henry were next placed in his charge. Edward is nine years and
Henry eight. Their progress was very slow, and they were accordingly placed under the tuition of an experienced
music master in the city; but, after a trial of two months, he gave them up, and said nothing could be done with them.
They returned to Robin last February. Edward now plays well upon the violin, and Robin taught him the guitar in one
month.
Henry also performs well upon the violin. Robin taught him the notes.
March, the youngest of the Band, is not yet 8 years old, and is now learning the violin, but does not play.
His performance with the triangle is admirable.
Robin, the eldest and most prominent character, took up the Cornet-a -piston last summer. He is in every
respect an uncommon boy, possessing certain traits of character that are very remarkable. His habits and disposition
are those of the uncivilized African, and every action is in character.
Henry, we have just remarked, is about eight years of age. He is a half brother of Robin. No human being
can control him but his master, Col. Richardson.
Sanders is of a mild and gentle disposition, very submissive to his master, but never succumbs to one of his
own race. Sanders picked last December, when the Cotton, as is well known to all planters, is quite light, one
hundred and fifty pounds a day. He is considered a prime boy with the hoe.
Col. Richardson will receive, as he richly deserves, not only the thanks of the Directors of the Institute, for
his liberality in placing this "Lilliputian Band" at their disposition, but that of the community at large, for thus
developing another resource of great pleasure and usefulness, which the south has so long neglected, and for which
they have often to pay heavily to undeserving foreigners.

1857 - NEW YORK MUSICAL REVIEW AND GAZETTE MARCH 21
BANDS OF JUVENILE SLAVES - We learn from an authentic source that Col. J. P. Richardson, of
Sumter district, in this State, the owner of the wonderful prodigies of music which compose this band, has placed
them at the disposal of two of his friends, who intend availing themselves of the generous offer, for the purpose of
taking them on a tour through the slave-holding States of the Union. The first concert will be given in Columbia,
after which they will perform in this city, from whence they intend to start westward. Our citizens will remember the
excitement the Lilliputians created here in November last, by their entertaining concerts; and we feel assured that on
their return they will meet with that success they deserve. The band is composed of negro-slaves, the eldest being not
more than thirteen years of age; and seldom have we seen so much talent and musical artistical culture as these boys
possess. They are really wonders in themselves, and well deserve the patronage of the south. Their proficiency in
music is but a proof of the acknowledged talents all our slaves have for that pleasing art, and their success should
stimulate all of our planters to have negro bands of their own, as they afford a source of pleasing amusement, both to
the slaves and their owner.
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1863 - CONTINENTAL MONTHLY -AUGUST
UNDER THE PALMETTO. On Saturday, the 31st of January, 1863, the steamer "S. R. Spaulding,' flagship
of General Foster's fleet, left the harbor of Morehead City, N. C., on a supposed expedition to some point on the
Southern coast. For two days we had watched from her deck the long procession of vessels moving slowly round
Fort Macon, and then, with all sails set, or under full head of steam, passing proudly on in their southward course.
Only those who have witnessed such scenes can realize the eager interest and intense excitement which attend the
preparation for a naval expedition. Then, too, there were glories of the past to kindle hope and stimulate ambition.
The successes of Burnside, Du Pont, and Farragut were fresh in memory, and why should not we win new laurels for
the old flag, and place our commander's name high on the list of fame? And so, with feelings of pride and
expectation, we gladly saw the shores of North Carolina with their forests of pines recede from sight, as, under a
cloudless sky and over a waveless sun, we glided on toward the hated mother State of the rebellion.
The sequel of the 'Foster Expedition' is well known. We anchored, on the 2nd of February, in the capacious
harbor of Port Royal, and were flagship no longer. Fortunately, the long interval between our arrival and the final
departure for Charleston under another commander, gave abundant opportunities for studying new phases of life and
character, and for learning something of the 15,000 freedmen who compose the loyal population of the Sea Islands.
Sic: Only the section on music will be given next. See original article for further text on plantations,
freedmen, religion, etc.not directly related to jazz.

Negro 'Shouts' and Shout Songs.
At the 'praise meetings' on the plantations, one of the elders usually presides, and conducts the exercises
with great solemnity. Passages of Scripture are quoted from memory, and the hymns, which constitute the principal
feature of the meeting, are deaconed off as at church. Sometimes the superintendent or one of the teachers attends
these meetings, and is then expected to conduct the exercises and make an address. After the praise meeting is over,
there usually follows the very singular and impressive performance of the 'shout' or religious dance of the Negroes.
Three or four, standing still, clapping their hands and beating time with their feet, commence singing in unison one
of the peculiar shout melodies, while the others walk round in a ring in single file joining also in the song. Soon those
in the ring leave off their singing, the others keeping it up the while with increased vigor, and strike into the shout
step, observing most accurate time with the music. This step is something halfway between a shuffle and a dance, as
difficult for an uninitiated person to describe as to imitate. At the end of each stanza of the song the dancers stop
short with a slight stamp on the last note, and then, putting the other foot forward, proceed through the next verse.
They will often dance to the same song for twenty or thirty minutes, once or twice, perhaps, varying the monotony of
their movement by walking for a little while and joining in the singing. The physical exertion, which is really very
great, as the dance calls into play nearly every muscle of the body, seems never to weary them in the least, and they
frequently keep up a shout for hours, resting only for brief intervals between the different songs. Yet, in trying to
imitate them, I was completely tired out in a very short time. The children are the best dancers, and are allowed by
their parents to have a shout at any time, though, with the adults, the shout always follows a religious meeting, and
none but church members are expected to join. It is to one of these shouts of the negro children that Mr. Russell
alludes in his diary when describing a visit which he paid to a plantation near Charleston in April, 1861. He speaks
of the children as a set of "ragged, dirty, and shoeless urchins, who came in shyly, oftentimes running away till they
were chased and captured, dressed into line with much difficulty, and, then, shuffling their flat feet, clapping their
hands, and drawing out in a monotonous sort of chant something about the River Jawdam." Such a sketch conveys no
idea of the shout as it may be witnessed to day on any of the plantations among the Sea Islands. You will find the
children clean, and, in general, neatly dressed, coming into the room when asked by the superintendent, rendering of
their impressive and oftentimes pleasing melodies in a manner seldom surpassed in our schools at the North, while
their 'shouting' reveals a suppleness of limb and peculiar grace of motion beyond the power of our dancing masters to
impart.
There are many features of the negro shout which amuse us from their strangeness; some, also, that strike
the observer as wholly absurd. Yet, viewed as a religious exercise - and in this light it is always considered by the
older Negroes - I cannot help regarding it, in spite of many of its characteristics, as both a natural and a rational
expression of devotional feeling. The Negroes never indulge in it when, for any reason, they feel downhearted or sad
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at their meetings. The shout is a simple outburst and manifestation of religious fervor - a 'rejoicing in the Lord' making a 'joyful noise unto the God of their salvation.'
The words of the shout songs are a singular medley of things sacred and profane, and are the natural
outgrowth of the imperfect and fragmentary knowledge of the Scriptures which the Negroes have picked up. The
substitution for these crude productions of appropriate hymns, would remove from the shout that which is now the
chief objection to it in intelligent minds, and would make of the dance, to which the Negroes are so much attached, a
useful auxiliary in their religious culture. The tunes to which these songs are sung, are some of them weird and wild 'barbaric madrigals' - while others are sweet and impressive melodies. The most striking of their barbaric airs it
would be impossible to write out, but many of their more common melodies are easily caught upon being heard a few
tunes. this music of the negro shout opens a new and rich filed of melody - a mine in which there is much rough
quartz, but also many veins of sparkling ore.
What, for example, could be more animated, and at the same time more expressive of the thought conveyed
in the verse than the following chorus? - the introduction to which is a sort of recitative or chant:

The words of the chant are evidently a very childlike expression of the wish to die with the same good will and spirit
of forgiveness which were manifested in the Savior's death.
Of a very different character is the following verse, sung to the same recitative:
'O, Death he is a little man. He goes from do' to do'.,
He kill some soul, an he wounded some, An' he lef' some soul for to pray.'
A most striking contrast between the recitative and chorus, is presented in the following:
Recitative (Sung to one note like a chant, with a cadence at the end):'I wonder why Satan do follow me so?
Satan hab noting't all for to do, long 'wid me.'

The next song presents a greater variety in melody, as well as in the different verses, which seem to have no
connection whatever with each other. The 'Parson Fuller' referred to is the Rev. Dr. Fuller, of Baltimore, who owns a
plantation on one of the islands:
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The following has evidently been composed since the Negroes became free, and expresses very forcibly
their feelings toward 'driber, massa, and missus':

Perhaps the best illustration of the Scriptural patchwork which characterizes many of the shout songs, is
seen in the 'Lonesome Valley,' the music of which is very quaint and plaintive:
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The example above given will convey a good idea of the general character of the shout songs. Apart from
these religious songs, there is no music among the South Carolina freedmen, except the simple airs which are sung
by the boatmen, as they row on the rivers and creeks. A tinge of sadness pervades all their melodies, which bear as
little resemblance to the popular Ethiopian melodies of the day as twilight to noonday. The joyous, merry strains
which have been associated in the minds of many with the Southern Negro, are never heard on the Sea Islands.
Indeed, by most of the Negroes, such songs as 'Uncle Ned' and 'O Susanna' are considered as highly improper. In the
schools, many of the best songs which are sung in our Sunday and public schools have been introduced, and are
opening new sources of pleasure to a race so musical by their very nature as are the Negroes of the South.
While in Beaufort, I attended a concert given by a band of genuine 'negro minstrels.' The company had take
the name of the 'Charleston Minstrels,' and was composed mainly of refugees from Charleston, who were then
servants to various officers in General Saxton's Department. The concert was held in the Episcopal Church, and the
proceeds devoted to the benefit of the sick and wounded of the First South Carolina Volunteers. The first view of the
performers, as they sat round the stage, a dozen finely formed and good looking Negroes, caused the spectator to
fancy himself in the presence of the famous band of Christy, or some other company of white Ethiopian Serenaders.
Soon, the opera glass revealed the amusing fact, that, although every minstrel was by nature as black as black could
be, yet all the performers had given their faces a coating of burnt cork, in order that their resemblance to Yankee
minstrels might be in every respect complete. There were excellent voices among the singers, and some of the
players handled their instruments with surprising skill; but the presence of an audience composed entirely of white
people, and including many of the highest officers in the Department, evidently caused great embarrassment to
performers so unaccustomed to the stage. Not a single song which could be called comic was included in the
programme; and, with the exception of a few patriotic airs, the songs were of the 'Lily Dale,' half-mournful sort.
Between the pieces there was the customary telling of anecdotes and cracking of jokes, some of which were quite
amusing, while others excited laughter from the manner in which they were told. As an imitation of our Northern
minstrelsy given by a band of uneducated negro musicians, the performance was a wonderful success. Yet the
general impression left upon the mind of the hearer was far from pleasing. One could not help feeling that a people,
whose very natures are attuned to harmony, are capable of something better than even the most perfect imitation of
those who have so grossly caricatured their race.

1867 - ATLANTIC MONTHLY - JUNE
NEGRO SPIRITUALS - The war (Sic. Civil War) brought to some of us, besides its direct experiences,
many a strange fulfillment of dreams of other days. For instance, the present writer had been a faithful student of the
Scottish ballads, and had always envied Sir Walter the delight of tracing them out amid their own heather, and of
writing them down piecemeal from the lips of aged crones. It was a strange enjoyment, therefore, to be suddenly
brought into the midst of a kindred world of unwritten songs, as simple and indigenous as the Border Minstrelsy,
more uniformly plaintive, almost always more quaint, and often as essentially poetic.
This interest was rather increased by the fact that I had for many years heard of this case of songs under the
name of "Negro Spirituals," and had even heard some of them sung by friends from South Carolina. I could now
gather on their own soil these strange plants, which I had before seen as in museums alone. True, the individual
songs rarely coincided; there was a line here, a chorus there-just enough to fix the class, but this was unmistakable. It
was not strange that they differed, for the range seemed almost endless, and South Carolina, Georgia, and Florida
seemed to have nothing but the general character in common, until all were mingled in the united stock of camp
melodies.
Often in the starlit evening I have returned from some lonely ride by the swift river, or on the ploverhaunted barrens, and entering the camp, have silently approached some glimmering fire, around which the daily
figures moved in the rhythmic barbaric dance the Negroes call a "shout," chanting, often harshly, but always in the
most perfect time, some monotonous refrain. Writing down in the darkness, as I best could,-perhaps with my hand in
the deep covert of my pocket,-the words of the song. I have afterwards carried it to my tent, like some captured bird
or insect, and then, after examination, put it by. Or, summoning one of the men at some period of leisure,-Corporal
Robert Sutton, for instance, whose iron memory held all the details of a song as if it were a fad or a forest,-I have
completed the new specimen by supplying the absent parts. The music I could only retain by ear, and tough the more
common strains were repeated often enough to fix their impression, there were others that occurred only once or
twice.
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The words will be here given, as nearly as possible, in the original dialect; and if the spelling seems
sometimes inconsistent, or the misspelling insufficient, it is because I could get no nearer. I wished to avoid seems to
me the only error of Lowells' "Biglow Papers" in respect to dialect,- the occasional use of an extreme misspelling,
which merely confuses the eye, without taking us any closer to the peculiarity of sound.
My presence apparently checked the performance of another verse, beginning, "De buckra 'list for money,"
apparently in reference to the controversy about the pay-question, then just beginning, and to the more mercenary
aims they attributed to the white soldiers. But "Hangman Johnny" remained always a myth as inscrutable as "Becky
Martin."
As they learned all their songs by ear, they often strayed into wholly new versions, which sometimes
became popular, and entirely banished the others. This was amusingly the case, for instance, with one phrase in the
popular camp-song of "Marching Along," which was entirely new to them until our quartermaster taught it to them,
at my request. The words, "Gird on the armor," were to them a stumbling-block and no wonder until some ingenious
ear substituted, "Guide on de Army," which was at once accepted, and became universal. "We'll guid on de army,
and be marching along," is now the established version on the Sea Islands.
These quaint religious songs were to the men more than a source of relaxation; they were a stimulus to
courage and a tie to heaven. I never overheard in camp a profane or vulgar song. With the trifling exceptions given,
all had a religious motive, while the most secular melody could not have been more exciting. A few youths from
Savannah, who were comparatively men of the world, had learned some of the "Ethiopian Minstrel" ditties, imported
from the North. These took no hold upon the mass; and, on the other hand, they sang reluctantly, even on Sunday,
the long and short meters of the hymn-books, always gladly yielding to the more potent excitement of their own
"spirituals." By these they could sing themselves, as had their fathers before them, out of the contemplation of their
own low estate, into the sublime scenery of the Apocalypse. I remember that this minor-keyed pathos used to seem to
me almost too sad to dwell upon, while slavery seemed destined to last for generations; but now that their patience
has had its perfect work, history cannot afford to lose this account of its record. There is no parallel instance of an
oppressed race thus sustained by the religious sentiment alone. These songs are but the vocal expression of the
simplicity of their faith and the sublimity of their long resignation.

1867 - NATION, MAY 3O
The proper folk-songs of this country should be sought we suppose among the aborigines, but the capacity
of the Indian for music does not appear to be equal to his reputed capacity for eloquence. The negro possesses both
these gifts in a high degree, and it is singular that no one up to this time had explored for preservation the wild,
beautiful, and pathetic melodies of the southern slaves. Their secular songs, or what purported to be such, have in
times past made their way into all mouths; but their 'spirituals' - the genuine expression of their eminently religious
nature have only recently claimed attention. We are able to announce a collection, based on the Port Royal hymnody,
and including the songs of as many Southern States as are obtainable, which will be published either in the course of
this year or at the beginning of the next. The words and (whenever possible) the music will be carefully reproduced,
and it is the aim of the editors to make the volume complete in both respects. Any information relating to this subject
will be very acceptable to them, and may be sent to Mr. W. P. Garrison, Box 6732, N. Y. Post-office. (Editor note:
"Slave Songs of the United States" by Allen, Ware & Garrison was published in 1867 and reprinted by Peter Smith
in 1951.)
Sic: The rest of the article contains the words and no music. If desired see original article.

1869 - NATION - JULY
THREE YEARS AS A NEGRO MINSTREL - Negro minstrels were, I think, more highly esteemed at the
time of which I am about to write than they are now; at least, I thought more of them then, both as individuals and as
ministers to public amusement, than I ever have since. The first troupe of the kind I saw was the old "Kunkels," and I
can convey no idea of the pleasurable thrill I felt at the banjo solo and the plantation jig. I resolved on the spot to be
a negro minstrel. Mr. Ford, in whose theatre President Lincoln was assassinated, was, I believe, the agent of this
company. I made known my ambition to that gentleman and to Mr. Kunkel himself, and they promised, no doubt, as
the best means of getting rid of me, to take me with them the next year. Meantime I bought a banjo, and had pennies
screwed on the heels of my boots, and practiced "Jordan" on the former, and the "Juba" dance with the latter, till my
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boarding-house keeper gave me warning. I think there is scarcely a serious friend of mine acquainted with me at that
period, who does not remember me with sorrow and vexation. The racket that I made at all hours and in all places
can be accounted for only by the youthful zeal with which I "practiced," and which I despair of describing in
anything so cold as words. I was then in my twelfth year, and my own master. At the mature age of eleven, I had run
away from Buffalo, N. Y., where I had been placed at school, and traveled during six months all over the Western
lakes, with one suit of clothes, a solitary shirt, and a cash capital of five copper cents. I was impelled by the same
romantic instincts, I suppose, which at twenty, prompted me to undertake the "barefooted" tour of Europe, on the
sum of one hundred and eighty-one dollars in United States currency. In which of these two adventurous enterprises I
came nearer starving to death it would be difficult now to say. I had no parents to grieve after me, and knew little and
cared less about the broad prairie in Ohio which was my patrimony and place of nativity. If was my relatives from
whom I fled and to whom I never returned. Towards the close of my eleventh year, I found myself possessor of a
considerable sum of money in bank, which I had made out of my five coppers, after carrying them through all the
hunger and squalor of my six months' wandering. (I had these coppers, I remember, in one pocket-it was also the
only pocket-of my ragged pantaloons, in the dusk of that summer evening when I escaped from the benevolent
gentleman, at Detroit, who purposed taking me to the House of Vagrancy.) I had made my money by selling papers
and books on the lake steamer Northern Indiana, commanded by the late Captain Pheatt. I mention this kindly old
gentleman, because he suffered a great deal from my early penchant to perform the clog-dance on the thin deck
above his state-room. It is unnecessary to repeat here the eager and emphatic remonstrances which the good captain
would make, when I had inadvertently seized the occasion of his "watch below" to shuffle him out of a profound
sleep. Just before the steamer was laid up for the winter, I had taken my leave of her at Toledo, Ohio, where I was
boarding and going to school on my earnings when I met Messrs. Ford and Kunkel. About the same time my
landlady gave me warning to take myself and banjo and obstreperous feet out of her house. In the course of a month
or two, I left school that I might have more time to devote to minstrelsy. I found another boarding-house, however,
where the plastering of the apartment below mine was proof against the coppers on my heels and the complicated
shuffles of "Juba," and organized a band of boys into a minstrel troupe, and appointed myself musical director,
though I knew no more of music than of chemistry. I spent my money for instruments for the company, and for
furniture to deck the room in which we met for rehearsal. The musical instruments, however, were the least of the
expense, since these consisted, if I well recollect, of the banjo before mentioned, three sets of bones, a tambourine, a
triangle, and an accordion. With these, nevertheless, we succeeded in making it very unpleasant for some quietloving Teutons, who were accustomed to dream over their beer at a Wirthschaft in the same wooden building, and
indeed just under the apartment in which we rehearsed every evening. On certain occasions, when I executed my
"Juba" dance, or in company with others performed the Virginia Walk-around, these honest Germans would leave
their beer, and sometimes their hats and pipes, behind them in terror, and rush precipitately into the middle of the
street. There they would stand and gaze in silent amazement up at the windows, or utter their surprise and wrath at
the proceedings in the expressive, speech of fatherland. The host, a portly gentleman with a red nose, remonstrated
with us about four times a week, to little purpose. The owner of the building also remonstrated, but we had rented the
apartment and would not leave till our time was out. We were constrained, however, to forego our jig and Walkaround. Still our music and singing, to which we were now confined, came near breaking up the poor retail
Gambrinus of the saloon beneath. His "stem-guests" fell off one by one and sought a quieter neighborhood for their
evening potations. It was only the bravest of them that could be prevailed upon to return for anything more than their
hats and pipes, after having been driven into the street on any of our siege-nights. The best praise I can give to the
young gentleman who played the accordion is, that he was worthy to be under such a musical director as myself. He
could play only one tune from beginning to end, and that was the "Gum-Tree Canoe." Now it happened none of us
could sing the song, which, as is well known, is of the slow, melancholy, sentimental order; so this single tune would
have been of very little benefit to us, had we not, luckily, pressed it into the incongruous double service of opening
overture and closing quickstep. The songs that we sang, or attempted to sing, were executed to the accompaniment of
the three sets of bones, the tambourine, triangle, and banjo, with an uncertain ghostly second on the accordion,
which, being the same for all tunes and following no lead whatever, was of a sufficiently lugubrious and dismal
nature, when it was not wholly drowned by the clangor of the other instruments. My company, it must be confessed,
had zeal, but little talent, I spent what was left of my summer's earnings before I could get them up to a point that
would, in my judgment, warrant a hope of success, should we give the public exhibition for which my minstrels were
clamorusly ambitious. After many long months of fruitless trial, the rent for our room becoming due, our furniture
and instruments were seized; the landlord turned us out of doors; the German beer-seller crossed himself thankfully;
and I was as completely ruined as many a manager before me. It may as well be owned that I had no natural aptness
for the banjo, and was always an indifferent player; but for dancing I had, I am confident, such a remarkable gift as
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few have ever had. Up to this day, I do not think I ever have seen a step done by man or woman that I could not do as
soon as I saw it-not saying, of course, how gracefully. I am not, however, so vain or proud of this gift as I used to be,
and should hardly have written the foregoing sentence at all, had it not seemed necessary to a proper understanding
of subsequent passages in this narrative. I was still so small of stature, and yet capable of producing so much noise
with the coppers on my heels, that, by the wholesale clerks and young bloods about town, I was considered in the
light of a prodigy, and made to shuffle my feet at almost all hours and in almost all localities. It was by this means, at
some place of convivial resort, that I attracted the notice and admiration of a conductor on the Michigan Southern
and Northern Indiana Railroad. He determined to have so much talent with him all the time, and prevailed upon me
to be his train-boy. Here, as on the lake, I had the exclusive privilege of selling books and papers to the passengers.
The great railways were not then farmed by a single person or firm as now. I was my own agent and the regulator of
my own prices and profits. Both of these latter I found it convenient to make large, and was again the possessor of
more money than I cared to spend. It was my business to carry water through the cars at stated intervals. On a day
train, I could afford to perform my duty with promptness, when I had sufficiently worried the passengers with my
merchandise. But on a night train-which came to my lot just as often as a day train-I took a more lucrative and, I fear,
less reputable means of quenching the thirst of travelers. There were no sleeping-cars in those times, and, I believe,
no water-tanks in the passenger-cars. My memory may fail me in this matter of the water-tanks, but I am certain that I
never filled them, if there were any on our road. I don't know whether more people traveled then than now, but I
remember the trains were exceeding long ones in those hot summer nights, and the people became terribly thirsty.
And this is the way I comforted them. Taking a barrel of water, a pailful of brown sugar, and a proper amount of a
well-known acid, I concocted lemonade which I sold through the train for five cents a glass. When thirsty lips asked
piteously for water, I would tell the sufferer, with perfect truth, that there was not a drop of pure water left on the
train. I blush to write that I sometimes sold fifteen dollars' worth of this vile compound in a night. I was taught how
to prepare it by a man who traveled with a circus, and who assured me that all his ice-cold lemonade was concocted
in the same way; and that, far from having killed anybody, it gave perfect satisfaction to the gentlemen and ladies
from the country, who were his principal customers. The only excuse I have to offer for myself now, is that I was not
conscious then how great a villain I really was. Toward the middle of the summer, the cholera became so prevalent in
the Western cities that I thought it prudent to retire from the active life of a train-boy, and live quietly on my
earnings. I settled myself, therefore, at a fashionable boarding-house in Toledo. Here the landlady, fearful of the dust
and anxious for the integrity of her carpet, made a remarkable compromise with me to the glory of aesthetics.
Whenever there was a pressing request from the boarders for me to exercise my feet, she would bustle in with a large
roll of oilcloth, and spread it uncomplainingly on the parlor floor, near the piano to the music of which I danced.
This was, I think, the first introduction of clogs a a drawing-room entertainment. I soon came to be invited out as a
sort of cublion; and thus it happened that the rumor and dust of my accomplishments spread gradually throughout the
city. One evening I strolled into what is now the St. Nicholas, and stepping to the bar which came just up to my
juvenile shoulders, I demanded authoritatively of the bar-tender if he had any good pale brandy. He said that he had.
I told him in the same imperative tone to give me a ten-cent drink, "and none of his instant-death kind either." This
made somewhat of a sensation among the requesters of that fashionable resort. They evidently mistook this brandybibbing as a swaggering habit of mine; whereas, I was honestly prescribing for myself what had been recommended
to me as the best preventive of cholera. Having swallowed and paid for the brandy, I was preparing to withdraw,
when I heard this dialogue going on behind me:- "Who for pity's sake is that?" "That? why, that's just the boy you
want. But can't he dance though!" Turing, I saw a couple of well-dressed men seated together at the end of the room.
I had barely time to observe that one was a stranger to me, when the other called me to him and introduced me to
Johnny Booker. Now I had heard the songs, then popular, "Meet Johnny Booker in the Bowling Green," and "Johnny
Booker Help Dis Nigger"; and when I was aware that I was standing before the person to whose glory these lyrics
had been written, I was very much abashed. I looked upon a great negro minstrel as unquestionably the greatest man
on earth, and it was some time before I could answer his questions intelligibly. In the course of a few minutes,
however, I was conducted into a private room, where I was made to dance "Juba" to the time which the comedian
himself gave me by means of his two hands and one foot, and which is technically called "patting." My performance,
it seems, was satisfactory, for I was engaged on the spot. Mr. Booker was then waiting for the rest of his company to
join him; and when they arrived, I was instituted jig-dancer to the troupe, with a weekly salary of five dollars and all
my traveling expenses. It is impossible to convey an idea of the gratified ambition with which I prepared for my first
appearance on the stage. The great Napoleon, in the coronation robes which can be seen any day in the tuileries, was
not prouder or happier than I when I made my initial bow before the foot-lights, in my small Canton flannel kneepants, cheap lace, gold tinsel, corked face, and woolly wig. I do not remember any embarrassment, for I was only
doing in public what I had already done for the majority of the audience in private. If I had acquitted myself much
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worse than I really did, my debut would still, I am convinced, have been considered a success. So great, indeed, was
the local pride of the good Toledans in their infant phenomenon, that after the company had exhibited a week, my
name-or rather the nom de guerre which I had assumed-was put up for a benefit. On that day, I had the satisfaction of
seeing hung across the street, on a large canvas, a water-color representation of myself, with one arm and one leg
elevated, in the act of performing "Juba" over the heads and carts and carriages of the passers-by. At night the house
was crowded, and I was called out three times; but what afterwards struck me as unaccountably odd was, that I
received not one cent from the proceeds of this benefit. When my salary was paid me, at the end of the next week, I
was assured that "this benefit business" was a mere trick of the trade, and I was forced to content myself with the fact
that I had learned something in my new profession. We now started on our travels, staying from one night to a week
in a city, according to its size, stopping always at the best hotels, and leading the merriest of lives generally. I had the
additional glory of being stared at as the youthful prodigy by day, and of having more than my share of applause,
accompanied sometimes with quarter-dollars, bestowed on me at night. There was in our troupe a remarkable
character by the name of Frank Lynch, who played the tambourine and banjo. He and the celebrated Diamond had
been in their youth among the first and greatest of dancers. Too portly now to endure sustained effort with his feet,
he was yet an excellent instructor; and I was constantly under his training. Lynch and I were together in another
troupe afterwards. I never knew him, in all the time of our association, to talk ten minutes without telling some story,
and that always about something which had happened to him personally in the show business. In the long nights,
when we had to wait for cars or steamboats, he would sit down, and, taking up one theme, would string all his stories
on that, and that alone, for hours. His manner would make the merest commonplace amusing. We had been together
a year or more, I think, when Barnum's Autobiography came out, I shall never forget my comrade's indignation when
he read that passage of the book which runs something in this way:" "Here I picked up one Francis Lynch, an orphan
vagabond," etc. etc. I was really dangerous after that for a man to own, in his presence, to having read the life of the
great showman. Henceforth, Lynch omitted all his stories about the time when he and P. T. Barnum used to black
their faces together. Lynch professed to live in Boston, though he had not been there in fifteen years. During all this
time, he had been earnestly trying to get back to his home. He would often spend money enough in a night to take
him to Boston from almost any place in the broad Union, and back again, and then lament his folly for the next week.
Once he left our company at Cleveland, Ohio, for the express purpose of going back to Boston. Unfortunately a night
intervened, and, in the middle of it, the whole Weddell House was aroused from its slumbers by poor Lynch in the
last stage of intoxication, vociferating at the top of his lungs that he had been robbed of the money with which he was
going back to Boston. By some means, he had got hold of a lighted candle without a candlestick, and with this he
purposed to search the house. The clerks and porters were called out of bed, and, led by Lynch with his flickering
taper, came in melancholy procession up the long stairs to the rooms occupied by our troupe. Lynch insisted that we
should all be searched,-a whim in which, under the circumstances, we thought it best to humor him. This having been
done, without finding his lost treasure, he bolted the doors, and proceeded to examine the surprised clerks and
porters. Meeting with the same ill success, he finally threw himself upon his bed, and wailed himself to sleep. The
next morning he found all the money which he had not spent in the side pocket of his overcoat, where he had
carelessly thrust it himself. And his joy was so great at this, and his sorrow so lively when told that he had searched
us all, that he insisted on spending what money was left to celebrate his good luck and the triumph of our honesty.
Lynch never got back to Boston. He died several years ago, somewhere out in the far West. Since then it has
transpired that Barnum was wrong in calling him an orphan, at least; for his father sought him a long time, before
hearing of his death, to bestow upon the poor fellow a considerable fortune that had been left him by some relative.
Johnny Booker was the stage manager of the company with which I left Toledo. Our first business manager and
proprietor was a hobble-hearted follow, who has since distinguished himself as a colonel in the late war; but the
managership changed hands after a while, and we finally arrived at Pittsburgh. Here we played a week to poor
houses, and one morning, awoke to find that our manager had decamped without paying our hotel bills. When this
became known, through the papers or in some other way, the landlord got out an attachment on our baggage. The
troupe was disbanded, of course. When, therefore, I desired to take my trunk and go home, the hotel-keeper told me
that I could do so as soon as I paid the bills of the whole company. This was appalling. After a great deal of
wrangling, the landlord was convinced at last that he could hold us responsible only for our individual indebtedness.
Accordingly Mr. Booker, Mr. Kneeland, a violinist, and myself were allowed to pay our bills and depart with our
baggage. I never learned exactly how the greatest part of the company escaped, but it certainly could not have been
by discharging their accounts; for they were generally of that reckless disposition which scorns to have any cash on
hand, or to remember where it has been deposited. The sentimental ballad-singer, - the one who was the most careful
of his scarfs, the set of his attire, and the combing and curling of his hair; and who used to volunteer to stand at the
door in the early part of the evening, and pass programmes to the ladies as they came into the hall,-this languishing
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fellow, I am sorry to say, was obliged to leave his trunks and the greater part of his wardrobe behind him in the hands
of the inexorable landlord. Frank Lynch had led this nomadic life so long that he never carried any trunk with him.
He had already sacrificed too much, he averred, to the rapaciousness of hotel-keepers and the villainy of fly-by-night
managers. He contented himself, therefore, with two champagne-baskets, one of which, containing his stagewardrobe, always went directly to the hall where we were to play, while the other, containing his linen, went to the
hotel, where, in company with the baggage of the whole troupe, it excited no suspicion. Whether or not Lynch left
one of his champagne-baskets with the Pittsburgh landlord, I cannot say. When I next heard of him, he was at
Cincinnati in search of an engagement. The two gentlemen with whom I left Pittsburgh accompanied me to Toledo,
where Mr. Booker set to work to get up another company. Lynch was accordingly sent for Mr. Edwin Deaves, also a
member of the former troupe,-and now, by the way, a veteran scenic artist at San Francisco,-was brought from some
other place; and the "Booker Troupe" set out on its travels. This company prided itself on its sobriety and
gentlemanly conduct. It was the business of the four other members to keep poor Lynch straight, and if, in the
endeavor, some of them occasionally fell themselves, it was put down to the reckless good-fellowship of the merry
veteran, and hushed up as expeditiously as possible. There were so few of us, that we could afford to go to smaller
towns than the other troupe had ever visited. It was deemed a good advertisement, as well as in some metaphysical
way conductive to the morale of the company, to dress as nearly alike as we could, when off the stage. This had the
effect, as will be readily understood, of pointing me out more prominently than ever as the juvenile prodigy, whose
portrait and assumed name were plastered about over the walls of the towns and cities through which we took our
triumphal march. The first part of our performances we gave with white faces, and I had so improved my
opportunities that I was now able to appear as the Scotch girl in plaid petticoats, who executes the inevitable
Highland fling in such exhibitions. By practicing in my room through many tedious days, I learned to knock and spin
and toss about the tambourine on the end of my forefinger; and, having rehearsed a budget of stale jokes, I was
promoted to be one of the "end-men" in the first part of the negro performances. Lynch, who could do anything, from
a solo on the penny trumpet to an obligato on the double-bass, was at the same time advanced to play the second
violin, as this made more music and helped fill up the stage. In addition to my jig, I now appeared in all sorts of pas
de deux, took the principal lady part in negro ballets, and danced "Lucy Long." I am told that I looked the wench
admirably. The "Booker Troupe" wandered all over the Western country, traveling at all hours of night and day and
in all manner of conveyances, from the best to the worst. The life was so exciting, and I was so young, that I was
probably as happy as an itinerant mortal can be in this world of belated railway trains, steamboat explosions and
collisions, and runaway stage-horses. We were on our way east from Chicago, exhibiting at the towns along the line
of the Michigan Central Railroad, when Ephraim came to us. Ephraim was one of the most comical specimens of the
negro species. We were playing at Marshall, Michigan, when he introduced himself to our notice by bringing water
into the dressing-room, blacking our boots, and in other ways making himself useful. He had the blackest face,
largest mouth, and whitest teeth imaginable. He said there was nothing in the world which he would like so well as to
travel with a show. What could he do? Why, he could fetch water, black our boots, and take care of our baggage. We
assured him that we could not afford to have a servant travel with us. Ephriam rejoined that he did not want any pay;
he just wanted to go with the show. We told him it was simply impossible; and Ephraim went away, as we thought
discouraged. The next morning, as we were getting into the railway car, whom should we discover there before us
but Ephraim, with his baggage under his arm, a glazed traveling-bag of so attenuated an appearance that it could not
possibly have had anything in it but its lining. To the question as to whither he was bound, he replied, "Why, bless
you, I's goin' wid de show." Again he was told that it could not be, and made to get out of the car. This occurrence
gave Mr. Lynch the theme for a long series of stories about people he had met, who were what he called "showstruck"; and with these narratives our time was beguiled till we reached the town at which we were to perform that
night. As we walked out towards the baggage-car, what was our surprise to see Ephraim there, picking out and piling
up our trunks, and bestowing sundry loud and expressive epithets upon the baggage-master, who had let a propertybox fall upon the platform. I think we laughed louder now than we had at any of Mr. Lynch's stories. Ephraim
deigned not to notice us or our mirth, but, having picked out the baggage that went to the hall where we were to
exhibit, he called a dray and rode away with it. He made himself of great use during our stay in that place, in return
for which his slight hotel expenses were paid; but he was told positively that he could go no farther. We knew that he
had no money, yet did not dare to give him any, lest he should be enabled to follow us to the next town. So, when he
came to go away, we expressed our regrets to the ingenuous darky, and once more bade him good-by. He
disappeared in the crowd, and the train moved off. When we arrived at the next town, however, there again was
Ephriam, at the baggage-car, giving his stentorian commands about out trunks and properties, and taking not the least
notice of the surprise depicted on our faces. The discharge and mysterious reappearance of Ephraim occurred in
about the same manner at every town along the road, until we reached Detroit. We never could find out how he got
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from place to place on the cars; but where our baggage was, there was Ephraim also. We had to succumb. His
persistency and faithfulness and perfect good-nature carried the point; and he became a regular attach‚ of the
"Booker Troupe." The story of the fights and beatings that poor Ephriam sustained in his jealous care of our luggage
would alone make a long chapter. He was always at fisticuffs with the Irish porters of the hotels. On one occasion,
when remonstrated with for his excessive pugnacity, Ephraim explained himself in this way: "For one slam of a trunk
I gen'lly speaks to a man; for two slams I calls him a thief; and when it comes to three slams, den deres gwine to be
somebody knocked down. Now you heered me!" On our arrival at the hotel in Detroit, we observed that the porter
was an Irishman, and were really surprised that he and Ephriam did not quarrel in handling the baggage,-an anomaly
which was satisfactorily explained to us afterwards, by the fact that the porter had lately come to this country, and
was, moreover, only about half-witted. Now Ephraim was in the habit of taking his meals in the kitchens, and of
sleeping in whatever attic was assigned him. On our first night in Detroit he had been sent into the servants' chamber,
somewhere in the topmost part of the hotel. Ephraim ascended, disrobed himself, and, with his usual recklessness,
got into the first of the many beds he saw in the large room. At twelve o'clock, when his watch was over, the Irish
porter also proceeded to the same apartment, with the purpose of retiring. Opening the door, he discovered by the
dim gaslight something dark on the pillow of his own bed. This brought all his old world superstition into play in a
moment, Going as much nearer as he dared, he saw that it was a black head, and believing firmly that the Devil was
black, he was sure that the Devil was in his bed. The affrighted porter gave an unearthly yelp, at which Ephraim
started up in terror. Whereupon the Irishman seized one of the Negro's boots from the floor by the foot of the bed,
and fell to beating the supposed Devil over the head with all his might. The attack was so sudden that Ephraim never
thought of defense, but, springing to his feet, fled precipitately down the six flights of stairs, out into the middle of
the street, crying, "Watch, watch!" at the top of his voice. Here a policeman came along, and took poor Ephraim off
to the station-house just as he was, and is spite of all his protestations of innocence. The next morning Mr. Booker
carried his clothes to the unfortunate negro, and brought him back to the hotel. In the course of time the "Booker
Troupe" was disbanded, and Ephraim, as well as ourselves, was, in green-room parlance, out of an engagement. I
never saw him or Lynch afterwards. I found myself, after some minor adventures, at Cincinnati, where the once
notorious Mike Mitchell left the Campbell's Minstrels, and took me with him into a company which he organized in
that city, under the title of "The Mitchells." We played for some time at the largest hall in Cincinnati, and traveled
afterwards through a few of the neighboring States. This troupe, too, having gone to pieces, I was one of the
volunteers at the grand complimentary benefit given to Mitchell in Cincinnati, with the proceeds of which he was
sent out to California to join his friends Birch and Backus. Mitchell, poor fellow, like Lynch and Sliter and so many
of my old associates in the cork-opera, has passed away, let us hope, to a quieter stage, beyond the double-dealing of
managers and the contumely of publicans. An old showman is, in truth, a being sui generis. You rarely meet one who
will not tell you he has been twenty-two years in the show business. He always talks in hyperbole, uses adjectives for
adverbs, and arranges all the minor incidents of his life, as well as his self; he is not naturally worse than the majority
of men, but has more temptation. A good negro minstrel would, in any other profession, be an Admirable Chichton
in respect to morals. While acknowledging with pride that I met in this calling some who deserved even such praise,
it is due to the truth to state also that I have known many and many a poor fellow who was, in the language of
Addison, "Reduced, like Hannibal, to seek relief from court to court, and wandered up and down, A vagabond in
Africa." The day after the farewell benefit of Mitchell, I was engaged by Dr. Spaulding, the veteran manager, whose
old quarrel with Dan Rice has made him famous to the lovers of the circus. He was then fitting out "The Floating
Palace" for its voyage on the Western and Southern rivers. "The Floating Palace" was a great boat build expressly
for show purposes. It was towed from place to place by a steamer called the James Raymond. The Palace contained a
museum with all the usual concomitants of "Invisible Ladies," stuffed giraffes, puppet-dancing, etc. The Raymond
contained, besides the dining-hall and state-rooms of the employees, a concert-saloon fitted up with great elegance
and convenience, and called "The Ridotto." In this latter I was engaged, in conjunction with "a full band of
minstrels," to do my jig and wench dances. The two boats left Cincinnati with nearly a hundred souls on board, that
being the necessary complement of the vast establishment. We were bound for Pittsburgh, where we were to give our
fist exhibition; purposing to stop afterwards, on our way down, at all the towns and landings along the Ohio.
Everything went well on our way up the river till we came within about twenty miles of Wheeling, Va., when the
Raymond stuck fast on a sand-bar. It was thought best for the people to be transferred to the Palace so as to lighten
the steamer, and let her work off. When, accordingly, we had all huddled into the museum, our lines were cast off
and our anchor let go; but we were carried half a mile down stream before the anchor caught. Here, all day, from the
decks of the Palace, we could watch the futile efforts of the Raymond to get off the bar. The only provision for the
inner man, on board of our craft, was a drinking-saloon, which was of very little comfort to the numerous ladies of
the party, to say the least. Towards night we became exceedingly hungry, but no relief was sent us from the steamer.
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One Riesse, an obese bass singer, who was a terrible gourmand, and who had been for the last five hours raving
about the decks in a pitiable manner, rushed suddenly out upon the guard, about eight o'clock declaring that he saw a
boat-load of provisions coming from the Raymond. A shout of joy now went up from the famished people, that
shook the stuffed giraffes and wax-works in their glass cases. It was a boat, indeed; but it contained simply the
captain, mate, and pilot, who had come all that way after their evening bitters at the drinking-saloon. They expressed
themselves very sorry for us, and were confident that they could now get the steamer off the bar. This liquid stimulus
was all that had been needed from the first. With this mild assurance for a foundation to our hopes of relief, they took
their departure, and we waited on and on through the long night. Riesse, the bass singer, never slept a wink, or
allowed many others to sleep, his hungry voice, like a loon's on some solitary lake, breaking in upon the stillness
where and when it was least expected. Wrapped in the veritable cloak of the great pacha Mohammed Ali, I drowsed
through the latter part of the night, crouched down between the glass apartments of the waxen Tam O'Shanter and the
Twelve Apostles. In the morning there were several more steamers on ground in the neighborhood, but no better
prospect of the Raymond's getting off. We were finally taken off to her in small boats, and allowed to break our long
fast. Instead of rising, the river fell, and we were left almost a week on dry land. Our provisions giving out, it was
thought best for the performers to be taken up to Wheeling by a little stern-wheeler that happened to come along. At
that city we gave several exhibitions at Washington Hall. Proceeding thence down the river, on the stern-wheeler, to
play at the towns along till we should be overtaken by the Palace and the Raymond, we passed those unfortunate
boats, still laboring to free themselves, and were greeted with hearty cheers by the people on board. One night the
river rose suddenly, and, in a day or so, we were overtaken by the whole establishment, at Marietta, Ohio. The
purposed trip to Pittsburgh was abandoned. We commenced our voyage down the river, exhibiting in the afternoon
and evening, and sometimes in the morning, at two, and often three, towns or landings in a day. It needed not this
excess of its labors to tire me with the showman's life. Several months before I had begun to doubt whether a great
negro minstrel was a more enviable man than a great senator or author. As these doubts grew on me, I purchased
some school-books, and betook myself to study every day, devouring, in the intervals of arithmetic and grammar, the
contents of every work of biography and poetry that I could lay hands on. The novelty and excitement of this odd
life, indeed, were wearing away. All audiences at last looked alike to me, as all lecture-goers do to Dr. Holmes. They
laughed at the same places at the performance, applauded at the same place, and looked inane or interested at the
same place, day after day, week after week, and month after month. I became gradually indifferent to their applause,
or only noticed when it failed at the usual step or pantomime. Then succeeded a sort of contempt for audiences, and,
at last, a positive hatred of them and myself. I noticed, or thought I noticed, that their faces wore the same vacant
expression whether their eyes were staring at me or the stuffed giraffes or the dancing puppets of the museum. I
obtained my first view of the great Mississippi and of the practical working of Lynch law at the same time. The night
of our advent at Cairo was lit up by the fires of an execution. A negro, it seems, was the owner or lessee of an old
wharf-boat, which had been moored to the levee of that town, and which he had turned to the uses of a vigilance
committee, then governing Cairo, had frequently endeavored to lay hold of the negro and bring him to trial; but he
had secret passages from one part of the wharf-boat to the other, by which he always eluded his pursuers. Having no
doubt that he was guilty of several murders, the vigilantes, on the night of our arrival, had come down to the levee,
two or three hundred strong, armed, equipped, and determined to make the wretch surrender. In answer to their
summons, they received nothing but insults from the negro, still out of sight and secure in one of his hiding-places.
At a given signal, the wharf-boat was set afire and cut adrift, and, as it floated out into the current, the vigilantes
surrounded it in small boats, with their rifles ready and pointed to prevent the escape of their victim. When the
wharf-boat was well into the stream, the negro appeared boldly at the place which, in the middle of all river-craft of
that kind, is left open for the reception and discharge of freight. And now a scene occurred, so sensationally
dramatic, so easily adaptable to the stage of these latter days, that I would not dare to relate it for truth, if I had not
witnessed it with my own eyes. The negro was not discovered till he had rolled a large keg of powder into the middle
of the open space just mentioned. As he stood in the light of his burning craft, it could be seen by the people in the
small boats in the river, that he had a cocked musket with the muzzle plunged into the keg of powder. Then the negro
dared them to come on and take him, pouring upon them at the same time such horrible oaths and curses as have
rarely come from the lips of man. The small boats kept a proper distance now, their occupants caring only to prevent
his escape into the water. As the flames grew thicker around him, there the negro stood, floating down into the
darkness that enveloped the majestic river, with his cocked musket still in the keg of powder, and cursing and
defying his executioners. He was game to the last. We heard the explosion down the stream, and saw the wharf-boat
sink. The next day, I spoke with the leader of the band in the small boats,-a short, wiry little man, with a piercing eye.
He said that he had not the heart to shoot the "nigger'," because he showed such pluck. He even confessed that, for
the same reason, he felt almost sorry for the victim, after the explosion had blown him into eternity. We saw, indeed,
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a great deal of wild life in the country we visited, for we steamed thousands of miles on the western and southern
rivers. We went, for instance, the entire navigable lengths of the Cumberland and Tennessee. Our advertising agent
had a little boat of his own, in which he preceded us. The Palace and Raymond would sometimes run their noses
upon the banks of some of these rivers where there was not habitation in view, and by the hour of the exhibition the
boats and shore would be thronged with people. In some places on the Mississippi, especially in Arkansas, men
would come in with pistols sticking out of their coat-pockets, or with long bowie-knives protruding from the legs of
their boots. The manager had provided for these savage people; for every member of the company was armed, and, at
a given signal, stood on the defensive. We had a giant for a door-keeper, who was known in one evening to kick
down stairs as many as five of these bushwhackers, with drawn knives in their hands. There were two other persons,
employed ostensibly as ushers, but ready to fight the wild men of the rivers. These two gentlemen were members of
the New York prize ring, one of whom, I believe, went to England with Heenan at the time of the international
"mill," and whose name I saw in a New York paper, the other day, as the trainer of a pugilistic celebrity of the
present time. The honest fellows scorned to use anything but their fists in preserving order; and it is strange,
considering the number of deadly weapons drawn on them, that they never received anything worse than a few
scratches. Nor did they, indeed, ever leave their antagonists with anything worse than a broken head; except in a
solitary case, which befell at a backwoods landing on the Upper Mississippi, where a person who had made an
unprovoked attack on the boats was left for dead on the bank, as we pushed out into the stream. We never heard
whether he lived or died. Besides these pugilists, we had in our company other celebrities; for instance, the amiable
and gentlemanly David Reed, whose character-song of "Sally Come Up" made such a furor, not long ago, in New
York and, I believe, throughout the country. His picture is to be seen at all the music stores. One other of our
company has since had his name and exploits telegraphed to the remotest ends of the earth; I remember to have read
of him myself, in a little German newspaper, on the banks of the Danube. This was Professor Lowe, the balloonist,
late of the Army of the Potomac. I doubt very much whether the professor had dipped very deeply into aeronautics at
that time. He was an ingenious, odd sort of Yankee, with his long hair braided and hanging in two tails down his
back. His wife, formerly a Paris danseuse, was my instructor in the Terpsichorean art. By the aid of a little whip,
which she insisted was essential to success, she taught me to go through all the posturing and pirouettes of the
operatic ballet girls. I was forced often to remonstrate against the ardor with which she applied her whip to a toe or
finer of mine which would get perversely out of the line of beauty. Professor Lowe and Madame, his wife, conducted
the performances of the "Invisible Lady," a contrivance that may not be familiar to all my readers. A hollow brass
ball with four trumpets protruding from it is suspended inside of a hollow railing. Questions put by the by-standers
are answered through a tube by a person in the apartment beneath. The imaginations of the spectators make the
sounds seem to issue from the brass ball. It used to be amusing to stand by and listen to the answers of the "Invisible
Lady," alias Madame Lowe, whose English was drolly mixed up with her own vernacular. But if the responses were
sometimes unintelligible, this only added to the mystery and success of the brazen oracle. The Professor was
passionately fond of game. He was struck with the abundance of turkeys in one of the southern States where we
chanced to be, and, throwing his gun across his shoulder, sallied forth to bring some of them down. He returned
shortly, with two large black birds, which he exhibited about the decks, amid the grins and suppressed laughter of the
crew. It was not till the Professor took his game into the kitchen to have it dressed for dinner, that he was informed
not only that his birds were not turkeys at all, but that he had been breaking one of the statutes of the State, which
prohibits, under a pecuniary penalty, the killing of turkey-buzzards. In his social relations a performer, like many
another great man or woman, is liable to mistakes of head and heart. The ladies of the profession are sometimes
given to gossip and back biting in as great a degree at least as are the gentlemen. Jealousy may be as rife on a
Mississippi show-boat as in the antechamber of any court in Europe. I have known a danseuse to furnish boys with
clandestine bouquets to throw on the stage when she appeared; not that she cared at all for the praise or blame of the
audience, but that she did care to crush a cleverer rival. I have known men, whose names have made some noise in
the world, to measure with straws the comparative sizes of the letters in which they were announced on a poster. In
our company on board the Palace and the Raymond we had strange contrast in human nature. It would happen, for
instance, that the man who could not sleep without snoring would be placed in the same state-room with the man who
could not sleep within hearing of the most distant snore. The man who could not eat pork was seated at table just
opposite the man who doted on it. We had one gentleman-the fleshy bass singer already mentioned-who spent all his
leisure in catching mocking-birds; and another, who passed his spare hours in contriving new and undiscoverable
ways of letting these birds escape from the cages. There were on board ladies who had seen more prosperous days,
when they were the chief attractions at the theatres of London, Paris, and New York,-according to their own stories;
other ladies who had never associated with such vulgar people before; other ladies who hoped they would die, if they
did not leave the company at the very next landing, but never left; and yet other ladies, I am rejoiced to add, who
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were lovely in nature and deed,-kind mothers and faithful wives, whose strength of character and ready cheerfulness
tended as far as possible to restore the social equilibrium. In the course of the long association grotesque friendships
sprang up. The man who played the bass supplied the two boats. The pretty man of the establishment, he who played
the chimes on the top of the museum and the piano in the concert-room-at present a popular composer at St. Louis,this young gentleman, who broke all the hearts of the country girls that came into the show, was the inseparable
friend of the pilot,-a great, gruff, warm-hearted fellow, who steered the Raymond from the corners of his eyes and
swore terribly at snags. The man who dusted down Tam O'Shanter and the Twelve Apostles in wax, and had especial
care of the stuffed birds, giraffes, and alligators, was on most intimate terms with the cook. The youngest of the
ladies who hoped to die if they didn't go ashore at the next landing and never went,-or died either, for that matter,well, she was, or pretended to be, desperately in love with the treasurer of the company, a thin, irascible old fellow,
with a bald head. On the arrival of another danseuse in the company, the two dancers, who were before deadly
enemies, became sworn friends and confidants, united in their jealousy and hatred of the new-comer. The lady who
was loudest in proclaiming that she had never before associated with such low people as the performers on board of
these boats seemed to enjoy herself most, and indeed spent most of her time, in the society of Bridget, the Irish
laundry-woman of the establishment, who on one occasion, after excessive stimulus, came very near hanging herself
overboard to dry, instead of a calico dress. As a general thing, however, the ladies, performers, and crew of our boats
were not so quarrelsome as I have seen a set of cabin passengers on a sea voyage between America and Europe, or
especially on the three weeks' passage to or from California. When I consider that there were so many of us together
in this narrow compass for nearly a year, it seems to me strange indeed that there was not more bad blood excited.
Madame Olinza was, I believe, the name of the Polish lady who walked on a tight-rope from the floor of one end of
the museum up to the roof of the farthest gallery. This kind of perilous ascension and suspension was something new
in the country then. It was before the time of Blondin, and Madame used to produce a great sensation. Now it may be
interesting to the general reader to learn that this tight-rope walker was one of the most exemplary, domestic little
bodies imaginable. She and her husband had a large state-room on the upper deck of the Raymond, and she was
always there with her child when released from her public duties. One afternoon his nurse happened to bring the
child into the museum when Madame Olinza was on the rope; and out of the vast audience that little face was
recognized by the fond mother, and her attention so distracted that she lost her balance, dropped her pole, and fell.
Catching the rope with her hands, however, in time to break her fall, she escaped fortunately without the least injury;
but, ever after that, her child was kept out of the audience while she was on the rope. Going up the Mississippi from
Cairo, we passed, one Sunday, the old French town of Cape Girardeau, Missouri, and its Roman Catholic college on
the river bank. The boys were out on the lawn under the trees, and I became as envious of their lot as I ever had been
before of a man who worked on a steamboat or who danced "in the minstrels." I suddenly resolved that I would go to
that college. We did not stop at Cape Girardeau till our return down the river, some weeks afterwards. Then I went
boldly up, and sought an interview with the president of the institution. I found him to be a kindly mannered priest,
who encouraged me in my ambition. He told me it would be well to save up more money than I then had, and that he
would do all he could for me. I returned to the Palace, and immediately gave warning that I purposed to leave as
soon as some one could be got to fill my place. It struck me as somewhat odd that it was six months from that date
before I could get away. It has been explained to me since. The fact, is, I received what, as a boy, I thought a good
salary, but nothing like what I earned. It took two men afterwards to fill my place. I have been told since, that more
than a year before that time, and prior to this last engagement, the late E. P. Christy had written for me from New
York, but that the letter had been intercepted by those whose interest it then was that I should not know my own
value in the "profession." I used to see that my name was larger than almost any other on the bills, but was led to
believe that it was because I was a boy, and not likely to excite the jealous of the other members of the company. It
may not be very soothing to my vanity, but dwelling upon these things dispassionately, I have my honest doubts now
whether I was not always a greater success as an advertisement than as a performer. I was promised at New Orleans,
that if I would go over to Galveston, Texas, with the minstrel troupe, I should certainly be allowed to retire from
public life. So we left the Palace and the Raymond as the levee of the former city, and took passage in the regular
steamship, crossing the Gulf to Galveston. We performed there two or three weeks with great success. Few minstrels
then had wandered that way, and thus it happened that my farewell appearance as a dancer was greeted with a
crowded house. Except as a poor lecturer, I have never been on the stage since I left Galveston. Still resolved to go
to college at Cape Girardeau, I returned to New Orleans, and took passage to Cairo on the Steamer L. M. Kennett.
Barney Williams and his wife were on board during the tedious voyage; but I suppose they have long since forgotten
all about the urchin who surprised and bored them with his minute knowledge of the early history of the country
through which we passed. The river above Cairo, very much to my sorrow, was frozen over, for it was midwinter.
There was no alternative for me but to proceed to Cape Girardeau by land,-a long, difficult, and expensive journey in
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those times. After a great deal of trouble and some danger, I arrived at the gates of the college, and proceeded
directly to the room of the president. The kindly face that I remembered so well again beamed upon me, as I stood
before him and said that I had come to stay a year, at least, at his school. At his good-natured question as to how
much money I had, I emptied my pocket of just thirty-five dollars in gold. That was the sum to which the unforeseen
expenses of my long journey had reduced me. The president, being aware that the river was frozen,-so that I could
not get away even if I had money enough to go with,-and having much greater discretionary power than the
presidents of our Protestant colleges, told me that I might stay. At the end of my year the river was again frozen; and
the good president was again prevailed upon to keep me till the close of that college term, which would be in the
middle of the ensuing summer. So I was for sixteen months in all a student in Saint Vincent's College. Most of the
students were the sons of French planters of Louisiana, and the institution was more French than English. Things
were ordered very much as they are in the religious houses of Europe. We slept in large dormitories, and ate in a
refectory, some one reading aloud the while from an English or French book. The college had its own tailors and
shoemakers; and by the favor of the president, who seemed to take a great liking to me. My credit was made good for
anything I wanted, and I was provided for as well as the richest of them. The instructors were all priests, and
generally good men. I was never required to change my religion, or to conform more than externally to their worship.
The president, Father S. V. Ryan, has since met the recognition which his piety and abilities so justly deserved.
Within the past year, if I have read the papers aright, he has been made Roman Catholic Bishop of Buffalo. I applied
myself so zealously to study, that, at the expiration of my sixteen months, I was nearly prepared to enter Kenyon
College, in which I spent the next four years. When I came to leave Saint Vincent's, I drew out a deposit which I had
in a band in Toledo, and gave it into the hands of the college treasurer, reserving for myself only what I thought
would be enough to take me back to Ohio. As good luck would have it, the little steamer Banjo, a show-boat
belonging to Dr. Spading, the manager of the Floating Palace, was advertised to be at Cape Girardeau the week in
which I purposed to leave there. Seeing the names of some of my old comrades on the bills, I waited to meet them.
They generously made me bring my trunk on board, and have a free ride to St. Louis, or, if I chose, to Alton, where I
was to take the cars for Chicago. The remembrance of this trip up the river with these jovial, reckless souls has made
it my duty always to defend my old associates, when I hear the censure heaped on them by inconsiderate ignorance
or blind prejudice, and I can take my final leave of the show business and of show people in no better way, I think,
than in relating an incident which occurred on this little steamer. On the afternoon before our arrival at Alton, as I
was sitting on the deck by the side of one of the performers, Mr. Edwin Davis, who had been a member of our
company on the Floating Palace, he asked me to let him see my money, adding that I might have had imposed upon
me some of the :wild-cat" bills then afloat. Taking out all I had, I place it in his hands. He counted it and scrutinized
it thoroughly , and, folding it up carefully, returned it to me with the remark that my bills were all good. I had no
occasion to use my money till I came to pay my railway fare at Alton, when I discovered that my wealth had
increased by nearly half. He added deed, been a better judge than myself of my necessities; for, with his generous
addition, I had barely enough to take my to my destination. I met Mr. Davis in New York, years afterwards, and
offered him the sum he had added to mine, but could not prevail upon him to take it. And this is the way he stated his
reason: "No; it does not belong to me. keep it out, till you see some poor fellow as much in need of it as you were
then on the Mississippi, and give it to him.

1873 - DWIGHT'S JOURNAL OF MUSIC - APRIL 5
NEGRO FOLK SONGS - Slave Melodies of the South-the Jubilee and Hampton Singers. - The Editor of the New
York Weekly Review, in the article which follows, shows a just interest in the untutored religious melodies of the exslaves of our Southern States. The collection to which he alludes of these songs, set down in notes by Mr. Seward,
may be found appended to an interesting volume just published by Lee & Shephard of this city, entitled "The Jubilee
Singers of Fisk University," presenting, in a couple of hundred pages, an account of that institution and its teachers,
the personal history and portraits of the singers, a chronicle of their successful musical and missionary tour through
the Union, and, as we said before, an Appendix containing the words and notes of about sixty of the songs.
At last the American school of music has been discovered. We have had accomplished virtuosi, skillful
vocalists and talented composers. They have, however, all trodden the beaten track. It has remained for the obscure
and uncultured negro race in this country to prove that there is an original style of music peculiar to America. This
school is found in the songs of the Southern blacks, and they have been but lately made familiar to Northerners by
the efforts of two groups of colored singers who have lately given concerts in our principal cities. Both of these
bands of wandering minstrels are working in aid of meritorious educational institutions.
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The Jubilee Singers who appeared here some months ago represent the interests of Fisk University, of
Nashville, Tennessee. They are nine in number, including: Ella Sheppard, pianist and soprano; Jennie Jackson,
Soprano; Maggie Porter, soprano; Minnie Tate, contralto; Eliza Walker, contralto; Thomas Rutling, tenor; Ben M.
Holmes, tenor; I. P. Dickerson, bass; and Greene Evans, bass. They have sung in most of our Eastern cities with
excellent pecuniary success; and the quaint, weird melodies in which their natural talents and acquired skill have
been exercised, have been further made familiar to the public, through a collection of some fifty of their favorite
songs which were reduced to musical notation by Mr. Theodore F. Seward of this city. Of these songs the editor of
the little book containing them, and published by Bigelow and Main of this city, says:
"The Songs" - Of these neither the words, or the music have ever before been published, or even reduced to
written form, at least, to the knowledge of the Jubilee Singers.
"The most of them they learned in childhood-the others, which were not common in the portion of the South
in which they were raised, they have received directly from those who were accustomed to sing them. These songs,
therefore, can be relied upon as the genuine songs of their race, being in words and music the same as sung by their
ancestors in the cabin, on the platform, and in the religious worship.
"By the severe discipline to which the Jubilee Singers have been subjected in the school-room, they have
been educated out of the peculiarities of the Negro dialect, and they do not attempt to imitate the peculiar
pronunciation of their race. They have also received considerable musical instruction, and have become familiar with
much of our best sacred and classical music, and this has modified their manner of execution. They do not attempt to
imitate the grotesque bodily motions or the drawling intonations that often characterize the singing of great
congregations of the colored people in their excited religious meetings. "It is true, however, both of the words and
the music, that whatever modification they have undergone, has been wholly in the minds of the Singers under the
influence of the training and culture they have received in the University of which they are members."
The music of these songs is generally strikingly wild. Some of them at once recall the "break-downs" made
familiar to us by the negro minstrel troupes. Others suggest ordinary Sunday School hymn tunes; but the majority are
unique in construction, rhythm and melody. The cultivated musician will at once perceive that they are crude and
childish, but he cannot deny their originality.
The success of the Jubilee Singers seems to have inspired a number of the pupils of the Hampton, Va.
Academy to "go and do likewise," and a band of nineteen members have started out on a similar mission. Being
greater in force, they are more efficient in choral effects, and if less cultured than their predecessors, their
performances are even more characteristic. They have given three concerts in New York (at Steinway Hall) and
have, on each occasion been greeted by large and enthusiastic audiences.
The institution in whose aid their concerts are given is amply described in their programmes. It is situated in
the town of Hampton, Virginia, near Fort Monroe, and the mouth of the Chesapeake Bay, and by one of the curious
coincidences of history, close to the spot where the first slaves brought to this country were landed. Here, too, the
famous order declaring black fugitives to be "contraband of war," was issued, and here was established the first
school for Freedmen, from which, in the providence of God, this existing institution has been developed, beginning
under the auspices of the American Missionary Association and the Freedmen's Bureau, and drawing its support
mainly from Northern benevolence.
The Jubilee Singers aimed to secure twenty thousand dollars with which to pay off a mortgage on their
University Buildings. The needs of Hampton Normal College are much greater. The Institute wants not less than
$135,000 and must raise $75,000 of this amount during the ensuing year. In their appeal to the Northern public the
Hampton singers say:
"The women of the North could do no better deed than to reach out helping hands to these sisters of theirs,
to whom, as yet, the nobler fields of woman's kingdom are terra incognito, and by wise and timely assistance, to lead
them to that knowledge of better things, which they, themselves, unaided, cannot reach.
"The young men and women who sing before you to-night know their own need and the need of their race,
and we ask you if there is nothing in their wild music and dusky faces which brings before you the pathos and terror
of their past, nothing which reminds you how deep their ignorance has been, and how dependent their future still is
upon the loving kindness and reasonable charity of their fellow citizens?
"It does not appear to us possible that this appeal can be unheeded by the wealthy and charitable
communities of the North. Every one will acknowledge the first great need of the emancipated Negroes to be
Education: and this can be best furnished to them through such organizations as the Hampton Normal Institute."
The words of these negro songs are as curious as the music. They are marked by an oriental gorreousness of
imagery, which sometimes approximates to poetical genius and oftener descends to mere nonsense. As originally
they were only preserved orally, they are replete with repetition. In most of them the first strain is of the nature of a
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chorus or refrain, which is to be sung after each verse, and the return to this chorus should be made without breaking
the time.
Sic: The words can be secured from the orginal article if desired.

1883 - CRITIC, DEC. 17
PLANTATION MUSIC - Quite recently one of the Critic's metropolitan contemporaries - The World, if I
am not mistaken - made a statement to the effect that the Negroes of the South would doubtless be proud to hear that
their favorite instrument - the banjo - was making its way in fashionable circles at the North. Commenting upon this
somewhat lightly and flippantly, a Georgian newspaper - The Atlanta Constitution - reminded The World that the
Negroes of the south know little about the banjo and care a great deal less. This comment has evidently been copied
into some of the Northern exchanges of The Constitution, for I have before me a number of letters from friends and
correspondents in New York, Massachusetts and elsewhere, making inquiries as to the authenticity of the statement
which the Atlanta newspaper makes by inference concerning the relations between the hilarious plink-plunk of the
banjo and the musical accomplishments of the negro. These inquiries are all very pointed and eager. For instance, a
young lady who dates her letter from Brookline, Massachusetts, declares: "I see a paragraph in the evening paper that
really distresses me." After giving the substance of the paragraph she continues: "I should be shocked to learn that
the Negroes of the South know nothing of the banjo. Somehow it has been a great comfort to me to associate them
with that instrument."
It is not difficult to understand the feelings of the young lady. All her life, in common with the people of the
whole country, including a large majority of the people of the South, she has been accustomed to associate the negro
with the banjo, the bones, and the tambourine. Especially with the banjo. Here sentiment, and romance, and
probability join hands and sing 'ring around the roses;' and they make a tough team when the partnership, as in this
instance, receives the approval of custom. Romance may become a little frayed around the edges, but sentiment is a
very stubborn thing. It is sometimes stronger than facts; and the ideal and impossible negro will continue to exist in
the public mind as a banjoist only less expert than Dobson or French, or the inimitable and unapproachable Sweeny.
What more natural? In the negro minstrel show which is supposed to present to us the negro as he was and is and
hopes to be, an entire scene is devoted to the happy-go-lucky darkey with his banjo. The stage is cleared away; the
pleasant and persuasive bass voice of Mr. Hawkins the 'interlocutor,' is hushed; there is silence in the pit and gallery
until a gurgling ripple of laughter, running merrily through the audience, announces the appearance of Mr. Edward
McClurg, in his justly celebrated banjo act. Mr. McClurg, disguised by burnt cork, is black, and sleek, and saucy. He
wears a plug hat, enormous shoes, and carries his banjo on his shoulder. He seats himself, crosses his legs, waves an
enormous shoe, and looks at the audience as much as to say, "Here is where the laugh comes in." Mr. McClurg is
garrulous. As he tunes his banjo (inlaid with silver and costing seventy-five dollars) he tells several stories that were
in last year's newspapers, and makes various allusions that savor strongly of the plantations through which the back
streets of New York City run. Passing his nimble fingers lightly over the strings, he gives "Home Sweet Home" and
"The Mocking-Bird" with variations, just as they were played on the plantations that exist on the stage. To audiences
in nearly every part of the country this scene is real and representative, because it falls in with their ideas of the
plantation negro. Only the other day the editor of the Philadelphia Times remarked that "it is doubtful if the real
negro can be got very clearly into literature except by the way of minstrel shows and the comic drama." This
statement, ridiculous as it may seem to those who have the opportunity to compare the real negro with the stage
negro, suggest the truth. It is not only difficult, but impossible, to displace the stage negro in literature with the real
negro. The stage negro is ground into the public mind, and he cannot be ground out. It is so at the North, and, in a
great measure, it is so at the South. the first song the writer ever learned was a string of nonsense with this chorus:
"Oh, Susanna! don't you cry for me, I'm gwine to Alabama, wid my banjo on my knee!
There was another in which the refrain advised everybody to hang up his banjo on the wall, and there was
still another in which a negro, who was supposed to have lost his Nelly Gray, declared that he would "take his banjo
down and sing a little song." Nelly, in the mean time, was down in Georgia "a-toiling in the cotton and the cane."
These songs, and hundreds of similar ones, were written by white men who knew even less about the negro than they
did about metre; but the ditties were sung all over the country, and there was nobody in the South willing to laugh
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good-humoredly at the idea of a negro girl (or man) toiling in the cane in Georgia. If the cane had been insisted on in
negro stage literature as strenuously as the banjo has been, there would be few persons willing to laugh at it today.
Now, I am not going to laugh at the banjo any more than I laughed at the idea of the negro girl toiling in the
Georgian cane. The banjo may be the typical instrument of the plantation Negroes, but I have never seen a plantation
negro play it. I have heard them make sweet music with the quills - Pan's pipes; I have heard them play passably well
on the fiddle, the fife, and the flute; and I have heard them blow a tin-trumpet with surprising skill; but I have never
seen a banjo, or a tambourine, or a pair of bones in the hands of a plantation negro. This statement, however, should
not be misunderstood. It covers an experience which was limited to plantations in the counties of Putnam, Jasper,
Morgan, Greene, Hancock and Jones in Middle Georgia. The banjo may have been greatly in vogue on other
plantations and in other parts of the south; but, if on other plantations, why not in Middle Georgia? In the counties I
have named there were hundreds of Virginian Negroes - Negroes of every stripe and kind. If the banjo had been a
favorite instrument among the Negroes of any part of the country, surely it would have been in vague in Middle
Georgia; surely it would have been played on some of the Putnam plantations on the Conee.
I have seen the negro at work and I have seen him at play; I have attended his corn-shuckings, his dances,
and his frolics; I have heard him give the wonderful melody of his songs to the winds; I have heard him fit barbaric
airs to the gulls; I have seen him scrape jubilantly on the fiddle; I have seen him blow wildly upon the bugle, and
beat enthusiastically on the triangle; but I have never heard him play on the banjo. A year or more ago, a band of
negro serenades made its appearance upon the streets of Atlanta. The leader of this band carried a banjo, upon which
he strummed while sings. His voice drowned out the banjo, but a close observer could see that he was thumping the
strings aimlessly. I have heard of another negro since the war who could play the banjo, and there may be dozens
who have acquired the art. But I think it is not wide of the truth to say that the genuine plantation negro left the banjo
and banjo-playing to nimbler fingers. But the old traditions will remain. What the negro did not care to do, the
sentiment which has grown up around the stage negro has done for him, and he will go down to history accompanied
by his banjo. A representation of negro life and character has never been put upon the stage, nor anything remotely
resembling it; but, to all who have any knowledge of the negro, the plantation darkey, as he was, is a very attractive
figure. It is a silly trick of the clowns to give him over to burlesque; for his life, though abounding in humor, was
concerned with all that the imagination of man has made pathetic. Joel Chandler

1892 - MUSIC
NEGRO MUSIC - To one who has passed his childhood in the South, no music of the world is so *tenderly
pathetic, so wildly, uncouthly melancholy, so fraught with an overpowering heimweh, as that of the Negroes. When
he hears one of these quaint old airs he needs but to close his eyes and the potent spell of the music revivifies the
past. Old memories, that he had deemed forgotten, rise as if obedient to the voice of enchantment. He is again a child
in the cradle, and his faithful old "mammy," as she rocks him, bends over him in the firelight and croons:

Again he sees the dark river, lit up by the flare of burning pitch and the dusky figures of the roustabouts,
their white eyeballs gleaming, singing with stentorian voices while they load the boat with cotton, solo alternating
with chorus:
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O, far' you well old mistis Wa-a-aw.
I at'n come home tel Chrismus Wa-a-aw.
I'm gwine fer ter bring some money Ya-a-as.
Or it may be that he is sitting upon the broad piazza in the moonlight, and there is borne to him by the
evening breeze a distant chorus, rising and falling in unearthly, plaintive cadences, like the moaning of the wind or
the cry of a lost spirit. (Note: The following words may be sung to this air):
"O, de mugwump roosts on ded hollow log,
and de snagwap sits in de tree;
And when I hear dat migfunk sing,
My heart is sad in me."

Genuine negro music is invariably in a peculiar minor, which differs from the civilized scale in two
particulars; the sixth note of the gamut is omitted and the seventh is half a tone lower. Try over the specimen given
above, making the F sharp, as it would be in modern music, and notice how completely the peculiar, plaintive charm
vanishes. There are some other differences which cannot be represented in musical notation. For instance, the A in
the fourth bar of the passage above in neither A nor yet A flat, but between the two. This scale is said to be that of
the primitive races-of the Esquimaux, the Egyptians, the South Sea islanders. Traces of it may be found in
Meyerbeer, Chopin and Grieg, composers who have made free use of volkslieder. I have no doubt that this music,
like Voodooism, is a remnant of former idolatry. Doubtless many of these hymns have been sung for centuries before
the shrines of fetishes in the dark jungles of Africa.
As to rhythm, a certain syncopation, represented by an eight and dotted quarter is common.
When the blacks came into contact with the major scale of the whites, they adopted it, preserving still the
syncopated rhythm and the omission of one note of the scale (the seventh in the major) For example:
"Swing low, sweet chariot."

There is the same omission of the seventh in Scotch music.
Much of the so-called negro music is as little like what it is intended to represent as the words are like negro
dialect.
It is quite a common thing for the negro women to improvise words and music while they are at work, a sort
of Wagnerian "melo," or endless melody, as it were. I have often heard them drone softly thus all through the
livelong, bright summer day.
The music is an important factor in their religious revivals. I shall never forget my experience at one of
these meetings. The Negroes had been wrought up almost to a pitch of frenzy by the fervid declamation of a "colored
brother." They were all standing; the women kept up a continuous, subdued droning-their emotional state required
some outlet; a huge stalwart darkey began a hymn in which all speedily joined; after fifty of them crowded about a
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young girl whom they wished to "bring through," singing at the top of their voices and swaying their bodies
rhythmically to and fro. The object of their solicitude sat for a time in a sort of stupor. Everywhere she looked there
were gaping throats and fierce eyes glaring at her like those of wild beats. She was the center of attraction. Gradually
she joined in the song and ended by falling into a convulsion of such violence that five of the men could with
difficulty hold her. This "new birth" was received with many pious ejaculations of "Praise the Lord!"
"Previous condition of servitude" in certain reformatory institutions of the state, or porcine or other petty
peculation does not in the least debar a brother from active participation in these exercises.
Various attempts have been made at collecting these our only volkslieder but they have not been very
successful, for the reason that the tunes are usually arranged in four parts by the collector. Now, in the first place,
these airs are always sung in unison, and in the second place the flatting of the seventh, as every musician will
immediately perceive, renders it well-nigh impossible to harmonize them. As it is, the melody is usually sacrificed to
the harmony. The melodies, pure and simple, with no attempt at improving them, should be collected and preserved;
for, like Caucasian church music, they are rapidly disappearing before the triumphant march of "Gospel Hymns!"
When our American musical Messiah sees fit to be born he will then find ready to his hand a mass of lyrical
and dramatic themes with which to construct a distinctively American music.
I have said nothing of Gottschalk, since his music, so far as my limited acquaintance with it extends, seems
to be rather that of the Cubans than that of the Negroes.
In conclusion, I give two tunes, one of them almost purely African, the other evidently composed in the
transition period between the old and new schools.
"I would not live always."

"I will arise and go to Jesus,"

1892 – NEW ENGLAND MAGAZINE
Negro Camp-Meeting Melodies
On my grandfather’s land, near a creek which runs through the town of Harrodsburg, Ky., there stood for
many years a sycamore tree under which, history relates,k the first religious services were held by early settlers on
soil then a portion of the extensive wilderness district belonging to Virginia. The genuine camp-meeting was said to
have originated in southern Kentucky, and the small gathering of intrepid pioneers under the arching white limbs of a
tall sycamore was probably the nucleus of a band of worshippers which has since spread to large proportions. As the
wild lands were settled by increasing immigration, the camp-meeting became a recognized feature of the new country
on the one had, from the want of suitable places of worship, and on the other, from the magnificent forest-tres and
beautiful woodlands which offered such alluring shade and ample accommodation to the seekers after righteousness.
Dating from the war, the liberated race has takem most kindly to the camp-meeting, perhaps as much on
account of the novelty it affords as the freedom of worship and large attendance it permits; for during slavery the
race was prohibited from holding large assemblies even of a religious nature.
The Negro is nothing if not religious. It matters not how young, or how old, or how good, or how sinful he
may bein his normal state, he never fails to extract from religion that fervid enjoyment that characterizes his type. He
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never wearies of attending church; it comprises not only his sreligious, but his social life. He cares little for pastime
or entertainment, in general. He manages to extract both from his devotional exercises, and is ssatisfied.
A friend of mine who lives near a church where the congregation is clolored, avers that a protracted meeting
has been in active progress there for the past twenty years; and the long series of meetings, of one kind and another,
which have been held in the building almost constantly, year after year, would almost warrant the assertion.
To see a Negro at the height of his religious frenzy, however, and in the full enjoyment of its influence, one
should attend camp-meeting, where the dusky worshippeers yields up himself fully to the spell of the fervor which
enwraps him with its intensity, and sways him with its peculiar forces.
This was especially the case a few years ago. Progress and imitative influence have been at work, and have
touched the scene, robbing it of much that was characteristic. The last Negro camp-meeting I attended was held uner
a commodious canvas, while a fashionable choir did the singing and rendered popular hymns of the day to an organ
accompaniment. Alas! ‘I sorely missed the picturesque grouping under the forest-trees and the grand volume of
powerful voices chanting the weird songs of this dusky people.
There were few scenes more impressive than the old-fashioned camp-meeting, held at night-time beneath
the overhanging ranches of the trees, through which the moonlight came in subdued rays, while brightly-burning
torches amid the deeper gloom made sharp studies in lights and shades. Add to this the rich, sonorous voices of the
worshippers, rising and fallin in rhythmical cadences, lending to the silence of the night their rare melody, and the
scene is one that cannot readily be forgotten.
The words of thes tuneful songs are frequently improvised, and are full of repepositions by the Negroes; and
to reproduce them apart from their proper surroundings is to rob them of much of their wild beauty and the strange
impressiveness which they possess in so marked a degree, when voiced by the lusty lungs of the camp-meeting
worshippers.
The sermons are usually lurid, and carry convictions to the hearts of the hearers, as numerous groans and
mournful exclamations testify during its delivery. “Oh! My soul,” “Yes, Lord!” “Jes’ lis’en at ‘im!” “Talkin’ ter me!”
“Now yer preachin’!” “Bress Jesus!” “Now yer hittin’ me hard!” are some of the expressions heard, on this hand and
on that, as the speaker waxes varyingly exhortative and menacing. The climax is reached by a repentant sinner
shouting out the joy of a new-found religion; and amid the moaning and praying and weeping, the excited, swaying
congregation takes up some Jubilant refrain, until the echoes, far and near, are awakened to tumultuous life.
`The sermons themselves become almost a chant, delivered in a high-pitched key, and with a sing-song
omontonty and a catch of the breath between sentences, or a running of one sentence into another, all of which
produces an effect that one must hear to fully comprehend. The speakers are ofter very illiterate, and many amusing
mistakes are made in the use of words. The Negro orator usually has a great liking for long and high-sounding words,
and handles them recklessly at times. I recall hearing one prayer offered up for all “agnominious” sinners, while
another speaker grew thankful for the number present of God’s “ childring,” and dropped a tear for those who were
“casted away from out his glorifious presence,” while yet another spoke of the days that had been “Hypothecated an’
gone.”
While gathering some of the most characteristic songs, I was informed by a dusky singer that I had been
“miscorrected” in regard to the words of one of them, and tht to have him, for a small consideration, line it out to me
while I wrote it down, would be the “supernatural” way to get ast the matter.
The old-time melodies are fast disappearing and a new order of things is beginning to supplant them;
therefore, I have striven to preserve a few fragments, at least, of song, in an effort toward perpetuating some of the
quaint melodies before the drilled choir and accomplished organist have fully established their innovations on this
distinctive feature of the Negro camp-meeting.
Chief among those hymns that sitr one with their fervor is the one, “Camp-meetin’ in de wilderness.”
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“Somesays that nothin’ ails me,
Some gives me up fer lost,
An‘ ebery refuge fails me,
An’ all my hopes is crossed
Chorus:

“Nex’ door ter death they fou’ me
An’ snatched me from de grave,
I tells ter all aroun’ me
His wondeerous power ter save.”.
Chorus:

Several other verses are sung, which, are often improvised to suit the melody. Another fine song is that
entitled “I’m jes’ from do founting.”

How grandly the voices rise and fall as this truly fine old hymn is sung by an enthusiastic congregation,
swaying their dusky bodies in rhythmic motion.
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At the passage “an’ its um-m-m.” etc., each singer clasps his jaw and cheek in his hand and rocks
beackwards and forwards, ;mourning dismally as if suffering with an aggravated case of toothache. The effect is
highly grotesque, as one may imagine.

Here is a portion of a hymn which reminds one of a Chinese novel that runs into the hundred volumes, it is
so lengthy; indeed, I have never been able to learn just the number of verses which compose it.
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As I have written in the first of this sketch, it takes the ensemble – the torch-lit grove, the moving, exultant
mass of dusky worshippers, the nasal, sonorous voices of these unlettered children of the sun – to give to such songs
the full weirdness and wild beauty which they possess. When one has once heard these melodies under these
favorable circumstasnces, it is something never to be forgotten.

1893 - NEW ENGLAND MAGAZINE - NOV.
OLD PLANTATION HYMNS By William E. Barton, D. D. - One of the most genuine surprises ever given
to lovers of music occurred in 1871, when a company of students from Fisk University started North, to earn money
for that school by singing the plantation hymns of their parents. When Henry Ward Beecher admitted them to
Plymouth Church, the papers had not a little to say in a joking way of "Beecher's Negro Minstrels." To the surprise
of everybody, the moderate success for which the promoters of the scheme had hoped and the dismal failure which
the beginnings of the enterprise prophesied were both forgotten in a most brilliant campaign upon both sides of the
ocean, resulting in the building of Jubilee Hall and in the publication of the "Jubilee songs," by voice and press,
wherever the English language is known and even beyond. The story of these negro boys and girls singing their
quaint, weird songs before crowned heads reads like a romance. The continued popularity of the airs then first
introduced is attested by their use at all manner of occasions, from funerals to yachting parties, and their
republication in all manner of books, from collections of Sunday School melodies to books of college songs.
Whatever the critic may say about them,-and what he says is usually divided between praise and astonishment,-there
is no denying their power. Many of us have seen great congregations swayed by them as a field of grain before the
winds. Dvorak calls their tunes our only characteristic American music, and his suite based on their airs is well
known. To critics and to common people they are alike enjoyable.
There is a good deal of danger that we shall not discover many of these songs not already familiar. The
growing conditions among the Negroes are unfavorable to the making of new songs, and the ground has been pretty
well hunted over for the old ones. It would be a thing quite worth while to discover a new or old one as sweet as
"Swing Low, Sweet Chariot," or as quaint as "Turn Back Pharaoh's Army," or as pathetic and powerful as "Steal
Away." If anyone knows any such, he ought to see that they are preserved, both words and music.
It was the writer's privilege to live in the South from 1880 till 1887, and to come into contact with a good
many kinds of people. During the earlier years especially he made careful records of most that interested him, and he
supplemented these records as the years went by with whatever came in his way. One of the things which never was
allowed to escape was an odd song, secular or religious; and wherever possible the quaint air as well as the words
was written down at the time. These have waited for eleven years, and it is time that they were printed if they are to
appear at all. It is possible that some have been printed already; but even if so, the variations will be of interest. The
most of them, however, are probably new to almost all who will see them here, and many, I am confident, have never
been printed or even written before.
Conspicuous among the religious songs of the colored people, as of the white people in the Cumberland
Mountains, is the large group of "Family Songs," in which the chief or only variation in the successive stanzas is the
substitution of "father," "mother," or other relative in order. One of the most unique of these is, Howdy, Howdy!
Howdy, Howdy!
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This is the entire hymn, except that it goes on to greet, and be greeted by, the sisters, mothers, fathers,
preachers and mourners of the company. It is a song for the opening of service; and no type can indicate its warmth
and fervor. The "M-m-m-m-m" is a humming sound with closed lips. Any one who will close the lips and hum this
sound will discern something of the perfectly delicious expression of the joy of meeting.
There are several songs that tell of going down in the valley to pray. The valley seems to the colored
Christian the proper place for all prayer save that of ecstatic fervor; and that fervor voices itself in song rather than in
prayer. Prayer, to the negro, was so commonly associated with the thought of trouble that often had no other outlet,
that all the drapery of the valley seemed to fit its mental association. Sometimes he rose to sing, but this shout or
praise was either song or hallelujah-it was not commonly prayer. One of these songs, with a very pretty melody, is
given here.
"When I git up on de mountain top, I'll shout an' shout and nebber stop."
or,
"I'll praise de Lord an' nebber stop!"
The words are similar to those of a song used by the Jubilee singers, but the melody is different.
"Down in the Valley To Pray"
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This song does not usually follow through the family in order, but, being in the nature of an exhortation,
addresses the "mourners," "sinners," "seekers," etc. The "mourners" of these songs, it should be remembered, are not
necessarily those in affliction, but those who frequent the "mourners' bench" and have not yet "got through." Some of
these songs inform these mourners that,
"When I was a mourner just like you I prayed and prayed till I got through."
Not "till I got through mourning" or praying, but till that necessary intermediate state, that limbo bordering
upon regeneration, was passed. A period of "mourning" is counted a prerequisite for conversion.
The music in this piece is very expressive. The word "down" has always a descending note, and in the first
and third lines covers three notes, re, dola; the word "pray" falls as it were to its knees on the dominant below and is
held for four beats.
So many of the negro songs are solemn and in 2:2 or 4:4 time, that when one trips along in 2:4 time with a
lively step it is worth noticing. One of these, in which the Christian way is neither a struggle nor a *clijb, but a joyous
progress with confident hope, and almost gleeful measure, is:
" Goin' Over On De Uddar Side of Jordan"

The b flat in the fourth line is meant to suggest a slight variation of tone which cannot be written.
In this, as in many such songs, the melody turns back to the refrain almost before the stanza is completed, so
that the held "O!" belongs almost as much to the end of one line as the beginning of the next. The stanzas then take
up "my sister," "my mother," and other godly relatives, but "my Lord" is retained in each.
One of the most effective uses of syncopation which I have ever heard is in the song "Tell Bruddah 'Lijah!"
or "No harm!" Brother Elijah is probably the prophet, for there is no human character in the Bible too great to be
counted a "brother," and some of the allusions to "Brer Jonah" and "Brer Simon Peter" are as unexpected as can well
be imagined.
In this hymn the explosive stress upon the word "Sinnah" is startling; and the question, "Ain' you tired of
sinnin'?" is wonderfully direct.
"Tell Bruddah Lijah"
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A corrupted version of a Jubilee song is familiar to many people, called "Sooner in de Morning." It should
not be "sooner," but "soon," or early. Another song with the same burden, but very different tune, I have often heard
in meetings of colored people. There is a marked contrast between the two parts of its melody, the refrain keeping
the middle registers, and the verses swinging much lover, beginning an octave below the first part, about middle C. It
is a major melody, and moves almost entirely in thirds. The few intermediate tones are quite as likely to be
accidentals as to take other notes of the diatonic scale; indeed, the negro rarely sings the seventh note true, to a
musical instrument, but generally flats it more or less as in the minor scales. Fondness for these slightly variable
tones suggests a reason for the Negro's love of a banjo or violin.
Soon in the Morning

This song is quite in line with the view of the world which most of these hymns present. The world is a
wilderness; the Christian has a hard time; and heaven is his home. The thought comes out in "Mighty Rocky Road."
It is a melody in 2:4 time, and trips along over the rocks very lightly, rising a full octave as a flight at the thought of
being "most done trabbelin'." It is an excellent illustration of the way in which the twin birth of these words and notes
fitted them to each other. to which air are sung words whence a popular college song borrows the lines,
"Mighty Rocky Road "

- 59 -

The tune to the last song has a swing not unlike the war-time melody,
"Great big brick house, an' nobody libin' in't,
Nobody libin in't, nobody libin' in't,
Great big brick house, an' nobody libin' in't,
Down in Alabam,"
to which air are sung words whence a popular college song borrows the lines,
"Hain't I glad to git out de wilderness, Leaning on de Lamb."
It was in Alabama, by the way, that I got the song, "New Born Again," whose rising and syncopated "Free
grace, free grace, free grace, Sinner," make the grace more ample with each repetition. It has a certain dignity
combined with light joyousness which our Gospel Hymns often strive for in vain. Indeed, there are several things for
us to learn from these songs.
"New Born Again"

Another song represents the journey through life in another way. It is not a two-step nor a gay procession, but a
solemn yet confident march. It is in stately 4:4 time, and has the suggestion of a quiet but effective drumbeat on its
accented notes.
"Walk through the Valley in Peace"
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At a meeting which I used to attend frequently, one of the leading singers was Sister Bemaugh, who often
started the tune. One night there came from another settlement a famous singer, a man, who quite usurped Sister
Bemaugh's place. There was no denying that she felt it, as he stood up before the congregation whenever a hymn was
called for, in a most comfortable frame of mind, his head turned well to the left and the thumb and finger in his right
hand holding the tip of his left ear, as he sang song after song. Many of the songs were new to the congregation, and
were sung as solos, and he liked them none the less on that account. Several times Sister Bemaugh attempted to start
a song; but each time he was ahead of her. At first she joined in the singing; but at length, discouraged and
displeased, she gave it up and sat silent. The meeting held late, and Sister Bemaugh, who usually stayed to the very
end, prepared to go. She got her lantern, which she had left in one of the front corners, and was somewhat
ostentatiously lighting a match, when a hymn was called for,-and the visiting brother could think of none. It was
Sister Bemaugh's opportunity. She quickly lighted and turned down the wick, and began to sing "My good old
Auntie's gone along," and all the congregation fell in with her. I can see her now, as in the dimly lighted tobacco barn
where the meeting was held she stood holding her lantern and singing. She was slender and had high cheek bones,
but her face was pleasant, and her voice had a certain soul-quality, with a ring of satisfaction. Almost every other
note in the song is chromatic, and it is no small task to sing it well; but Sister Bemaugh sang it to perfection, standing
and leading, as a woman does not commonly do,-and having sung it to the end, she went along.
If the reader will pick out the notes of this song on the piano, and then sing it, swaying slowly, I think he
will like it
Gone along

.
No classification of negro hymns is entirely satisfactory; but a very large class is made up of a refrain to
which is sung a series of verses in variable order, often having no special relation to the refrain. Many of them are
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used with scores of different songs, and never twice in the same order. Some present a slight variation in the refrain,
but have a uniform response. Of these I have a large number. One very rare one, and one that I count among the best,
is "Cold Icy Hand." The burden of the song is the response, "Death goner lay is cold icy hand on me." An
indescribable effect is given to the "cold icy hand" by a syncopation. The word "cold" has the accent of the
downward beat, and the first syllable of "icy" takes a half note in the middle of the measure. The surprise of the
shock which this gives to the nerves, together with the weird tune which prepares one for any uncanny effect, is not
unlike the touch of a cold hand. The effect is not less uncanny in the third line of the refrain, in an accidental flat or
natural given to the word "cryin'." It is a wail like that of a lost soul.
"Cold, Icy Hand"

In all these hymns the notes must adjust themselves to variations in meter. The words of successive stanzas
vary in length, and the notes must be varied also. In writing the notes one has to compromise. In singing, they must
be adjusted to the different verses, as:

The foregoing song uses principally stanzas that have reference to death, and contain a warming; but among
a great collection of them there is no certain order. Several hymns in common use furnish couplets for this purpose,most of all, "Jesus my all to heaven is gone." Other hymns are used. I have the music-strikingly like that of one of
our college songs- of one hymn which uses half a stanza of "Am I a soldier of the cross?" and it is quite effective
used in this way, with the question of the first half unanswered. It is one of the few negro hymns which requires a
bass clef. The body of the hymn is sung in unison-the response being sung in bass and all accordant parts.
In the published Jubilee songs, the harmony has been added for piano and quartette; but it is rarely found in
negro songs.
"Soldier of the Cross"
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In this particular song there is no refrain, the lines being repeated several times to make up a stanza out of
half of one. another hymn, which is sung also by the white people of the Cumberland Mountains, takes the hymn
"Did Christ o'er sinners weep," and fits to its stanzas a refrain:
"This world is not my Home"

The melody above is smooth, flowing and restful, and while sad is not hopeless. It sounds well with the
words to which it is wedded.
I have one song which starts in with an introduction which has little to do either in words or music with
what follows and which belongs only to the opening stanza, or rather to the first use of the refrain. It is not unlike the
recitative which preceded a formal movement, and with change of tempo.
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"Heaven Bells Ringin' in my Soul"

Some of these refrains are little more than reiterated ejaculations, the monotony of which is somewhat
relieved by the variable character of the couplets which make up the stanzas.
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"Sweet Heaven"

In much of our modern preaching the emphasis has shifted from the life to come to that which now is; and
sometimes good advice about diet and hygiene, and of righteousness as tending to longevity hold the place once
given to immortality. it is not so in plantation theology. The thought of heaven is constantly to the fore.
The resurrection is a favorite theme in these songs, and its figures are well supplied by Ezekiel's vision.
Among them is one that is very simple in its movement, starting with plain quarter notes in 4:4 movement, but
growing irregular in the refrain, and using with effect a syncopation on. "An' a Lawd," and bringing in a strong
upward swing on the long first syllable of "mawnin'."
"Dese Dry Bones' of Mine"
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The ease with which this rising is to be accomplished in the world to come, has its contrast in a song of
rising in the present life. Here Satan appears, and is a familiar figure in negro songs. It is to be noted that while he is
a very real and terrible personage, there is always a lively, almost mirthful suggestion in the mention of his name.
The melody of this song could not be wedded to a very serious line of thought. The singers appear to feel little
troubled over Satan's easy advantage, but cheerfully throw upon him the responsibility for the difficulty of their
earthly rising.
The personality of Satan is, therefore, at once a terror and a source of enjoyment to the negro. The place he
holds in negro theology is not unlike that which he occupied in the miracle plays of the middle ag There seems an
inherent tendency to insincerity in negro demonology, Satan is a decided convenience. It isalways possible to load
upon him what else must be a weight upon the conscience. That Satan holds the sinner responsible for this has its
compensation again in the fact that Satan himself is to be dethroned.
"Hard to Rise Again"

One song is satisfied to snatch a single line from any convenient hymn, and pair it with one of its own in the
refrain, while borrowing couplets right and left for the stanzas.

"I Want to Die A-Shouting"
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While the fitting together of couplets and refrains almost at random leads to some odd and incongruous
combinations, upon the whole one is surprised to find with what good taste the mosaic is made, especially when the
singing is led by an old-time leader with a wide range of couplets to choose from. Some of these men when
confronted by an inquirer with note book and pencil can hardly recall half a dozen of these stanzas; but in the fervor
of their worship they not only remember them by the score, but by a sort of instinct rather than taste or judgment fit
together words from different, sources without a second's reflection or hesitation. It comes to pass sometimes that the
words of a certain hymn attach themselves to a given refrain so that one rarely hears them separately. Here is one
which I do not remember to have heard except with "Jerusalem, My Happy Home."
"Comfort in Heaven"

While a majority of the negro melodies are in minor keys, the use of the major is far from being unusual,
and is often very striking. A song called "Wake up, children" is of this character. It is impossible to imagine a more
appropriate musical setting for the opening words, or a clearer, heartier call to awaken.
"Wake up, children"
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The joys of heaven, prominent among which is its music, afford material for several songs.
"I Want to go Where Jesus Is"
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A good, ringing, hortatory hymn is entitled
"Come Along "

A cheerful song, with a strong major melody is "Down by the River." The Baptists use it at immersion; but
it is not confined to such occasions.
"Down by the River"
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Many songs have a line three times repeated, with a fourth but little changed, and thus build a song out of meager
material; but the tunes are usually distinct. A very good one of this sort, and with a good tune, is
"The Winter soon be over"
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I used sometimes to preach in a little church built by the colored people, the result of no small sacrifice and
hard work. Besides the long Sunday services, held on stated Sundays once a month and whenever they had a
preacher, they had innumerable night meetings at "early candle-lighting." For a bell they had a discarded circular saw
from the saw mill, fastened to a tree before the door; and when I came in Uncle Joe would say: "Here comes Mistah
Bahton now; I'll go out an' knock on de saw." The saw was a very good church bell, and brought the people
straggling in from all about. We would spend some time singing while they gathered. The young people wanted book
hymns, and had their way in part; but the older people were pleased that I liked the others, and I got many of them in
written form. One that was often sung in those meetings was "Pray On." It is a hymn with a fixed refrain and variable
stanzas, and is also a family hymn.
"Pray on"

There was a great revival in the tobacco barn, and the meetings continued late into the night. They were late
in beginning, for those who attended were working people, and the "early candle lighting" proved very late for a
start. However, those who came first sang, and there was something going on some nights from dusk till nearly
daylight; for on the evenings when there was a good bountiful of tough old "mourners" who had been there once a
year or so for a long time, there was a siege. The faithful called it "Marching Round Jericho," when, clearing the
benches away, they marched round and round the mourners' bench singing and stopping at intervals for prayer or to
shout out, "Believe, mourners!" Thomas Hughes, the genial author of "Tom Brown," was making his last visit to this
country at the time, and had never been at such a meeting. He made me a brief visit, and I took him there. He was a
reverent and interested spectator, seeing the real spirit of worship that underlay some of the odd proceedings, and
also having an eye to all that was new to him in the situation.
During this long revival, which lasted a good many weeks, a bright young lady lay dying of consumption in
the large house on the hill. As she lay at night near her open window she enjoyed hearing the colored people sing,
and there was one hymn that touched her heart with its sweetness and pathos. As she felt her own time "drawing
near" and began to listen for the "charming bells," this hymn grew more dear to her; and as the colored people came
to know that she cared for it, they grew accustomed to singing it each night, with all its stanzas, for her benefit.
Night after night I heard this song, -an invitation to the sinner, a glad anticipation of heaven, and a salute
from the humble but kind hearted worshipers as they closed their meeting in the tobacco barn, to the dying girl in the
big house on the hill, who listened nightly for this greeting.
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"Dem Charming Bells"

As cold weather came on, she passed away, and we sent her body to the Northern home whence she had
come too late. We had a simple little service in the chapel, and a company of the colored people sang the clear, belllike notes of the song, which ever since has seemed to me most beautiful, with its ringing, confident, hopeful and
inspiring words,"Lord, I'm almost home, I'm almost home!
Lord, I'm almost home, For to ring dem charming bells."
The negro hymns seldom make allusion to the Bible as a source of inspiration. They prefer "heart religion"
to "book religion." In some places where an ordinary hymn would strengthen assurance by a promise of God in Holy
Scripture, the negro appeals to his own revelation from the Lord. The following hymn is an illustration:
"We're some of the Praying People"

I have another Alabama hymn which, like the above, is made up of a threefold repetition and a concluding
line. The melody of this hymn starts in a way that reminds us of the Gospel Hymn, but when we come to the refrain
we find the familiar swing and syncopation of the negro.
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"Wear a Starry Crown"

These hymns are fairly representative of a once numerous, but now vanishing class. Some are commonplace
enough, both in words and music. But others glow with genuine religious fervor, and afford valuable material for a
study of the social and religious life of the negro, besides being an important contribution to American folk lore.

1894 -NATCHEZ WEEKLY COURIER - SEPT. 6
EXCURSION FROM NEW ORLEANS. There is one suggestion that we would like to make to the next
excursion party that comes up here, and that is that they let the band they had with them this time stay at home. Of all
the discordant sounds that we have ever heard that was intended for music this band made, and it required a great
deal of forbearence on the part of the police to keep from arresting the members of it on the charge of disturbing the
peace.

1898 - SHREVEPORT SUNDAY JUDGE - JAN. 18
MUSIC AMONG THE NEGROES -In some instance it is of a High Order. One of the chief features of
every negro gathering of a social character is the singing. A musical people they undoubtedly are. Not a few have
exhibited a high degree of talent in this respect: as, for example, Blind Tom, whose performances on the piano have
delighted so many colored audiences. The darky fiddler, once so prominent a feature of social gatherings, is still
sought after in some communities. The popularity of so-called "Jubilee" singers and negro minstrels seems to
increase with time. Many of the most popular songs in this country, such as "Old Kentucky Home," "The Fatal
Wedding," and "Listen to the Mocking Bird" were composed by Negroes. For the origin of most of their songs we
must go back to the days of slavery. Just as the laboring classes of England during the seventeenth century found
expression for their struggles and sufferings, in the popular ballads of the time, so the American slave gave vent to
his afflictions and heartaches in song. He sang of his griefs-and they were many of hardships and oppression, of loss
of home, of separation from friends and relatives. In these songs one cannot fail to perceive a certain plaintive
melody that seems to breathe forth centuries of patient suffering. But the songs of the negro were not all dictated by
the tragic muse. Even in slavery there were bright, sun-kissed openings in the clouds of sorrow that darkened his life;
and there is no better evidence of the natural cheerfulness and gaiety of his character than the comic and festive
songs with which he was wont to celebrate these interspaces in his grief.-W. T. Hewetson, in Chautauquan.

1899 - NEW ENGLAND MAGAZINE - JAN.
HYMNS OF THE SLAVE AND THE FREEDMAN - BY William E. Barton, D. D. - I began my quest for
quaint hymns when I was a school teacher, and was neither confined to a single place of worship nor prohibited by
the responsibilities of my position from taking notes during service. After I began to preach I had more
opportunities; but my field was somewhat restricted, and I was less sensitive to peculiarities which had impressed me
in the earlier years of my residence in the South. I partially made my opportunities good, however, by visiting the
older people who knew old songs, and writing these down as they sang them. One of my best friends in this regard
was Aunt Dinah. It was from her I learned "Death's goner lay his cold icy hand on me:" and I fear that I could never
have written it down had I not learned it from some one who would patiently repeat it again and again till I mastered
its wonderful syncopations.
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It is a peculiarity of the negro music that it can nearly all be swayed to and timed with the patting of the
foot. No matter how irregular it appears to be, one who sways backward and forward and pats his foot finds the
rhythm perfect. A young lady friend of mine was trying to learn some of the melodies from an old auntie, but found
that the time as well as the tune baffled her. At length, when the old woman had turned to her work, the girl got to
swaying and humming gently, patting her foot the while. The old woman turned and, patting the girl on the knee,
said: "Dat's right, honey! Dat's de berry way! Now you's a-gittin' it, sho nuff! You'll nebbah larn 'em in de wuld till
you sings dem in de sperrit!"
Now and then I would go to Aunt Dinah's cabin, and ask her for more songs. She invariably began by
declaring that I had long since learned all the songs she knew; but I would plead with her to cudgel her brains for
some of the old ones, the ones they sang before the war. After the requisite amount of protesting, she would promise
to think and see if she could remember any, but with the declaration that it was hopeless. "I'll go to de do' an' call
Sistah Bemaugh," she would say, "an' we'll see ef we can't find some. An' while she's a-comin' ober, you se' down
dah, an' I'll finish dis shirt."
I was fortunate to find her ironing, and wise enough not to propose songs if she were at the washtub. It was
near a furlong across the hollow to Sister Bemaugh, and there was a sawmill between; but Aunt Dinah and Sister
Bemaugh had no trouble about making themselves understood at this distance, and about the time Aunt Dinah had
finished the shirt and set her irons down before the open fire, Sister Bemaugh was on hand. Then they both protested
that they had sung me every song they knew,-and they invariably found one or two more. One of these songs was
"Motherless Child," or "I feel like I'd never been borned." It is one of the most pathetic songs I ever heard.
Not very long ago I attended a concert given by a troupe of jubilee singers, whose leader was a member of
the original Fisk company. Toward the end of the programme he announced that a recently arrived singer in his
troupe from Mississippi had brought a song that her grand-parents sang in slave times, which he counted the saddest
and most beautiful of the songs of slavery. It was a mutilated version of Aunt Dinah's song; and it lacked the climax
of the hymn as I have it,-then "Gi' down on my knees and pray, PRAY!!" The swell on these words is indescribable.
Its effect is almost physical. From the utter dejection of the first part it rises with a sustained, clear faith. It expresses
more than the sorrows of slavery; it has also the deep religious nature of the slave, and the consolations afforded him
in faith and prayer.
Sister Bemaugh did not know this song. Aunt Dinah explained it to her, as she learned it with me, and I
wrote down many scraps of their conversation while they thought I was only writing down the hymn; and sometimes
they talked for quite a while undisturbed by my presence, as I sat at the ironing-table beating out the tunes which they
had sung. Said Aunt Dinah,-I copy from the margin of my score:
"You des' gotter staht dat song in a morurn. Dey hain't no uddah way to git de hang ub it. Fus' time I hear it,
I wis' de Lawd I cud lun it. I tried an' tried, an' couldn't. I went home studyin' it, an' all to once it come a-ringin'
thorugh me. Den I sung it all night,"
The stanzas are double, and the two halves are sung to the same tune.
Motherless Child
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Sister Bemaugh had not sung so much in church since the visit of the singing brother during the revival, to
which I referred in my previous article. Proud as she felt of the fact that they had had to call on her at the end to start
a song, she felt sore about the prominence of the strange singing brother that one night, and my effort to learn from
her some of the songs which he had sung was futile. They were "no 'count songs," anyway, she thought. while I was
writing down another song, I overheard a conversation between her and Aunt Dinah, and wrote down a scrap of it,
which I quote verbatim from the corner of the sheet where I then wrote it.
Quote Sister Bemaugh to Aunt Dinah: "Does you know why I doesn't sing in church no mo'? Dey hain't
used to my voice."
To which Aunt Dinah replied: "Don' you wait for dat. You voice all right. You kin sing des' like a parrot."
Their conversation developed the fact that Aunt Dinah knew one of the most fetching songs which the
visitor had sung, and she offered to sing it for me, taking pains to save Sister Bemaugh's feelings. It appeared later
that Sister Bemaugh knew it also, though she would not sing it with him. She sang it with Aunt Dinah, however,
when it was once started,-and I got it all. One of the quaint things about it is the expression, "Gwinteter argue wid de
Father and chatter wid de Son." I had often heard the expression, "Gwineter chatter wid de angels, " in these songs,
but this expression was new to me. "Argue," as here employed, does not mean dispute, but only to converse
learnedly; and "chatter" does not imply frivolity, but only familiarity. The underlying theology has always seemed to
me interesting.
I'll be There

Both Sister Bemaugh and Aunt Dinah agreed that the church to which they belonged was cold, and
sometimes they had to provoke each other to love and good works in view of its depressing influence upon them. It
never seemed cold when I was there, but they agreed that by the time meeting would get fairly to going here, their
respective home churches would have been "all in a mourn." Aunt Dinah complained (I copy again from the margin
of my score)"
"Dis chu'ch powerful cold. It des' scrunches me. It's so indifferent from our home chu'ch. Sometimes I goes
dah, an I feels de Sperrit, but I hangs my head and squenches it. I knows I'se changed from nature to grace, but when
I goes dah, I don' feel like I'se gone to chu'ch. It ain't like it used to be wid me at home. De sperrit has lifted me right
up. I'se shouted dah much as I please, and sometimes I'se des' sot dah an' tickled myself, and den agin I've might nigh
hugged Sister Williams to death!"
To this Sister Bemaugh would respond: "When you feels de Sperrit, you mustn't squench him." Perhaps the
next time the complaint and exhortation would be reversed. Anyway, they agreed in their declaration that the church
was not what it ought to be, and they sometimes grew almost ecstatic as they hummed and gossiped in the chimney
corner while I wrote at the ironing table.
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One of Aunt Dinah's hymns was "The heaven bells ringin' and I'm a-goin' home," which was sung to a
ringing tune. It requires but little imagination to hear the ringing of bells to its "going, going home." I have heard the
same words sung to another tune, but the ring of this one is remarkable.
Heaven Bells Ringin', And I'm A-Goin' Home

Another of Aunt Dinah's songs was "Mighty Day." The refrain is a four-fold repetition of the question, "O
wasn't that a mighty day?"-but this is usually repeated so as to make eight repetitions. The verses follow more or less
closely the events of the Apocalypse, and are of variable length.
In their fondness for eschatology, and the joy with which they anticipate the day of judgment and dwell
upon its terrific and sublime features, the hymns are a fair echo and antiphon of the preaching which they
accompany.
Mighty Day

Another hymn which I heard both at Aunt Dinah's fireside and in meetings was "Anybody Here." Anyone
who cares to sing it will recognize in the melody of the second half a strain so decidedly like the Scotch that he might
well wed it to one of Burn's poems. The resemblance is apparent, not only in the slurring, hopping effect which
almost matches that in "Within a Mile of Edinboro' town," but also in the threefold repetition of the final tonic note.
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Anybody Here?

It was in connection with the song, "Rule Death in His Arms," that I heard Aunt Dinah tell her religious
experience to Sister Bemaugh. She was only a little girl. she said, when the war broke out,-"jes a water-toter." That
was as nearly as she could estimate her age, that at the outbreak of hostilities she was large enough to "tote water" to
the men in the field. Her uncle, she said, was taken with other slaves to erect fortifications in Virginia before the time
when colored troops were allowed to enlist, and while at that work was shot. She saw him while he was dying, and
said to him, "You'd better pray;" but he cursed her and said, "I done got past prayin';" and she added, "An' right den
he died." She continued the narrative with a good deal of awe, but with no special exhibition of concern for her
uncle. said she: "Dat night I seed him. An' he was in dat ba-a-ad place! An' de debbil des' a-shovin' fire my uncle
looked up an' seed me. an' I says, 'Aha! You'd orter prayed when I tole you!' An' he says, 'I wish de Lawd I had aprayed!' Dat's what he said. See, "You needn't nebbah want to come heah!' An' I says, 'I hain't a-comin' dah, now you
des' see!' An' den de ole debbil looked up, an' he says, 'Yes, an' I'm a-comin' to git you bime-by.' An' den I looked, a
from fallin' in. An' den I begun to pray. O, but I had a hard time a-gittin' though! I reckon de Lawd mos' made up His
mind not to wash away my sins, 'cause I danced so much! But bime-by I learn dis song; and when I learn dat song, de
Lawd spoke peace to my soul."
The song is a chant with very irregular lines and a refrain. The figure, "Rule death in his arms," is, I
suppose, that of a parent subduing an unruly child. It is almost impossible to write this tune. Even the selection of a
key is difficult. It runs an octave below its keynote, and while the range above is only five notes, it is common to sing
the "sinner" verse an octave higher, thus covering two octaves and a third. The time, also, varies in the different
stanzas, but with the same cadences. The value of this melody is almost wholly in the expression given to it. the notes
alone are colorless.
Rule Death in his Arms

Sister Bemaugh and Aunt Dinah sang this over and over while I was writing it down, first for my benefit
and then for their own enjoyment. I have other songs which I learned from these two good old women, some of them
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used before and others to follow in this path. Quaver, every slur, every syncopation was there, and I took the greatest
pains to write them as they gave them. There was one which they called "De Coffin to Bind Me Down." They made a
very long song of it by using the verses again and again, the first line in one verse serving as the third in another, and
coupled with a different companion. There were only four line and the refrain, "De coffin to bind me down;" but out
of these they made certainly four times four stanzas.
The Coffin to Bind Me Down

Besides making a very respectable hymn out of a few lines, these two women could make a reasonably good
tune out of three or four notes. I have heard them sing one which I could hardly believe had so small a compass till I
came to write it and found that it was all covered by the first three notes of the scale, do, re, mi. Such a song is: "I
don't want you go on and leave me." It is a pathetic little hymn.
I Don't Want You Go One and Leave Me

The singer is toddling along with short and broken steps, trying to keep in sight of the Lord, and
pleading not to be left behind. The Negroes have many hymns of the "Old Ship of Zion." The talented young
southern poet, Irwin Russell, gave an exceedingly funny description of the ark as interpreted in the light of a Negro's
experience with a river steamer. Such anachronisms sometimes work themselves in perfect good faith into these
hymns. But the hymn of this sort which I liked best was one which I learned from Aunt Dinah. The ring and swing of
the refrain, "I'm no ways weary," are truly inspiring. I used frequently to hum it on my long mountain rides till there
came some measure of relief from fatigue from its buoyant spirit.
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The Old Ship of Zion

Some of the old slave songs survive which had in them the bitterness of a sorrow that never spoke its
intensity in plain words, but sought figures from the Bible or veiled its real meaning in inarticulate moans or songs of
grief that never uttered the real nature of the sorrow. Yet every minor note was the wail of a broken heart, and every
syncopation the snapping of a heartstring. One of these is called "Po' Me."
Po; Me!

One of the most pathetic of all these songs, its minor strains the very acme of sorrow, is "Troubled in
Mind." I think that it has been printed, but neither words nor music are as I have heard them.
Troubled in Mind
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The direct references to slavery in the negro songs are surprisingly few. Probably few of the people had
come to think of slavery itself as abnormal or of its hardships as justly chargeable to the system; and it is still more
probable that the grief which they felt they were constrained to veil behind general lamentation without speaking
plainly the sorrows which they regarded as inevitable.
It is noteworthy that these songs, however much they bewail the sorrows of slavery, contain no resentment.
The only known exception, if it be an exception, is the joy over the fact that
"When Moses smote the water, the waters came together.
And drowned old Pharaoh's army. Hallelu!"
The secular songs of freedom, "De Massa Run," "Babylon is Fallen," "Bobolishion's Comin'" and the rest,
are tolerably familiar. But there is one hymn which I used often to hear which speaks the freedman's joy in his new
manhood. I have heard it sung sometimes in the North by companies of educated jubilee singers, who introduce it
with the lines,
"Holy bible! Holy bible! Holy bible, Book Divine. Book Divine!"
But I never heard these words sung as a verse of this or any native plantation hymn in the South. Their
references to the Bible are few, and such as are given in the songs of this series, namely, allusions to well-known
narrative portions of Scripture. The "Holy bible" stanza was probably the addition of some "reading preacher." It is
quite as appropriate, however, as those which are sung to the song in the South; for the freedman, preferring death to
slavery, and singing his solemn joy in a strong and stirring strain, comforts himself in the thought of the possibility of
death, with the details of the first-class funeral, in which he is to play the chief role. Such a funeral as is described in
this hymn is, next to heaven, the desire of the average colored man even in a state of grace. But apart from all this,
which may provoke a smile, there is something that thrills one in the words:
Before I'd be a Slave

As I write the words of this hymn I seem to hear old Uncle Joe Williams sing them. Slavery had not been
unkind to him. He always hired his time from his master and made money enough to pay for his labor, and had a
good start toward buying his wife and children when freedom came. But this is the hymn he loved to sing, sitting
before his door in the twilight.
For the most part the war did little for negro song. The melodies which are most characteristic gain little
from association with outside influences. But here and there we may trace in words or music a theme which the war
suggested and which is worth noting. Choicest among these specimens is "Sinner, You'd Better Get Ready." In
several ways it seems a departure from ordinary negro music, but it is quite characteristic. It is in triple time; it is
major; and the melody of the refrain, which is its more important part, is entirely in thirds, unless we take account of
the three notes before the last one, which as now sung make a slight variation, but which are easily changed to
conform to the rule. As written, the lower notes are as sung; the upper harmony is as it would be played. With this
slight change it can be played on a keyless bugle.
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Sinner, you better get ready

Another song that uses almost wholly the open notes is "Little David, Play on Your Harp." It is less like a
bugle song than "Sinner, You Better Get Ready," but it is striking in its use of major thirds and fifths, the more so as,
following the negro predilection for minor beginnings, this decidedly major tune starts on la. Its opening notes are, la
sol do mi do, la sol do, do do mi sol.
Little David, Play on Your Harp

If the foregoing suggest a bugle, not less so do some others suggest the tap of the drum. There is no better
example than one lately given me by Rev. George W. Moore, field missionary of the American Missionary
Association, and husband of one of the original jubilee singers, whose voice still is often heard at annual meetings of
that association. Anyone who will for a moment disregard the tones, and tap the notes or sing
them in monotone with a rat-tat-a-tat, will see that the time of the song "I'm Goin' to sing" is such as might well have
been derived from the beat of an army drum.
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I'm Goin' To Sing

Some of these war songs are exceedingly simple in structure, often having only a single line that can be
called a permanent part of the hymn. This is often repeated, sometimes shortened, and again lengthened by a
hortatory ejaculation or a direct address; but the rest of the hymn is built up as occasion demands,-and in some cases
the one line, or germ cell of the song, is found to vary greatly in different versions. sometimes a single couplet
attaches itself to the refrain in such a way as to be commonly recognized a s the first stanza, but for the rest the song
hunts about for couplets from "Jesus, My All," or other hymns with lines of the same length. Some of these,
however, are rather effective.
Stay I the Field

No other couplet of this as I learned it has any military suggestion. The other verses used are such as are
given in the songs with constant refrains and variable stanzas.
There are several simple songs that fit a military pledge of fealty to familiar words, with a simple but
effective tune, as:
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Soldier for Jesus

There are suggestions of enlistment in songs about joining the band. The allusions are generally indefinite,
but such as might well come from a general suggestion of military figures adapted for use in worship.
Gwine ter jine de Band
There are suggestions of enlistment in songs about joining the band. The allusions are generally indefinite,
but such as might well come from a general suggestion of military figures adapted for use in worship.
Gwine ter jine de Band

Each stanza of the above hymn ends with a euphonic Ah! which connects it with and merges into the
refrain. A like syllable is used at the end of the second line of the refrain.
Now and then the word "Union," pronounced in three syllables, is added to the "band" and may indicate yet
more plainly the army origin of some of these songs. One of these is:
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Stand on a Sea of Glass

The negro pronunciation of "This Union" was said to be turned to good account by certain merchants living
in the border states during the war, among whom a popular placard bore a picture of a contraband throwing up his
hat and shouting, "Dis Union Forever!" The words were so spaced as to leave the phrase beautifully ambiguous, and
it was explained as "This Union forever," or "Disunion forever," according to the exigencies of the occasion.
Another version, with a different tune, is found in a grouping of the 'Union band" with that theme of
perpetual interest and ecstatic contemplation, the big camp meeting in the promised land. There are many songs that
dwell on the last of these, and some that combine the two.
Big Camp Meeting in the Promised Land.

I have one song that seems to be made up from an army march tune and the two hymns, "All Hail the
Power" and "Am I a Soldier of the Cross?"
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Crownd Him Lord of All

One feature of army life impressed the negro deeply. It was the calling of the roll and the lining up of the
men to answer to their names. It has its echoes in several hymns, some of which have been published; but the most
striking one which I have ever heard I give below:
When That General Roll is Called

These are quite enough to illustrate the effect of the war upon the songs of the negro, and are the principal
hymns of this kind which have come to my notice.
These retain, for the most part, the genuine negro characteristics, but illustrate the imitative bent of the
negro mind, and manifest more or less distinctly outside influences.
There is an element of religious selfishness in some of these songs and a rejoicing in the relative
exclusiveness of religion as the singers understand it. We have noticed it already in such couplets as
"Wait till I get in the middle of the air, There won't be nary sinner there."
It constitutes the burden of some songs. I do not know that it is more pronounced in these than in some
more pretentious hymns. I hear quite often in evangelistic meetings a song of heaven in which, as I first heard it, the
words were:
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"I shall know Him, I shall know Him And alone by His side I shall stand, I shall know Him, I shall know Him, By the
print of the nails in His hands."
Such songs are as open to criticism on the ground either of an unspiritual materialism or of religious self-seeking as
are any of the negro hymns. Recently, however, I have heard this one sung, "and redeemed by His side I shall stand,"
which eliminates one objectionable feature.
The hymn which I give as illustrating this characteristic is "I'm Going to Walk with Jesus by Myself." The
tune is much the same as that of "Who Will Drive the Chariot When She Comes?" And this reminds me that many of
these tunes that seem monotonously alike when written, have a much wider variety when sung to different words and
with the adlibitum of the negro singer. In this the melodies are much like those of Scotland. Who ever would have
known by ear alone that the tune of "I'm wearin' awa, John," is the very same as that of "Scots wha hae wi' Wallace
bled"? And for that matter, who, knowing the pathetic sweetness of the one and the martial solemnity of the other,
would have suspected that both these airs are simply the silly old ditty of "Hey, tuttie, tattie"? Even so these negro
melodies are not to be too light scorned because of their monotony, which is often more apparent than real.
I'm Goin' to Walk With Jesus By Myself

A good many of the hymns of the colored people deal with ecstatic experiences but most of them are
sufficiently modest in their claims of regenerate character and of fruits meet for repentance. Now and then, however,
there is a song whose singer professes to have received sanctification. It has been my privilege to know a number of
people, white and black, who were thought by others to be sanctified in the sense in which that term is commonly
(and incorrectly) used; but these people always denied it. On the other hand, I have known a number of people who
thought themselves to be sanctified, and in no case could any one else be made to believe it. However, here is the
hymn, which is rather a rare one of its sort.
It may be noted that while conversion implies a long struggle to "get through," sanctification, as here
interpreted, is not related to antecedent experience. It occurs simply while "walking along."
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Done Been Sanctified

A good old hymn is "don't you want to go?" I count it one of the gems of negro song.
Don't you want to go?
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Jordan and the sea furnish abundant figures for these songs; and the river applies equally well to baptism or
to death. One of these songs is, "You can't cross here." It is a dialogue, and a warning to the sinner who will one day
attempt to cross where he will not be able.
You Can't Cross Here

This brings us around again to the theme of the resurrection, which always suggests a song. This time it may
as well be, "Dese bones gwine ter rise again." Sometimes family names are interjected before the third "I know," and
varied.
These Bones Gwine ter Rise Again.

With this good old hymn, I bring this paper to a close. It is a fitting one for a finale. It is irregular in its
composition, but with a flowing metre and with phrases of equal length as measured, though wedded to lines of two,
four, seven, ten and more syllables. It has the characteristic introductory refrain and the monotonous croon for the
couplet and response. It has also the clear faith, the fondness for the supernatural and the joyous conception of the
Christian life common to these songs. (1899)
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1899 - NEW ENGLAND MAGAZINE - FEB.
RECENT NEGRO MELODIES -by William E. Barton, D. D. - In two previous articles I have given fiftyfour old plantation hymns, including both those of unquestioned antiquity and those which show the influence of the
war and the effects of newly found freedom. In the present paper I propose to consider some which show more recent
influences.
I cannot pretend, however, that the classification which I have made is strictly chronological. Material is
lacking for a hard and fast division of these songs into historical groups. A song which I have recently learned, and
which the man who sang it for me assured me was composed by a man well known to him, has all the characteristics
of the older melodies. I have selected, in part, the songs that had common or contrasting features in melody or
doctrine, and I shall include in this article some songs that were simply left over from the preceding ones., and the
so-called "railroad songs" which make up a part of this article, though in their present form modern, represent a very
old type of hymn structure, and had their beginnings far back in the days of slavery. No one man made them, nor are
they ever written or ever complete. But I have endeavored to follow the general principle of grouping these songs
according to their probable age.
Beside the "railroad songs" proper, there are some that are about the railroad. One of these will illustrate
how modern influences in the south have affected the content of negro hymns.
To the negro on the levee the steamboat is the greatest thing afloat. But to the negro of the interior the
place of the steamer in religious typology is assigned to the locomotive. There are several songs about the Gospel
Train, some of which are familiar. The railroad seems to supernatural that it is hard to convincsome faithful old souls
that heaven is not at one or the other terminus. There is a good old song with this suggestion. It is in triple time, and
pronounces "evening" in three sharp syllables.

Git on the Evening Train

Railroad songs are so named from the fact that they are sung by large bodies of men in the construction of
railroads and other public works. Not many of them originated on the railroad, but their use in the army building
fortifications, and in these more modern kinds of labor, has probably served to elongate them. The wise contractor
employing colored men at work of this character lets them sing. The songs require little expenditure of breath, and
are long drawn, monotonous chants. They usually have a Scripture theme, and often tell at length a long Scripture
story with the Negro's own improvements and interpretations thrown in. The refrain comes at considerable and
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irregular intervals, just often enough to quicken the lagging interest of any who may have dropped out. Only the
leader attempts to sing the words, though perhaps a few nearest him catch a strain here and there; but the tune, which
often runs along for a dozen verses between la and do, is hummed by others far and near, and gives the time to which
the spades sink into the clay or the picks descend.
To hear these songs, not all of which are religious, at their best, one needs to hear them in a rock tunnel.
The men are hurried in after an explosion to drill with speed for another double row of blasts. They work two and
two, one holding and turning the drill, the other striking it with a sledge. The sledges descend in unison as the long
low chant gives the time. I wonder if the reader can imagine the effect of it all, the powder smoke filling the place,
the darkness made barely visible by the little lights on the hats of the men, the echoing sounds of men and mules
toward the outlet loading and carting away the rock thrown out by the last blast, and the men at the heading, droning
their low chant to the chink! chink! of the steel. A single musical phrase or a succession of a half dozen notes caught
on a visit to such a place sticks in one's mind forever. Even as I write I seem to be in a tunnel of this description and
to hear the sharp metallic stroke and the syncopated chant.

One occasionally hears these long songs in an evening meeting. They are interminable, and the only way to
end them is to stop. One of them, a part of which has been published, and the whole of which no one man knows is
"Walk Jerusalem just like John." Different versions of it have been printed, but none like the one I have.
This song throws in almost at random couplets like:
Walk around from do' to do' What to do I did not know:
Walk Jerusalem on Zion's hill, Walk about on heaven and earth;
Satan tought he had me fast, Thank the Lord I'm free at last. I bless the Lord I'm going to
die, I'm going to judgment by and by Oh, John he heard the trumpet blow,Hills and mountains
fall below
.
It has no proper end. It goes on at the will of the leader, and, unlike the ordinary hymn, which may be ended
either with a stanza or the refrain and usually is meant to end with the latter, this is meant never to end so far as the
structure of the song is concerned. It may end with "When I come to die," or "Hes' like John"; but in either case it
gives the air of incompleteness, like the old Scotch and Irish songs which ended so often on re and were ready to
begin again. Some of these songs have a proper end, and may stop with the refrain any time; but the refrain is of
variable occurrence, and may come every two lines, or run on for an epitomized biography of some Bible character.
Walk Jerusalem jes' like John

While the narrative portions of this song and others like it are used as a solo, which is a great saving of
breath, there is a humming accompaniment, with many an "Amen" and "Yes," and frequently a chuckle or "holy
laugh," especially at any suggestion of giving the devil what is conceived to be his due, or of any sharp turn of
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Providence for the worsening of sinners. One of these songs, which I have heard both on the railroad and in an
evening meeting, is
The New Burying Ground

Another of these is "How Long Watch-a-Man?" The melody of this is worthy of special attention. It is
sweet, full, dignified and descriptive. The variations of "Watch-a-man" are very telling, and the repeated and
retarded final tonic notes, suggestive of the passing of time as seen by the "Watch-a-man" are fine. It deserves to be
fitted with a strong, full harmony and to be widely known. I consider it a gem. It is partly in 3:4 and partly in 4:4
time, and the fitting of these into a smooth, flowing melody in perfect taste is noteworthy. The words are not so
good.
How Long, Watchman?

A good many people, no one of whom knew it all, contributed first and last to give the foregoing hymn the
degree of completeness which is here shown. The negro is reluctant to bring a service to a close. When, late at night,
the end finally comes, there is often a quotation concerning the heavenly assembly: "Where congregations ne'er
break up, and Sabbaths have no end." The thought enters several of their own songs, among them one of the
interminable ones such as we are now considering. It runs on in narrative form with long or short stanzas, but calls
for active and repeated responses in the refrain, "I believe!" The refrain changes, also, from time to time, to suit the
tenor of the stanzas, but the end is always the same, "And Sabbath has no end."
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Sabbath has no End

This last hymn I have heard in different places, but the part relating to the crucifixion I have not heard
except at religious services. The last of these hymns which I shall give is one that I heard but once. I do not know
that it is used as a song to work with, but suspect that the "ham-mer-ring!" which is the constant response, may be
used sometimes to time the descent of the pick or sledge. As I heard it, however, it was sung at an evening meeting, a
single voice telling the story, repeating twice each line, while the congregation sang a heavy bass "Ham-mer-ring!"
The Christians' Hymn of the Crucifixion
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A good many of these railroad songs, I am satisfied, originated in those gruesome vigils wherein a dozen or
more people "sit up" with the dead. The night is largely spent in singing, and the set songs run out long before
morning. The family sleep, or are supposed to sleep, often in the same room, and if not there then in a room within
easy hearing distance, and the singing is thought to comfort them, as well as to help in keeping the watchers awake
and to apply the occasion to the profit of those present. The song about "The New burying Ground" is evidently of
this kind. Its references to the little babe that had been taken, the mother left behind, and to the next day as that of the
burial, plainly show its original meaning; but it is sung now on other and very different occasions.
These songs are long, low, monotonous croons, wherein the recitative is half sung, half spoken, and the
voices other than that of the leader merely hum with occasional ejaculations and an intermittent refrain. The songs
are modified by their subsequent uses, but originating, as they do, without a distinct purpose to make a song, they are
most irregular in everything but rhythm, which is always such that they can be swayed to and patted with the foot.
They afford a good illustration of the way in which the more elaborate songs originate.
There are some of the more recent plantation hymn which have added an element of culture without
diminishing religious fervor. One of the best of these is "Were You there when They Crucified My Lord?" It dwells
on the details of the crucifixion, and the separate stanzas add only a single line each to the song. It is a tender and
beautiful hymn, the climax of its effect depending largely on the hold and slur on the exclamation "Oh!" with which
the third line begins, and the repetition and expression of the word "tremble! tremble! tremble!"
Were You There?

The foregoing modern song keeps much of the spirit of the older ones. It is in striking contrast with the
preceding song. It is a lively staccato, is full responses, is not in the least shy of the fourth and seventh notes, and is
thoroughly up to date except perhaps in its theology. No higher criticism has yet eliminated from negro theology a
vestige of the miraculous. Peter on the Sea, Gabriel with his trumpet, Jonah and the whale and Daniel in the lions'
den are all here in a swift-moving panorama, and with a lively good humor that is nothing less than mirth-provoking.

Peter on the Sea

- 93 -

One of the most interesting places in which I have ever attended worship is a well built and fairly well
appointed meeting house erected by the colored people, well out in the country, and adorned with crude frescoes that
show a desire to beautify the sanctuary of the Lord. I have been there in summer when the temperature of the day did
not exceed that of the meeting, and I have been there in winter when the minister announced that he was "cold,
brethren; cold two ways, cold in de body and cold speritually"; and yet I have never been wholly disappointed in
seeing something worth while. The records of the business meeting of Saturday are read on Sunday morning with a
good many exclusions from the church "for immoral conduct," as the charge has invariably read when I have been
there; and not infrequently there are people to be received into membership with ecstatic experiences proved by a
repetition of them on the spot. The preaching begins very moderately, but as one after another comes to the front, the
tide rises until the preacher in charge, who is said to have been the longest settled pastor in Kentucky, rises and
begins; and then there is a demonstration. The company has long been swaying back and forth in the rhythm of the
preacher's chant, and now and then there has come a shout of assent to the oft repeated text. Each time the preacher's
almost incoherent talk becomes articulate in a shout, "I have trod de wine-press," there are cries of: "Yes!" "Praise
de Lawd!" and "Glory!" from the amen corner, where sit the "praying brethren," and the Hallelujah corner, where sit
the "agonizing sistering." In the earlier demonstrations the men rather lead, but from the time when Aunt Melinda
cries out "Nebbah mind de wite folks! My soul's happy! Hallelujah!" and leaps into the air, the men are left behind.
Women go off into trances, roll under benches, or go spinning down the aisle with eyes closed and with arms
outstretched. Each shout of the preacher is the signal for some one else to start; and, strange to say, though there are
two posts in the aisle, and the women go spinning down like tops, I never saw one strike a post. I have seen the
pastor on a day when the house would not contain the multitude cause the seats to be turned and take his own
position in the door with a third of the audience inside and the rest without, and have heard him provoke the most
ecstatic response to a reference to his wife such as this, "O, I love dat yaller woman out dar in dat buggy, but I love
my Jesus bettah!" I have seen the minister in grave danger of being dragged out of the pulpit by some of the shouters
who in their ecstasy laid hold upon him. I have seen an old man stand in the aisle and mump eighty-nine times after I
began to count, and without moving a muscle of his thin, parchment-like face, and without disturbing the meeting.
There is more or less variation in the service at this church, but there is one invariable feature, the
collection; and the more white people there are present, the more important is this feature. Two deacons sit at a table
in front of the pulpit; a song is sung, and the contributors walk up the aisle and deposit their contributions amid
exhortations and plaudits thrown in at the end of the line. Each coin is scrutinized, and there is no opportunity to pass
a mutilated coin at par, as some people do in dealing with the Lord, or make a button do duty for legal tender. One
day some one started a new fashioned hymn, and the people came up slowly. The preacher interrupted the hymn
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midway saying, "Breddern, dah hain't no money in dat tune. Sing one of de good ole tunes." In response to this
suggestion they sang "jes' gwine obver in de heabenlye lan'." It has a high air, covering only a diminished fifth, and
running mostly on the tonic note, but the monotony is broken and a decided character is given to the melody in the
refrain, "De heabenlye lan'," when from the last syllable of "heabenlye" to "lan'" the voice rises from E flat tonic to D
flat, which it holds with a strong accent on a half note filling the last half of the measure.
Jes' Gwine Ober in de Heabelye Lan'

What conception the worshipers have of an angel is patent, for two of them are wrought into the frescoes of
the room. The feet of one turn abruptly to the right, and the feet of the other to the left. One of them is cross eyed;
both are white. There was every indication that this song brought a good collection.
A good many of the negro songs are written in the pentatonic scale. The same is true of a majority of Scotch
songs and the songs of Oriental nations. When Luther W. Mason went to Japan to teach our system of music in the
government schools, he sought out melodies common among us that are written in the scale of five notes. The first
which he taught and which they received with great pleasure was one that we received from the Orient. I think from
India, "There is a happy land." Few of the thousands of thousands who have sung this air all round the world have
thought how a part of its hold upon so many million of hearts is its omission of the two notes 4 and 7 from the
diatonic scale. Several of the best of the Scotch songs are of this character, as "Auld Lang Syne," and, with the
exception of one or two notes which I believe are modern, "Annie Laurie." It is a little strange that just when the
breaking up of Primrose and West's minstrel troupe might seem to indicate, and probably does indicate, a decline of
interest in the burnt cork show that has been so popular for generations, and still is popular in England, there should
be a great increase of so called "coon songs," some of whose airs are very pleasing, arranged for the piano. To any
one who desires to write a fair imitation of a characteristic negro melody, one simple rule is good to start with;
compose it on the black keys of the piano. It takes more than this rule, however, to make a good negro song, and the
best of them are ill adapted to a piano. The violin or banjo fits them best, for they have no frets to distribute the error
in tone. A sharp and B flat are not mathematically the same, but they must be represented by one tone on the piano.
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The negro is able to make this fine discrimination when he uses accidentals, and this makes it impossible to represent
the tones exactly upon the staff; but the five notes of the simpler scale suffice for most of the hymns. "In Dat Great
Day" is an example of a song whose tune is major and which ranges over an octave and a half with no suggestion of
a lack of sufficient tone variety. There is great contrast between the startling warning, almost breathless, "Whah you
runnin', sinnah?" and the clear, exultant "O Is-a-rel" The entire piece is of great power. It is a negro Dies Irae. The
use of the major is all the more remarkable because the eschatological theme and the sombre succession of incidents
described would naturally suggest the minor.
This song illustrates a way in which the negro varies his melodies. In theory the song is sung in unison, and
there is no harmony proper. But in practice the more independent singers introduce grace notes and slurs, and the
higher and lower voices range above and below in fifths and thirds in the more descriptive portions, especially in the
latter verses. In this song the melody of "O Israel! O Israel!" is given in the first line where those words are used, and
in the notes which run nearest the tonic; but as the song proceeds this simple theme is worked out quite elaborately
and with much greater variety than the notes here given indicate, but in a manner which they illustrate.
In That Great Day

This quaint Dies Itae may well be paired with an equally quaint "Hallelujah Chorus." It is a Baptist hymn,
"Been down into the Sea." Its exultant hallelujahs suggest, as one hears them, some passages in Handel's great
masterpiece. I cannot expect any one to agree with this statement who merely picks out the notes on the piano; but
one who hears the piece sung by a great congregation will not think the statement wholly extravagant.
Been down into the Sea
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Now and then there is a piece that not only uses the diatonic scale, but makes the most of it. One effective
song, "When the Chariot Comes," uses the seven toned scale, and emphasizes the fact by the prominence of its major
thirds. For instance, the first time the word "comes" is used, it is cut into five syllables with emphatic rough
breathings, and fitted to a do-sol-mi-sol-do.
When the Chariot Come

Among the eschatological songs, I do not remember any that have affected me as did the song, "Who's Dat
Yandah?" At the end of each inquiry, "Who's Dat Yandah?" is a rest of two beats in the middle of the measure; and
the effect is more startling than the syncopation of a note. It is an emphasized silence of eager and fearful
expectancy. It is a pure minor, and runs almost wholly in thirds. This song is so painfully realistic in its tone
picturing as to cause an involuntary turning of the head in expectation of some majestic Presence. It starts with a
refrain, which is repeated after every stanza and again at the end, as is usually to case where the song opens with the
refrain.
Who's Dat Yandah?

In this and the two preceding articles I have given nearly seventy of these songs. It has been a sincere
pleasure to prepare them for preservation in this form. Growing out of the heart experience of the negro, the older
ones are absolutely natural and unaffected, and exhibit no attempt to express the religious life in conventional terms.
Even their crudest oddities are of interest as data for study in religious and social development, and this is by no
means the limit of their value.
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I have not counted it a part of my duty to write harmonies for these songs, but have endeavored to preserve
the melodies as accurately as possible.
These songs are such excellent exponents of "heart religion" that they are certain to disappear before the
swift coming "book religion," save as they are carefully recorded and preserved. I exhort all teachers, pastors and
others who are able to secure these songs to do so, with the music wherever possible, and to see that they are suitably
preserved in print.

1899 - SHREVEPORT SUNDAY JUDGE - MAY 4
RAG TIME. A popular Negro Phrase of the Day that had its Origin in Spanish Music. "What is 'rag time?'"
the enthusiastic artist was asked, according to the Baltimore Sun. "Well, the extensive literature on this subject will
explain it best. Now here's a rag-time primer," At this juncture he produced a big piece of sheet music with the
picture of a young man looking very unhappy in a dress suit. "This young fellow," pointing to the picture and
reading, "claims to be the 'original instructor to the stage of the now popular rag time in Ethiopian song.' The author
guarantees to teach anybody who can play the piano a bit how to play in rag time. the preface says 'rag time (or negro
dance time) originally takes its imitation steps from Spanish music, or rather, from Mexico, where it is known under
the head and names of Habanera Sequidilla, etc., being nothing but consecutive music, either in treble or bass,
followed by regular time in one hand. In common and two-four time the quarter note of the bass precedes the
melody. In other words, it is what the musicians call syncopation, and this syncopation, and this change of accent in
the accompaniment, is kept up continually in the same way as the beat of a snare drum. "This method shows the pupil
how to play a rag-time accompaniment to any piece. There is even an arrangement of 'Old Hundred,' 'Annie Laurie,'
and the hymn, 'Come Thou Fount of Every Blessing.' Wonderful, isn't it?" 1899

1899 - CENTURY MAGAZINE - MAY-OCT.
NEGRO 'SPIRITUALS.' - by Marion Alexander Haskell - The education of the negro in the South is
gradually abolishing a species of folk-song as interesting as it is unique-the old negro "spiritual," the most truly
characteristic music that the race has as yet produced.
Spirituals are the religious songs composed by the Negroes themselves, never written or printed, but
passing from one generation to another with such additions and variations as circumstances may suggest.
It is a curious fact that the music which the negro originates differs essentially in spirit from that which most
pleases his fancy as coming from other sources. In borrowing he chooses gay, stirring strains, but his own native
songs are nearly always minor and sad in character. Even the dance-tunes, to the rhythm of which bare little black
feet while away many an idle hour, are generally a sort of rhythmic monotone with minor cadences. Most of the
songs of the jubilee singers, while of the nature readily adopted by the negro, are foreign to his creative genius; but
in the spirituals its stamp is unmistakable.
As the negro becomes educated he relinquishes these half-barbaric, but often beautiful, old words and
melodies, and their place is taken by the denominational hymns and the Moody and Sankey songs, which are
becoming more and more popular wherever schools have sprung up. But among those who are as yet innocent of any
educational aspirations, especially among the coast Negroes, upon whom the yoke of civilization rests but lightly,
spirituals still hold undisputed sway, and hymns are regarded as the sacred property of city churches and those who
have attained greatness through knowledge of reading, writing, and "figgahs."
The musical talent of the uneducated negro finds almost its only expression in religious song, and for this
there is a simple explanation. A race strongly imbued with religious sentiment, one rarely finds among them an adult
who has not gone through that emotional experience known as conversion, after which it is considered vanity and
sinfulness to indulge in song other than that of a sacred character. The new-found child of the church knows but little
of that which he must forego, for his mother before him sang only spirituals, and to these he naturally turns as to old
friends whom his own religious experiences have clothed in new dignity and light.
These spirituals have never been systematically collected, and they bid fair to become, a few years hence,
only things of the past. To those who have heard them from childhood they are too familiar to seem interesting or
valuable, and the stranger who seeks to collect them will meet with many difficulties.
The negro feels that the white man's religion is very different from his own, and is sensitive about
submitting to an uncomprehending critic a sacred thing, which he fears may be ridiculed, or at best regarded as
strange and peculiar.
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Then, again, the imitative tendency of the race leads them to adopt the white man's methods as fast as they
can be learned, and the would-be student of spirituals is likely to find the obliging colored brethren serving him with
hymns picked up from a white person and rendered with pride in various degrees of perversion.
One can sometimes steal, unobserved by the many, into a camp-meeting and hear the spirituals sung there,
but a white presence is very apt to disturb the workings of the "Sperit," which must come upon the assemblage in full
force to make the meeting a real success.
The best way, after all, is to be cradled by an old mauma, who sits at evening in a squeaky rocking-chair by
an open fireplace, and sings the baby to sleep, while the flicker of the firelight, the peaceable tone of the old rocker,
and the long, mysterious shadows on the wall seem but parts of the old melodies that nightly mark the stations to
dreamland.
The low-country or coast child will reap a richer harvest than the child whose mauma comes from the upcountry. The songs of the coast are more plaintive, more poetic and imaginative, carrying in their minor cadences a
sense of loneliness and a pathos that seem born of the sound of the waters. They have in them something of the
dignity of the solitary palm and the moss-draped oaks which have stood as silent witnesses of their birth, as they
were first sung amid the creative excitement of a camp-meeting, or about the graves of those who have entered into
that rest for which the singers cry.
The up-country spirituals are not lacking in imagination, but they often present abstract ideas, whereas the
low-country spirituals are invariably pictures. Both species deal at times with biblical subjects, but the coast negro
sings them as personal experiences, and frequently alters them to suit his own conceptions, while his up-country
brother sings them as he interprets them in the Scriptures. Thus, in the up-country one hears:
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On the coast is sung:

With the pilots coming and going among them, carrying ships down to the ocean, one readily sees how they
came to suppose the scriptural Pilate to be one of this company. Spirituals are often composed on the spur of the
moment by a preacher or a member whose voice can insure the attention of the assemblage. At a meeting held in
Columbia, South Carolina, in 1897, the preacher chose as the subject of his sermon, "Paul and Silas Imprisoned,"
and for an hour or more commanded the strictest attention of his hearers. At the end of this time interest began to flag
visibly, and apparently the spirit of exhortation had fled from the minister. After a hard struggle to rouse the audience
by another reading of the prison scene, he suddenly burst forth in a loud shout:

At each repetition additional voices would join in, until the whole house had caught the words and rhythm;
their bodies began to sway, and the excitement became so great that the meeting was brought to a close out of regard
for some of the more emotional members, who were working themselves into a frenzy.
Another spiritual which has become popular among the country Negroes of this locality was first sung by a
convert while giving his experience in camp-meeting, and runs as follows:
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This spiritual is a special favorite because it has no end, and serves as a perfect medium for the expression
of any reflection which may occur to the singer. The day after it was first heard in camp-meeting one old cook, at
least, was thinking aloud to its melody and rhythm from morn till eve. At one moment she would piously repeat an
order just given, "Come an' mix dem cakeses, um-m-m." At the next, with her mind attuned to holy thoughts, she
would continue, "Deah I'll meet my Lawd, um-m-m."
Another spiritual which is very effective at revivals, being especially well suited to "shouting" (the term
applied to the rhythmic bodily movements which the worshipers go through when deeply moved or excited), is the
following

The length of this spiritual is almost infinite, for any biblical character may be put in place of John, and the
song continued until the list is exhausted.
As a child I can remember being shown a little cabin which stood in a tangle of wild honeysuckle,
woodbine, and yellow jasmine, with hollyhocks, four-o'clocks, larksprus, and other old-fashioned flowers running to
waste in the neglected garden, and listening with awe to the story of Maum Rizpah, who once lived there. Whence
she came no one could tell, and all that remained of her washer song, well known to the colored people on the
plantation, and believed to have been composed by her. She had appeared soon after the war and had taken quiet
possession of this unused cabin, whence no one sought to drive her, and where, as the superstitious Negroes thought,
she worked her charms. She was half Indian, and the proud dignity of her bearing, in addition to her other
peculiarities, led to the belief that she was a witch. As such she was secretly visited by the colored people in times of
sickness or misfortune, and their offerings served as her subsistence. Her one visible occupation was singing-always
the same pathetic strain, which came to be familiar on the plantation, though no presumptuous voice dared echo it
until after her death, when it was generally sung. During the day she would sit in her cabin crooning it softly to
herself, rocking to and fro, with sometimes a little bundle in her arms; but at night, and especially when the moon
shone over the fields around her little hut, she would stand in the doorway, and the song would float out on the still
night air with a sweetness and pathos that stamped itself indelibly upon the memory of her hearers. She had been
dead for years when I was taken to see her cabin, and the little wooden cross had fallen into decay over the grave by
the edge of the wood, but the tears stood in my old mauma's eyes as she told me all she knew of the singer's history,
and how, over the open grave on a moonlight night, the whole plantation sang:
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It was my good fortune to be down in an out-of-the-way little settlement in Beaufort County, South
Carolina, during a protracted revival among the Negroes of that region, and there I learned four spirituals which rank
foremost in my affections.
The meetings were held in a little log church furnished with a few wooden benches, a table on a platform as
a pulpit, and lighted by two long pine torches stuck in the cracks of the wall. Sometimes, in their devotions, the
members forgot the torches, which burned so close to the wall as to ignite the mud-bedaubed logs; but this had
occurred often enough to make the deacons expert in extinguishing the blaze, which no longer created any
excitement. Soon after dark the congregation began to collect, the women often carrying in their arms babies which
they laid in a row, on shawls and blankets near the door, to sleep undisturbed throughout the service. By nine o'clock
the preacher had arrived, and from then until midnight the woods reechoed with the sound of prayer and praise.

The service began generally with this spiritual:
After prayer and exhortation a voice would raise the sweet old melody of "De Mo'nin' Dove," and the first
verse would wail through the dark woods slowly, softly, and sadly. Then, with a quickening of tempo and a ring of
triumph as the eagle in his flight crossed their spiritual vision, they sang; "Sometimes I feel like a yeagle een de
yeah." Again with the pathos which so largely makes the beauty of the negro voice, "Sometime I feel like a
muddahless chile," etc.
Mo’nin’ Dove
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Another exhortation was followed by the fine old shouting spiritual:

Before the close of the service they always sang the pathetic, dirge-like "Why will Ye Die?" Often, as they
sang, the dark faces would be bathed in tears, sobs mingling with the wail of the melody, and many and heart-felt
were the petitions for mercy offered up after the hymn.

Equilibrium was, however, always restored by the following, the most remarkable of the collection. Each
one sang it with exultation, a feeling of exemption, and a righteous joy in the probable gruesome fate of his neighbor,
and then departed to his home with a complacency delightful to behold.

An answering voice in the background would cry between the verses:
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And each one, contemplating the fate of his neighbor, was satisfied.
A graduate of Humpton-Sidney told me recently, as an example of the splendid work of this institute, that
these old spirituals are now rarely heard on the lips of the Virginia negro. It is inevitable that they give way before
the advance of education. While rejoicing in the progress of the race, one cannot but feel that these quaint old
spirituals, with their peculiar melodies, having served their time with effectiveness, deserve a better fate than to sink
into oblivion as unvalued and unrecorded examples of a bygone civilization.

AUTUMN -1899 - BRAINARD'S MUSICAL
MISCELLANEOUS. ORIGIN OF RAG-TIME. The labor devoted by a music student to ascertaining which
tone-master has used rag-time most felicitously, effectively, would not be wasted. If his effort took him from the
works of those composers whose names are on every student-lip into the less beaten tone paths, he might benefit both
himself and the music world by bringing into deserved publicity neglected merit, as, for example, the fugues of the
German composer, Buxtehude, which rank, in excellence, with some of Bach's; or those of his worthy brother
composers, Frohberger, Widor, Merkel and others, whose names are not extensively biographed.
If curious to know rag-time's notational beginning, he will try to ascertain, doubtless, when notes, all of
which originally were of one equal length, were made to vary in length; in ascertaining which he will find that then it
was when notational syncopation was first effected, and that it then was effected in a way that caused the application
of this term to the notational and musical result - a term which signifies cutting. Doubtless his research in this regard
will lead him to accept the generally accredited historic statements that notes were thus equal prior to A. D. 1330,
and that Dr. J. de Muris, of Paris, then invented notes of unequal lengths; to which information the inference that
equal-lengthed notes must be cut to prolong the vibration of a sound is a natural sequence.
Notational and nomenclature variety followed this invention in such a way as to give to music driving -notes
an English term early used as a synonym for syncopated notes - a term which is more elegant and musically
significant than rag-time, for it directly indicates the character of this tonal movement, which is a driving of one note
into another. The Italian tern for it - Alla Zoppa, derived from the Italian Zoppo, lame - savors, more than rag-time,
of this tonal movement's artistic complexion; and the following Italian example of it is quite like passages in to-day's
rag-time pieces:

Here is a grand one from Mozart's "Figaro"

How this dramatic exclamation would have thrilled the heart of the old Dionysius of Halicarnassus, who
founded his opinion, that accent is the source of all music, upon music which was old to him!
So popular is rag-time now that the academically technical accentual divisions - grammatical, oratorical,
pathetic - will have to be broadened in their scope, or added to by musical grammarians, thereby to so adjust them to
its present public status as to satisfy its exacting devotees. That it, like any other fad, is the victim of numberless
abuses is a patent fact. Among the present numberless rag-time pieces, many are as forcibly so and as unentertaining
as were those wooden mechano-musical canons, with the construction of which conceited ancient musicians amused
themselves and wearied their patient friends.
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Rag-time having, as has all music, its therapeutic element, its present popularity, in this neurotic country
and age of man, surely and a felicitous timeliness which the music student should note because of its general
anthropologic value' note it with applause.
Rag-time music is now resorted to by overworked minds quite as novel-reading is by the tired statesman,
diplomat. Its rollicking fal-la-sol-la may be accredited with keeping many aharried worker from felo de se. Fondness
for it, as a cure, is less traceable to mental or moral degeneracy than to physical dyspepsia. Our song-shops are
wisely dispensing helpful rag-time cures for the morbid conditions of the nation's neurotic trouble; cures which are of
more practical, human and humane value than Nietche's call for men who are more than men.
When the music student has reached a conclusive opinion, by research, concerning the compositional
employment of rag-time, in a comparative regard, and one as to its general, musical, moral and medicinal value, he
doubtless will be ready to confess that his time has been profitably spent; for his research must have shown him what
an important and far-reaching musical departure its first notational appearance in tone-art indicates, and what a great
tonal evolution its birth inaugurated. Extracts from letter of C. C. Converse, in the Etude.
Syncopated Music
Syncopated music is no new movement; it has been known and recognized as an inspiring rhythm since
music has been known. It has been used with fine effect by almost every composer of note. It has a bright, pleasing
effect, and gives variety when introduced sparingly.
In many measures in the works of Mozart and Mendelssohn we find genuine syncopation (or "rag-time"),
but so hidden by its surroundings as to be hardly discernible. There are a number of examples in the writings of that
master of harmony and technique, Johann Sebastian Bach.
From "Prelude and Fugue in A-Minor." By Bach

"Love is a Wild Bird," From "Carmen." (Genuine Rag-Time)

Overture To "Don Juan." By Mozart (A Syncopation)
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1899 - POPULAR SCIENCE MONTHLY - SEPT.
THE SURVIVAL OF AFRICAN MUSIC IN AMERICA by Jeannette Robinson Murphy - Fifty years from
now, (Editor note - that would be 1949) when every vestige of slavery has disappeared, and even its existence has
become a fading memory, America, and probably Europe, will suddenly awake to the sad fact that we have
irrevocably lost a veritable mine of wealth though our failure to appreciate and study from a musician's standpoint
the beautiful African music, whose rich stores will then have gone forever from our grasp.
During my childhood my observations were centered upon a few very old Negroes who came directly from
Africa, and upon many others whose parents were African born, and I early came to the conclusion, based upon
negro authority, that the greater part of their music, their methods, their scale, they type of thought, their dancing,
their patting of feet, their clapping of hands, their grimaces and pantomime, and their gross superstitions came
straight from Africa.
Some of their later songs, it is true, we must technically call "modified African," but how far the original
African song elements have been altered (and usually not for the better) by contact with American life is a question
of fact, and can only be settled by a careful comparison of the songs as sung among the natives of Africa and the
changed forms in which their modified ones are found today in the South. It must be determined in each case, and
can not be settled by any general theory or formula.
This question of the classification of African music has given rise to more or less discussion. It seems
hardly just to call the genuine negro songs "the folk songs of America." We are a conglomerate people, and no one
race can claim a monopoly in this matter. English, Scotch, German, French, Italian, and others have brought their
own music and their own folklore, and in each case it must be considered distinctly belonging to the nationality that
imported it. Why should not the same be true of the genuine negro music? The stock is African, the ideas are
African, the patting and dancing are all African. The veneer of civilization and religious fervor and Bible truth is
entirely superficial. the African is under it all, and those who study him and his weird music at short range have no
difficulty in recalling the savage conditions that gave it birth.
Were I to begin now the study of all the intonations and torruous quavers of this beautiful music, I fear I
should be able to do little toward imitating it; for it was only possible to catch the spirit of it and the reason of it all
while my voice had the flexibility of childhood, and the influences of slavery were still potent factors in the daily life
of the Negroes. I followed these old ex-slaves, who have passed away, in their tasks, listened to their crooning in
their cabins, in the fields, and especially in their meeting houses, and again and again they assured me the tunes they
sang came from Africa.
Possibly I have an unusual predilection for this imported African music, but to me some of the strange,
weird, untamable, barbaric melodies have a rude beauty and a charm beside which, as Cowper says- "Italian trills
are tame."
It is indeed hard to account for the strange misconceptions which prevail as to what really constitutes
genuine African music. The "coon songs" which are so generally sung are base imitations. The white man does not
live who can write a genuine negro song. At home there used to be a rare old singer, an old Kentucky mammy, whom
everybody loved. She once said; "Us ole heads use ter make 'em up on de spurn of de moment, arter we arassle wid
de Sperit and come thoo. But the tunes was brung from Africa by our granddaddies. Dey was jis' miliar songs. Dese
days dey calls 'em ballots, but in de ole days dey call 'em spirituals, case de Holy spirit done revealed 'em to 'em.
Some say Moss Jesus taught 'em, and I's seed 'em start in meetin'. We'd all be at the 'prayer house' de Lord's Day, and
de white preacher he'd splain de word and read whar Ezekial done say "Dry bones gwine ter lib ergin.'
And, honey, de Lord would come a-shinin' thoo dem pages and revive dis ole nigger's heart, and I'd jump up
dar and den and holler and shout and sing and pat, and dey would all cotch de words and I'd sing it to some ole shout
song I'd heard 'em sing from Africa, and dey'd all take it up and keep at it, and keep a-addin' to it, and den it would
be a spiritual. Dese spirituals am de best moanin' music in de world, case dey is de whole Bible sung out and out.
Notes is good enough for you people, but us like a mixtery. Dese young heads ain't wuth killin', fur dey don't keer
bout de Bible nor de ole hymns. Dey's completely spiled wid too much white blood in 'em, and de big organ and de
eddication has done took all de Holy Spirit out en 'em, till dey ain't no better wid der dances and cuttin' up dan de
white folks."
The negro usually sang religious music at his work. He was often turned out of church for crossing his feet
or singing a "fiddle sing," which is a secular song, but he could steal all the chickens he wanted and never fall from
grace. One of the most persistent fancies that the old slaves cherished was that they were the oppressed Israelites,
that the Southerners were the cruel Egyptians, and that Canaan was freedom. Bondage was of course their slavery.
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They believed that some day the Red Sea would come in a sea of blood, which was verified in the civil war. In many
of their songs they appropriate Bible prophecies and ideas to themselves. The song given on the opposite page is a
characteristic one, illustrating many peculiarities; and if it did not come from Africa, where did it come from?
It is often asserted at the North that, as a rule, the negro was punished if he prayed or received religious
instruction. On the contrary, many fine plantations had their "prayer houses," where a white minister was employed
to hold services and to instruct them in the Bible. In nearly every section they were permitted and encouraged to hold
their own meetings. That this is true is attested by these same thousands of "spirituals," all of which are filled with
Bible texts. Some of the most devout Christians were, and are yet, the old "mammies" and "uncles" who lived all the
closer to the heavenly Father because of their simplicity and lack of learning. The deeply religious and better class of
old Negroes maintain that the reason that this music is so fascinating to white and blacks is because it is God's own
music inspired by the Holy Spirit.
"Done found dat new ridin' place."

There is indeed a wonderful power in some of these songs, and the charm undoubtedly lies in the fact that they are
founded on Bible texts.
No one questions the remarkable hold the genuine negro music has upon the Anglo-Saxon race, as is
evidenced by the success of the Jubilee singers years ago and of the Hampton students now. The Negroes have
simply used the weird African melodies as a fascinating vehicle for Bible truths.
Most students of English hymnology have observed a similar fact in their own religious poetry. One of the
most powerful devotional hymns in the language-How Firm a foundation, ye Saints of the Lord- is largely indebted
for its perpetuity to the fact that almost every line is taken directly from the Bible.
To illustrate the power of this music upon the colored people themselves, I may be permitted to give this
little bit of personal experience:
A few nights ago I went to pay a visit to an old "mammy" from Charleston. All her family sat round the
room when they found I was from the South. The eldest daughter said: "Bress de Lord! I'm glad to see you! The Norf
am no place for people what's been used to everything. Nuffin but wuk, wuk, wuk; all's jes money. No fun nor lub,
nor Jesus Christ nowhat! Why, dey'll jes meet you and pass de time ob day, and dey'll let you go away widout ever
stoppin' to ax yer ef you's prepared to die, and how's your soul. Why, I nebver seed no stranger in Charleston 'thout
axin' 'em how's der soul comin' on! De niggers heah ain't got no Holy Spirit and dey is singing no 'count songs-dese
white songs from books."
At this juncture I quietly began to sing, "I don't want to be buried in de Storm." Suddenly they all began to
sing and pat with me, and quickly adapted their different versions to mine. They lost no time in getting happy. They
all jumped up down in a perfect ecstasy of delight, and shouted, "I feel like de Holy Spirit is right on my hade!"
Another one exclaimed: "People dem songs makes de har rise up. Mine a-risin' now."
We all had a good time, and I felt greatly complimented when the head of the house explained
enthusiastically: "You does shore sing 'em good; and for a white lady you is got a good deal ob de Holy Spirit in you,
honey"; and before I left the house they had tried to convince me that God had surely blessed this music by taking a
hand in forming it himself.
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We find many of the genuine negro melodies in Jubilee and Hampton Song Books, but for the uninitiated
student of the future there is little or no instruction given, and the white singer in attempting to learn them will make
poor work at their mastery; for how is he, poor fellow, to know that it is bad form not to break every law of musical
phrasing and notation! What is there to show him that he must make his voice exceedingly nasal and undulating; that
around every prominent note he must place a variety of small notes, called "trimmings," and he must sing tones not
found in our scale; that he must on no account leave one note until he has the next one well under control! He might
be tempted, in the ignorance of his twentieth-century education, to take breath whenever he came to the end of a line
or verse! But this he should never do.
By some mysterious power, to be learned only from the negro, he should carry over his breath from line to
line and from verse to verse, even at the risk of bursting a blood-vessel. He must often drop from a high note to a
very low one; he must be very careful to divide many of his monosyllabic words in two syllables, placing a forcible
accent on the last one, so that "dead" dwill be "da-ade," "back" becomes "back," "chain" becomes "cha-ain."
He must also intersperse his singing with peculiar humming sounds-"hum-m-m-m." He will have to learn
that the negro never neglects his family relations in his songs, and seldom considers his "spiriyul" finished until he
has mentioned his father and mother and sister and brother, and his preacher.
A beautiful custom prevails among them of sending messiahs by the dying to friends gone before into
heaven. When a woman dies some friend or relative will kneel down and sing to the soul as it takes its flight. This
song contains endless verses, conveying love and kisses to Aunt Fannie and Uncle Caesar and "Moss Jesus." With
omissions it is used upon other occasions with fine effect.

Old Mary, who sang this, was a nurse in our family. She, like most Negroes, had no idea how old she really
was. She never worried, though the heavens should fall, and this ignorance as to when their birthdays rolled round
may account for their longer lives here and in Africa, and for their not showing their age. She found great difficulty
in arranging her religion to suit her morals, and once, in my childish innocence, I remonstrated with her for getting
"baptised" so many times, and she exclaimed indignantly: "I's a Methodist wid a Baptist faith, I gits baptized every
summer when de water am rale warm, and I gits turned out ebery winter fur dancin' and stealin', and you would too,
child, ef you was a nigger."
A few days ago I asked one of the most scholarly and noted ministers of the colored race, who was visiting
New York, about the negro music. He is very black, and his parents were pure Africans. He said that undoubtedly the
tunes came directly from Africa, that his father had heard the spiritual "Indeed I want one! What lecturer would
not?" I give this as an instance of the peculiar persistency of African ideas even in enlightened, civilized, Christian
minds.
There is a Mrs. R---in a side street in a Northern town whom I lately visited. She was the most prominent
member in the Baptist colored church. She was the leading singer. Another singer got jealous of her power to holler
the loudest; besides, she wanted to get her washing away from her as well as her husband, and, worst of all, conjured
her. At last the first singer fell sick, and the doctor could do nothing to relieve her. A conjure woman called, and for
twenty-five dollars undertook the case. She came in and moaned a few incantations in an unknown tongue. She
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carried a satchel, and took from it a glass, poured some gin into it and drank a little, and then, holding her hand over
it, said:
"Mrs. R---, look inside yourself and tell me what you see."
Mrs. R---- was hypnotized, I suppose, and said, "I see pizen, and snakes a-crawlin'."
"That's right! It's the lady across the way has put the spell on you, and she has cut your shape out in red
flannel and stuck it full of pins and needles and biled it. She's trickin' you, and killin' you. But I'll throw it back on
her-scatter your spell to the four winds. She has killed a snake and taken the blood and mixed it with wine, and in
twenty-four hours it turned into snakes and you drank it and you were going crazy, and your home would have been
gone.," It is needless to say the sick woman recovered.
She showed the caul she was born with tied up in a bundle in her stocking. The neighbors were always
trying to touch the lump so they could put spells on people and be healed from diseases. The conjure woman also
makes luck balls for sale. She tells her customers they must always wear them next their skin on the right side, and
keep them wet with "feedin' medicine."
I was so fortunate as to discover the contents of one of her balls. Corn, twine, pepper, a piece of hair from
under a black cat's foot, a piece of rabbit's right foot, and whisky-all put into a red flannel bag. This was all inclosed
in a buckeye biscuit. She puts loadstones in some of them to draw away a lover from a girl. She also takes roots of
several different herbs and flowers and makes them into love powders, and gives them to a darkey lassie to throw
upon her truant lover to bring him back to her waiting heart.
It is not to be disputed that Africa has touched in many ways and in divers places the highest civilization of
the Old World. I am fully persuaded that in the near future scientific researches will discover among native African
tribes traditions which disclose the real parentage of many of the weird stories concerning the Creation and the Flood
which are now current among their descendants in this country. The same may be said of "Brer Rabbit" and the "Tar
Baby," "Brer Fox," "Brer Wolf," and all that other wonderful fraternization with animal nature which simple savage
life and unbridled childish imagination suggest. In many instances they will be found absolutely identical with those
that are now told in the wilds of Africa.
To show the existence of this belief among the Negroes themselves, I will quote from an old negress, whom
I know well, named "Aunt Lucinda":
"Dis is an ole tale. Hit done come down since de Flood. Why, chile, de Bible didn't git everything by a good
deal-cose it didn't! Us niggers done tole dis in Africk, and Moss John done say de Bible say ef it got all de words
Jesus say hit couldn't holt 'em. And dere's lots of tales de Bible didn't git. Dis one now be 'bout de hammer and de
ark:
"One time God done tole Moss Nora to build him a ark, case de people fo de Flood was a singin' and a
cuttin' up and a givin' entertainments, and God wanted to raise up a better people to a sarve him, and so Moss Nora
had to build de art tight, so de few people wouldn't drown. God tole him to take a he and a she of every kind and fix
de jistes tight so de ark wouldn't leak water when de Flood came. De People sat around on de benches a-pokin' fun at
him, and de say, 'Moss Nora, what you doin?'
"He say, 'I's a-hammerin' de jistes tight.'
"And de people say, 'What dat you doin?'
"And Moss Nora say, 'I got this ark to build, and I gwine to build it.'
"And de people kep' a-pokin' fun. Dey say, 'Moss Nora, what dat hammer say?'
"And he say, 'What it sound to you like it say, humph?'
"And de people laugh and say it soun' like it say nuffin but 'Tim-tam! tim-tam!'
"And Moss Nora say: 'Dot's whar you fotch up wrong. I got ter build this ark so tight de water won't leak
thoo, and de people won't fall out, and dat hammer don't say "tim-tam," no sich ting. Hit say ebery time I hits de
jistes, "Repent! repent!"'
"Dere's a spiritual what goes long wid it too, honey, 'bout de hammer an' de nails, but I don't know it. Hit's a
ole, ole story dat we been singin' since de flood-jes come down from mouf to mouf. Hist de window is a ole tune, but
not ole like dis one. Hit done come jis like I tole You."
In regard to one song, at least, I have irrefragable proof of its African origin. Mrs. Jefferson Davis tells me
her old nurse was a full-blooded African named Aunt Dinah. She would lovingly put her little charge to sleep with
this doggerel"

- 109 -

"Fadding, Gidding"

Aunt Dinah would also sing it pleadingly when begging for a present. She would begin the supplication with
hands clinched tight, and open them quickly at the last line. She declared that she always sang it in this exact manner
in her old African home whenever she was asking a favor, but she was never able to tell the meaning of any part of it
except the last line, the African of which she had forgotten, but which meant that all black races are born with wideopen palms ready and waiting for other peoples to pour rich gifts into them. This she translated in her apt, crude way:
"Eber sence I born, my hand stand so!"
She had a relative named Moses, I think, who had three deep gashes radiating from each eye. Of these he
was very proud, as he said they indicated that he was of the king's blood.
Ten days have elapsed since the above was written. I feel like crying "Eureka!" I have found my proof!
After a diligent search for a real live African, I have found an educated convert to Christianity, who has been absent
only two years from the wilds of the west coast of Africa. In broken English he sang for me several songs sung by the
savages of the native Mendi tribe. The tunes sounded much like songs I know, but I could not take them down during
this interview. All the songs I sang he said seemed very familiar-in certain portions especially so.
I was especially interested in the description he gave of a peculiar ceremony common among the wildest
bushmen and the Yolloff tribe. My informant grew up and played with them a great deal when a child. He says the
death of a young-boy they consider an affront to the living-an affront which they never forgive. It is singular that
among some of our Indian tribes a similar notion prevails. The friends meet around the corpse and exclaim, while
they chant and sing and dance, in a high-pitched voice; "Why did you die? Were you too proud to stay with us? You
thought yourself too good to stay with us. To whom do you leave all your things? We don't want them! Take them
with you if you are so stuck up; we'll bury them with you!"
They work themselves into a perfect fury, and one gets a whip and flogs the corpse until it is horribly
mutilated. Then the few who have really been friends to the child in their crude way draw near and begin to sing:
"Anasa yi, Anasa papa,"
which this native African assured me meant, as nearly as he could translate it"Find out how mother is. Find out how papa is."
The curious identity of the name for father in this African dialect and our own he could not explain.
Even while the relatives were thus speaking kindly to the departed child, others would come up with whips,
and with blows spitefully exclaim: "Tell my father's sister I am happy. Speak to her for me." This they said, mocking
the relatives for sending messages.
What better proof is required of the origin of the peculiar custom of the Negroes in our own southland of
sending communications by the dead? He also gave me new stories of Brother Conch, and a tale of a rabbit and a
pitch-man.
He says he has heard a savage tribe often sing to the beat of a peculiar drum, as they started to pillage and
destroy a neighboring tribe, these words, which he could not translate:
"Zo, whine, whine, Zo, bortom balleh'
Zo, whine, whine, Zo, bottom balleh."
Some of the tribes are followers of Mohammed. After they have broken their fast, they sing this hymn to
their God:
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"Li li, e li li, Moo vmoo doo roo, soo moo li."
I then sang for him a part of "Gawd bless dem Yankees, dey'll set me free,"

and when I came to the humming, which we all know:is the marked peculiarity of the negro singing, he stopped me
and said, "Whenever you hum that way it means 'Hush!' and among the tribes I have known it always comes in baby
songs." He then sang this one, which a heathen woman used to sing to his little sister "Amber":
"Amber in a wa,
Keen yah feenyah ma,
Amber in a bamboo carri,
Amber eeka walloo.
Um, um, um."
A rough translation of this means: "Amber, be quiet and I'll give you something. I'm not going to flog you. You are
quiet, so I thank you. Hush, hush, hush!"

1899 - ETUDE
Beethoven

RAG-TIME - RAGTIME music has a respectable geneis; an old, venerable one indeed. We need not go
farther back than to the music of the god-like Beethoven to find examples of ragtime music; though formerly known
under a more respectable technical name, that of syncopation. So rag-time music is simply syncopated rhythm
maddened into a desperate iterativeness; a rhythm overdone, to please the present public music taste. Because of the
present public fondness for it, that philosopher who contends that all music is popular, just so far as its rhythmic
movement-not its melodic, or harmonic is popular, is happy in his putting of a time point on it. "Ah!" he knowingly
exclaims; rag-time, in a word."
Here is another notational illustration of the early genesis and perennial usefulness of rag-time music, from
the great tone master, Haydn. It is a section of one of his variations on the Austrian National Hymn, which he
composed. It constitutes that step-from a sublime hymn to the ridiculous tonal halt which the cynic critic loves to roll
under his tongue:

- 111 -

From this grand Austrian Hymn let us turn to one of the sanctified Gregorian tones, which opens with a favorite ragtime phrase, thus:

This Gregorian notational except shows that, even in church music, the people of all countries and times
demand that tonal variety of which the great classic authority on the fugue, Anton Recha says, "Variety is the very
soul of music; and is, with respect to that art, what proportions are to the mathematics," And this is Gregorian ragtime.
The following selections from the wild music of the wild Fantees show that rag-time is not a creation of
musical culture, but an adoption of a very old, very wild, yet very human rhythmic form:

This fantee dirge music is especially interesting for its illustration of the funeral use of rag-time by the
Fantees, in marked contract to its modern, mirthful use.
Numberless are the rag-time instances in the fugues and other compositions of Beethoven's distinguished
teacher, Albert Albrechtsberger, who says, practically, in them, "No rag-time, no fugue." Numberless are they, too,
in the fugues and other works of all the composers since the morning stars were created and sang together. They are
born of that soul of music, variety; they are an integral part of tonal mathematics, the essence of human song. Call
them "coon time," "rag-time," syncopated time, or what not time; they unquestionably meet the musical exigencies of
man's present mundane environment. If you were to ask me if rag-time will obtain among glorified souls when time
is no more, I, naturally, would hesitate as to uttering an opinion, to be taken as an indisputable dictum, though
inclined to agree with the philosopher already quoted herein that so far as man remains, in the great hereafter, as he
now is, so far will he desire and demand rhythmic music "ragtime," "coon music," syncopated music, rub a dub
music. In proof of this opinion, I would refer the skeptic reader to the material images in the Revelation of St. John.
The tone philosopher, of all times, declares that music is only rhythm.
He "knowingly exclaims" thus; yet the profoundest present student of music must feel, as have felt the tone
masters, from Beethoven to Wagner, and would exclaim, as did St. Paul before the noble Felix, "except these
(rhythmic) bonds!" The more one studies, and the deeper one delves into the tone wealth of the masters, the more
does he realize their soul chafing at these bonds.
That rag-time is musically effective, nobody denies. Watch its effect on any audience, if you happen to
think differently about it from everybody. Nevertheless is rag-time of the earth, earthy; rub-adub; of the lower, lowest
earth, earthy; though Beethoven employed it; and, with a questionable artistic taste in the foregoing example, be it
said, even touching that god like master. The more one studies, and the higher one gets, with Beethoven, Wagner,
and Dante, into the empyreau, the more will be chafe at rhythmic cabining and cribbing. Heaven surely has no baton
wielder, time counter; for time, of all kinds, is, or will be, no more there!
Present rag-time is a ligno-musical stimulant. The ordinary music listener wants to hear something musical
that sets the head to nodding and the foot to stamping; something which he can grasp and comprehend with his
present rhythmic sense, somewhat as he does a cane, because of his Simian descent. The ordinary music listener is
blasé, as the French say. Music to be enjoyed by him must be of the most pronounced, accentuated rhythm; tonal
caviar. Not the Sousa music, in this regard; each strain of it is of a different, yet public attractive, rhythm; a rhythm
adroitly chosen so as to preserve a certain general, artistic unanimity of movement; one which shall not antagonize,
to the extent of an open protest, the highly critical listener. Note, too, the openly confessed, nude rag-time, "coon
time" pieces, without any nonsense of affectation about them. They might offend the high church sense of open
mouthed, professed respecters of the proprieties of classic music; notwithstanding, when judged by the criterion of
pure, general popularity-the popularity which obtains at our summer-gardens-they seem to be at one with the present
demand of the present general public. when we have said thus much, let us not forget the quotation from one of the
great Beethoven's most popular overtures which heads this paper.
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The present American music age has in it a noisy element which exalts rhythm, pure and simple, above
tone. America, generally, is not yet educated deeply, thoroughly enough in a musical regard, to be able to exercise a
well disciplined, discriminative judgment touching the matter of music. Hence it wants rag-time in it music just now,
not as Beethoven, Haydn, and the other old masters sparingly used it, as the gormand does pepper in his food; it want
its music to be all pepper, so to speak. The masters have made rag-time classic, as the music antiquary must admit;
and that old master who first used it doubtless did so in order to relieve that early rhythmic current whose accents
had uniform intervals. Music students ever find the analysis of music accents a very interesting matter, one to which
they may profitably attend. Therefore, the present phase of American musical feeling well may be noted by them; it
doubtless will be cited and conumenented upon by the musical historian of the future, who may find that some classmusic collector of to-day has, not unwisely, gathered together and had bound in volumes, and deposited them in
some public library, all the rag-time tunes that now delight the public ear. Judging our musical future by the past of
music in the Old World, the belief is fair that rag-time-by some other name, perhaps-will be much in evidence to that
historian, in the music of his day.
Part II
The labor devoted by a music student to ascertaining which tone-master has used rag-time most felicitously,
effectively, would not be wasted. If his effort took him from the works of those composers whose names are on every
student-lip into the less beaten tone paths, he might benefit both himself and the music world by bringing into
deserved publicity neglected merit, as, for example, the fugues of the German Composer, Buxtehude, which rank, in
excellence, with some of Bach's or those of his worthy brother composers, Froberger, Widor, Merkel, and others,
whose names are not extensively biographed. If curious to know rag-time's notational beginning, he will try to
ascertain, doubtless, when notes, all of which originally were of one equal length, were made to vary in length; in
ascertaining which he will find that then it was when notational syncopation was first effected, and that it then was
effected in a way that caused the application of this term to the notational and musical result-a term which signifies
cutting. Doubtless his research in this regard will lead him to accept the generally accredited historic statements that
notes were thus equal prior to A. D. 1330, and that Doctor J. de Muris, of Paris, then invented notes of unequal
lengths; to which information the inference that equal lengthed notes must be cut to prolong the vibration of a sound
is a natural sequence. Examples of this note-cutting he may find, too, such as this:

Notational and nomenclature variety followed this invention in such a way as to give to music driving-notes
an English term early used as a synonym for syncopated notes-a term which is more elegant and musically significant
than rag-time, for it directly indicates the character of this tonal movement, which is a driving of one note into
another. The Italian term for it Alla Zoppa, derived from the Italian Zoppo, lame-savors, more than rag-time, of this
tonal movement's artistic completion; and the following Italian example of it is quite like passages in to-day's ragtime pieces;

The Acciacatura, a term derived from the Italian Acciavare, to crush, to jam,-as understood by the Italian
author, Manfredi,-is, in tonal effect, a rag-time variety of present popularity a thing that is crushed or jammed usually
finds itself ragged. This crusher is sometimes intended to be so much of a transient note of animation as to
necessitate its performance to be, as Dr. Burney, the musical historian, says, "as if the key were red hot." Example:
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Rag-time is nothing, musically, if not a driver, crusher, and of the most aggressive kind. Its raging desire for
appropriate materials for its techno-compositional make up causes it to be so. Hence, it syncopates passing notes,
apporiaturas, suspensions-whatever it can subtly make subservient to its purpose; whatever perturbs being fish to its
net, its highest art aim being perturbation, so far as perturbation does not work serious violence to the natural feeling
for euphony. Its earliest notational users restricted it to music for keyed instruments, but its aggressiveness soon sent
it among the voices.
Here is a right neat little token of musical learning, on the line of qualifying or preparing for a vocal
syncopation, taken from the old Irish melody of "Hush, the Cat":

Here is a grand one from Mozart's "Figaro":

How this dramatic exclamation would have thrilled the heart of the old Dionysius of Halicarnassus, who
founded his opinion, that accent is the source of all music, upon music which was old to him!
So popular is rag-time now that the academically technical accentual divisions-grammatical, oratorical,
pathetic-will have to be broadened in their scope, or added to by the musical grammarians, thereby to so adjust them
to its present public status as to satisfy its exacting devotees. Addition seems to be their easier way, making these
divisions to be: grammatical, oratorical, pathetic, altogether crushing. Doubtless Dionysius would not protest if this
fourth division were sweetened into esthetic; and he might now quote copiously from Mozart's and Beethoven's
works in its favor. Kant's conception that everything may be regarded esthetically would fortify this sweetening,
apparently. Technically speaking, the esthetic accent being an irregular one, it fits-as a descriptive definition-ragtime very well; a kind of time which is part and parcel enough of music's fiber to be worthy of this dignity. The
music student, when comparing the use of rag-time by one tone-master with that by another, will notice the different
degrees of refinement it can be made to assume by the hand of genius. The music critic's (Jahn) remark, "Haydn's
minuets are the product of a laughter-loving national life; Mozart's give the tone of good society," is in harmony with
the rag-time idea; for, of all musical materials, syncopation can be so inspired as, in Horace's words, grandly to
"strike the stars" or meanly descend to the depths of banality-hiccoughing bacchanality. That is, like any other fad, is
the victim of numberless abuses is a patent fact. Among the present numberless rag-time pieces, many are as forcibly
so and so unentertaining as were those wooden mechano-musical canons, with the construction of which conceited
ancient musicians amused themselves and wearied their patient friends.
A rag-time piece, to be clever, witty, piquant, amusing, must have thoughts which find appropriate, best
expression through syncopation. The art-canons, of universal application, which should govern the musician when he
is composing rag-time pieces are that, 1) he should know what his music is to express; 2) he should believe that what
his music is to express can be best expressed by the use of rag-time. If he is governed by these canons, his rag-time
music will be truly esthetic; if not, his screeds may be, as some present rag-time effusions are, instances of what
might be classified under the head of musical cretinism, tonal idiocy with deformity; or be ethically considered as
tonal viciousness-the attempt to render music attractive at the expense of truth.
Rag-time having, as has all music, its therapeutic element, its present popularity, in this neurotic country
and age of man, surely has a felicitous timeliness which the music student should not because of its general
anthropologic value; not it with applause.
Rag-time music is now resorted to by overworked minds quite as novel-reading is by the tried statesman,
diplomat. Its rollicking fa-la-sol-la may be accredited with keeping many a harried worker from felo do se. Fondness
for it, as a cure, is less traceable to mental or moral degeneracy than to physical dyspepsia. Our song-shops are
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wisely dispensing helpful rag-time cures for the morbid conditions of the nation's neurotic trouble; cures which are of
more practical, human, and humane value than Nietche's call for men who are more than men-over men-a call which
fittingly lands him in bedlam.
When the music student has reached a conclusive opinion, by research, concerning the compositional
employment of rag-time, in a comparative regard, and as to its general, musical, moral, and medicinal, he doubtless
will be ready to confess that his time has been profitably spend; for his research must have for him what an important
and far-reaching musical departure its first notational appearance in tone-art indicates, and what a great tonal
evolution is birth in rated.

1900 - MUSICIAN - MARCH - RAGTIME
Rag-time, according to F. W. Root, bears the same relation to the great things of the musical world that
Mother Goose's melodies do to the masterpieces of the world's literature. Criticizing this lowly but extremely popular
sort of music, he says it came from the great maestros of the earth. Wagner lapsed into it much after the manner of
statesmen who sometimes get tired and drop into versification. Mozart also had moments of fatigue or exuberance,
when he dashed off a few notes in the measure of the cake-walk melody. Some of the great literateurs have written
along the mental attitude of Mother Goose, and so have Bach and Beethoven yielded to the impulse to put their lofty
thoughts into sharps and flats that would be appreciated in music hall circles.
"I would not do away with rag-time music," said Mr. Root. "If some one should ask me if I would blot out
Mother Goose's rhymes I would say unhesitatingly I would not do it. Mother Goose is a good thing in its way. So is
rag-time.
"To make the matter plain, rag-time is syncopation. All of the great masters have enjoyed syncopated notes.
That is all right, or the masters would not have done it. But they did not write all of their works in syncopation. That
shows that syncopation is good for a while, but we do not want too much of it. Now, Mother Goose's literature is a
good thing, but suppose you had nothing else to read you would get tired of it after a while."
"What would you suggest to be done about it?" he was asked.
"Let it alone, The people who like it may learn after a while to like something else better."
"What objection lies against rag-time music?"
"It is a repetition of the same thing, that's all. There is nothing else in the world the matter with it. As I said,
if it were not a good thing the masters would not have used it."
Among many oddities of rag-time an example of its effect may be seen in the setting of "Old Hundred" to
that measure.
"There is no such thing as good music or bad music," said Prof. Emil Liebling. "You may set good music to
bad or vicious wordings and the music becomes bad by implication. So with rag-time. It is now lending itself to low
vaudeville, in the main, and because of that association the music is denounced.
"The song from "Carmen" "Love is a wild Bird," is one of the best examples of rag-time in modern music.
In the overture to 'Don Juan,' by Mozart, and in some compositions of Bach we have good examples of syncopation.
"Rag-time is simply having its day. It will be forgotten as a craze in a few years"

1900 - MUSIC COURIER - MAY 30
RAG-TIME COMMUNICATION - On page 20 of issue of May 23 is a quotation from Col. D. Parker upon
rag-time music, with a statement "as to the origin of the term rag-time the writer confesses his ignorance, and he has
not even a theory."
It seems, in my opinion, to be a desirable thing, if some hymologist will assist us in this. If a bit that I have
gleaned in the study of Hindoostani music, theory and practice, be of any assistance, I cheerfully quote the matter
that seems in any way to refer to the subject.
Szl or rag is a mode in music, "six in number music, song, tune, anger, passion, love.
Rag chana, to be in concert.
Rag-rang, music.
Rag sagar, a song composed of many rags or musical modes.
Rag-mata the name of a treatise on music.
Surely the above must have some even remote relation to the title we hear so much of to-day, yet whose
modes and science the present day compositions are degrading.
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A word as to pronunciation. The dash over the a gives it the sound of "ah" instead of the long a, as we
understand the sign.
This is but one link in the chain of musical matter, but it all will give of their knowledge in any way related
to this word, there may at some time come conclusions based upon thorough understanding of the misuse of a
perfected thing. "Rag-time," as used to-day, appeals only to the baser instincts. Such ends often come from originally
high standards when abased.
Trusting this will be of some little use, very truly, Miss Myrta L. Mason. Assistant Music Dept. -Library of
Congress.. (May 24,1900).
The above attempt to give the etymology of the rhythmic device known as rag-time is interesting and quite
as conclusive as any other attempt of the sort. In speaking of negro music, a writer in last Sunday's Sun gives a death
dealing blow to the notion that the music we call African is really so. He says:
"No negro could have composed "Massa's in de Col', Col' Groun," fine and melancholy as it is, and no
negro could have ever dreamed of the melody of 'Suwanee River,' which is also melancholy, but is distinctly white
man's music. It is not the ornateness, or correctness, of these which puts them beyond making by the black. It is their
inner quality, which is not negro at all. On the other hand, "Ah Been Wukkin' on de Levee,' a well-known Mississippi
chorus, while it is more ornate than either of the Foster songs, is, in the main, of African creation. Again, 'Clim Up,
Climb Up to de Sky,' a camp meeting hallelujah hymn, in its wildness and savage exultation reeks of the forests of
equatorial Africa."
This is precisely what The Musical Courier has maintained for years, and despite the assertions that Dvorak
had used genuine African-American these critics flatteringly called it-in his E minor symphony. The writer in the Sun
further declares that Germans, Italians and French write the so-called "coon music," the very title is a rank insult to
worthy, self-respecting colored men and women, and that even the syncopation is not necessarily Negroid. This
shatters a popular fallacy to smithereens. In Memphis, in New Orleans, on the levees, along the Mississippi River,
may the real type of negro music be heard. It is unlike any of the counterfeit stuff made by white men, indeed, it is
doubtful if our system of notation could represent it, and the text accompanying it is alternately religious,
blasphemously so, and obscene. Dvorak's Fifth Symphony is more Gaelic, more Slavic, than it is anything else,
despite its Suwanee reminiscence in the slow movement, a very beautiful movement, by the way. As for rag-time
proper-or improper-it is to be hoped that it will die a natural or unnatural death after this summer. The very violence
of the rage suggests its sudden cessation.

1900 - MUSICAL RECORD - SEPT.
MUSIC AND THE NEGRO - To judge wisely and properly of the musical capabilities of the negro, and his
natural aptitude to acquire any of the various and many forms of knowledge, it is entirely necessary first to divest
ourselves of any and all prejudices, natural or acquired, with reference to the negro, his race and color. And until we
can so impartially judge, we can enjoy a limited knowledge of the capabilities of the negro, and shall only have a
variety of conflicting opinions on the subject to vex us. To be strictly impartial and just I am compelled to assume
that the white man has not generally "toted fair" with the negro, to use an old Virginia expression, either as a slave or
a freedman. During the slavery days all honorable and charitable owners treated their slaves kindly and well, and as
human beings, feeding and clothing them in a comfortable manner, allowing them wages for overwork, church
privileges, and so on. Education from the books was prohibited by the state laws; yet some few were taught, to a
moderate degree, reading and writing by some kindly disposed member of the family, though in rather a surreptitious
manner, while the hard-hearted and meaner portion of the slave-owners worked them hard, with but scant allowance
of supplies of food and clothing. This latter class of slave-owners accumulated much money from the labors of their
slaves, while the aimab' et nob', and thought it not well to be generous owners made but little more than their
expenses, and frequently not that; at least this was the general condition of affairs in southern Virginia, where I was
born.
The slave was generally gentle and confiding, easily managed, and his or her confidence and even affection
were easily secured. I, the writer, affectionately remember our old "Uncle Dick," who hath carried me upon his back
"a thousand times," even when he was too old to perform any labor save picking up chips and feeding the chickens. I
also kindly remember our "Eliza," who was from my earliest recollection my faithful nurse and sympathetic sharer of
my little joys and sorrows.
Now, if we honestly believe the Holy Bible the word of God, we must accept His word that we are "all of
one blood." Of course there has always existed more or less mystery regarding the negro, I may say, from ancient
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times to the present; but, acknowledging the word of God that we are "all of one blood," we can reasonably conclude
that the slight difference observable in weight of the brain, difference in color and facial formation, is due to climatic
influences and other environments and conditions, over which they, the Negroes, had no control. Besides, there are
many differences, in many respects, among the white races.
But I am wandering somewhat from my subject regarding the "negro and his music."
My first recollection of the gentle voice of song was, naturally, the lullaby songs of my beautiful mother.
She also performed very prettily on the then very popular "accordeon," her playing and singing being mostly
confined to church music, which was not surprising, as her father was a well-known Methodist preacher of the
country town of Suffolk, Nansemond County, Va.
My next possible remembrance of music was the congregational singing at the country church by the whites,
and the singing of the slaves, who during Sunday services were located in a near-by grove of oaks, or bush tents,
where they held services in their own peculiar way, singing, shouting, swinging each other in a frantic sort of dance,
frequently swinging on the limbs of trees and shouting, "Glory to God" in tremendous voices; and, sometimes, in
case of 'revivals' or 'camp-meetings,' they would exhibit so much excitement and violence that it became necessary to
confine them lest they might do themselves, unconsciously, some hurt.
They were very enthusiastic and emotional; and, besides, they only copied the actions of the white people in
their mode of worship, which was almost as violent and grotesque at that day as the Negroes.
I readily recall the fact that the Negroes easily acquired the melodies of hymns and songs, but not so readily
the words; hence in singing they generally 'made up' the words to suit themselves, which were very striking and
original, and often amusing and absurd to a degree. It was quite natural that they should be more apt in learning
melodies than words, as they could not read and could have no practice, as is necessary in committing to memory
from the book, either of prose or verse, as the white children of the family had.
But with these difficulties and disadvantages confronting them, I can say with entire truth that the volume
and quality of their voices compared very favorably with the whites, and excelled them very frequently in loudness
of tone and 'vim' of delivery. To be sure, at that period, fifty years or more ago, neither whites or blacks possessed
advantage of a musical education; the whites sang from hymn-books, without music, the leader being he or she who
thought they could sing best; the 'leader' started the 'tune' so high sometimes that it sounded much like the discordant
notes of ducks and geese in the barnyard. I remember that in this connection an old 'darkey' being asked if his 'old
master' was a singer, replied that 'old master' could sing a 'powerful heap,' for sartin, but he, the 'old darkey,' could
not determine whether 'old marse' was 'singin' or callin' de hawgs, fore de Lord'! The slaves, even at that period, were
not only vocalists but composers in their quaint way, both of words and music; some of those best remembered were
"Run, nigger, run, de pararole el cotch you," "We is all agwine to de shuckin'," "Dear, dear, Belinda," and so on. It is
claimed by many that the really pretty little love-song of "Dearest May" was "made up" by the Negroes, both words
and music and afterwards the words were improved by the "negro minstrels," and then published later. I am quite
sure that the song was sung by the Negroes when I was ten years old. It then began in these words:
"Oh dearest May, you is lublier dan de day;
Your eyes so bright, Dey shine at night
When de moon am gone away."
It was a popular song all over the country at that period. "We is Gwine to de Shuckin" began something like
this: "We shuck dat corn, and blow dat horn, we all are gwine to de shuckin; we shuck dat corn, and blow dat horn,
we all are gwine to de shuckin' ob de corn."
The extremely popular song of "Oh, Johnny Booker, Help Dis Nigger," was made up by; the negro slaves in
honor of "Johnny Booker," a white man who lived near "Barber's Cross-roads" in Isle-of Wight County, and who
was popularly supposed to be connected with the "underground railroad that spirited away negro slaves to the North.
It began like this: "Oh, Johnny Booker, help dis nigger, Oh, Johnny Booker, do," the other words not being
remembered. This condition of the music of the negro continued until a few years previous to the War of the
Rebellion, when a church was built, or purchased, in Richmond, Va., for the exclusive use of the Negroes, and was
presided over by the celebrated negro preacher know as "Brother Jasper," who was a remarkable negro in many
respects, original and aggressive, with a wonderful flow of language, and after the war lectured in many states, North
and South, upon the subject of "De Sun do Move" insisting that it "do move." Supporting his assumptions by
quotations from the Bible, at the same time challenging all comers to answer him , "Sah."
At this church, known as the "African Church," considerable progress was made in the voices of the
Negroes; and some good ladies interested themselves in the musical instruction of a young mulatto girl who had
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shown marked aptitude in comprehending the "gentle art," and this girl presently performed on a little parlor organ
or melodeon, in the church.
Going North during the latter part of the war, I was commissary storekeeper at the fortified military post of
Portsmouth, Va., General Robt. Veile, commanding. During the first of the year 1865, the post was threatened from
the south, by the Confederate General Longstreet; and General B. F. Butler sent us hastily, five thousand negro
troops from his headquarters at Fortress Monroe, and they rapidly disembarked from steamers and barges on the
dock very near our commissary department, formed and proceeded to the fortifications, a mile or two outside the
town, with two bands, one in front and one in rear, and while thus on the quick march with both bands playing, with
the clash of bands, roar of drums, and blaze of trumpets, these
five thousand negro troops, all splendidly equipped, sang, in the most tremendous volume of tone that I shall ever
hear again in this world, the popular war song of "Babylon has Fallen," that fairly shook the town, and added
consternation and terror to the hearts of the rebel part of the population. Longstreet retired without delivering the
assault against our fortifications.
I may conclude by stating that just after the conclusion of the War of the Rebellion, I was appointed a
commissioner of the Freedman's Bureau, in the valley at Staunton, Va., also having charge of the "Freedman's
schools" established by Geo. O. Howard, General superintendent of the "Bureau of refugees, Freedman and
Abandoned Lands," and therefore had exceptional advantages for observing the aptitude and capabilities of the negro
in receiving and comprehending the general and musical education imparted to the Negroes by the teachers sent from
the North, three ladies and two gentlemen; and I noted with pleasure the readiness with which they received and
retained the valuable instructions imparted to them, and I have no hesitation in saying that Negroes can readily be
taught music, successfully, or anything else of value, by good teachers who understand something of the negro
character. But one of the most depressing connections of the education of the negro is the lack of encouragement and
approval on the part of the southern people particularly, though the conditions in that respect are improving.
If music is the "voice of the angels," as Carlyle asserts very prettily, why should we not encourage and teach
the "voice of the angels,." to the negro? They might even be "angels" -'some day." William J. Dews, Wash. D. C.

1901 - METRONOME
THE ORIGIN OF RAG TIME - Al Wilson, the singing star of the "Watch on the Rhine," gives the
following account of the origin of rag time:"Rag time comes from St. Louis. In the latter forties and early fifties there came down from the hills on the
west bank of the Mississippi a creek which was called Rocky Branch. At its junction with the "father of waters" was
a shipyard owned and worked for many years by the father of 'Burt' Clark, who gave me this story. A little further to
the north of Rocky Branch a slough known as Horse Creek made an inroad into the land and formed an island which
was known as Buzzard's Roost, while the territory adjacent of the branch was called Shake Ragtown. Clark tells the
story as follows:-The Shake Raggers and Buzzard Roosters were always at war with each other, and for the
protection of those living on our side of the creek (the Shake Raggers) had planted a flag pole made from one of the
spars taken from father's shipyard right in the center of the settlement, so that when wanted we could call the clans
together by hoisting a red flag, if for a fight, and a white rag, usually stolen from a clothes line, if for a dance.
"When a dance was flagged then all the families from Whooping Schneider to Drunken Schneider, with big
George Schneider to Little Fatty Schneider with all their cohorts, and they nearly filled the settlement, would attend.
For music we called in a left-handed fiddler, a Frenchman named Tebeau, whose musical proficiency was limited to
three tunes, "Arkansas Traveler," "Money Musk" and the old fashioned plain square quadrille; to make up for his
lack of music and to give variety to his performance he would also sing the tune and keep time by pounding on the
floor with his heavy boots. His playing went as near as I can recollect:
Diddle De De-pound, pound, pound, Diddle De Dum, pound, pound, pound,
Diddle De De Dum De Dum, pound, pound pound.
and so on; and instead of calling the figures he would sing them. There were but five known to him and we used to
dance them over and over again till Tebeau got tired of fiddling, pounding and singing them.
"It was not long before the Shake Raggers' dances became known all over St. Louis, and the left-handed
fiddler Tebeau was called to preside at more pretentious affairs. Musicians soon imitated him, and it was not long
before the concert saloons and free and easy places along the levee, where river men and roustabouts congregated,
picked it up, and naturally, as the Mississippi was then the main artery of travel, Tebeau's ragtime extended along its
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length and spread up and down its tributaries until it became known all over the country. Clark also tells me that
ragtime was first heard on any stage at Esher's Bowery, where Tommy Peal and Alex. Ross first danced step to it.
J.C. (Fatty) Stewart, was stage manager there at that time, and Harry Fisher, so long known as Harrigan and Hart's
Dutchman, and this season playing an Irish comedy part with his East Side New York Dutch Dialect, was one of the
company. Archie Boyd, myself (Clarke), Joe Emmett, a sign painter then, and later on Gus Thomas, the playwright,
used to loaf there, "And so," concluded Wilson, "you have now heard the true origin of ragtime."

1901 – New York Herald – Jan 13
There is in this country at the present time a celebrated writer of classical music whose propensity for
composing dary dances has given him an international reputation. His name is Al Holzmann and he is a German of
high musical education. His knowledge of bass and counterpoint is thorough, and his standard compostions bear the
stamp of ha;rmonic lore, which makes his proclivity for the writing of the popular style of music the more
remarkable. Still, he continues to compose the latter, and with such unqualified success that his name has now
become associated with the leading successes in this line in the country.
When John Philip Sousa raised his baton to the opening measures of composer Holzmann famous “Smoky
Mokes,” last season the noted bandmaster’s audience was nonplussed. Then surprise gave way to delight and
vociferous applause. Persons in the audience consulted their programmes discovered a new genius in their midst.
From the hour the name of Holzmann was a byword for American cakewalks and “Smoky Mokes” re-echoed upon
the pianos of a million music lovers. Then follwed “A Bunch of Blackberries” and other famous oddities in Southern
music by the same composer.
An interesting idea of the American love for the Dvorak theme in plantation melody is seen in Composer
Holzmann’s latest creation,”Hunky dory.” As may be gleamed from the accompanying extract of this quaint
composition,the music is a happy combination of the cakewalk and the two-step. The melody is rhythmical and full
of jingling originality and tempts one’s feet to impulsive action. The HERALD presents this unique creation to its
readers from Composer Holzmann’s original manuscript. The dance will be simultaneously producted in England,
France and germany during the coming month, and is already in vogue with the leading orchestras and bands in this
country. M.H.R.

1901 - AMERICAN MUSICIAN - JULY
WAR ON RAG-TIME - Rag-time has passed the zenith of its popularity, musicians say, and they are now
anxious to lay out the corpse. The edict has gone forth from the convention hall of the American Federation of
Musicians. Rag-time must go.
"That does not mean," said the emergency (?) President of the A. F. of M., "that we are to play nothing but
Beethoven's symphonies to park Sunday crowds, but it does mean that, we will substitute music of some real merit
for rag-time trash, and show the people the difference. We don't have to play classics to play good music. We intend
to play popular airs instead of a senseless jumble of words and notes. The musicians know what is good, and if the
people don't, we will have to teach them.
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"Why, some bands have almost forgotten how to play real music, and publishers won't think of taking any
compositions that are really meritorious. But just see how they snatch at 'Rag-Time Skedaddle,' and other ridiculous
and, in some cases, obscure songs.
"The rag-time craze has lowered the standard of American music as compared with other countries. We
have duty as well as business to look after, and we will not give way to a popular demand that is degrading."
John C. Weber the popular and well known leader, has ideas of his own on the subject. At the Eden Park
concert Sunday he played a rag-time medley. "It's like this," said he, "suppose you are a grocer. You don't like
Limburger cheese. But some other people do. When they ask for it, you sell it to them, although you can't see how
they can eat it. That's the way with us about rag-time. If the people want it, why let them have it. One thing is certain
when rag-time is called for I'll have it played and won't worry about whims or dislike from any of my performers. I
shall always endeavor to please those who pay the fiddler."
SUPPRESSION OF "RAG TIME." - A resolution, adopted by the members of the American Federation of
Musicians, to do everything in their power to suppress "rag-time" tunes, is the subject of much discussion A writer in
the New York sun has grown sarcastic about it. He says:
"It is possible to be too high and mighty in regard to music as in regard to literature. It is your duty, many
essayists and lecturers say to read only the best books and the greatest. We have a theory that these excellent advisers
read 'Ouida's' novels. We have heard a great purist in music-one of those fellows who order you to stick to Bach and
Handel and the other immortals-such a faultless being have we heard whistling 'coon songs.' So difficult it is to be on
stilts all the time. The safe rule is to like what you please, and if you like 'ragtime' music, like it, and bid those who
would interfere with you go hang. It is better to be tolerant than to be learned. But rag-time strains are delightful all
the same. We doubt if the man who haughtily turns his ears upon them can really appreciate either Bach or Handel.
The great composers had their moments of rag-time. Shall not the little composers have leave to frolic, too?"
The Cincinnati Post adds
Leave us our "Coal Black Lady.'
"If you hear music and like it, be sure that somebody will explain to you that it was popular and therefore
immoral; that it lacked soul and technique and verve, and some more temmyrot that has very little to do with the
music lovers, who do not want to be uplifted, and who do want to enjoy themselves.
Last week a national association of musicians, in convention at Denver solemnly swore to play no rag-time,
and to do all in their power to counteract the pernicious influence exerted by "Mr. Johnson," "My Rag-Time Lady"
and others of the negro school.
To most people music is not a serious matter. It is amusement and relaxation. It drives away the blues, and
makes happy thrills run all over our system It is refining and has a natural tendency to elevate mankind.
But the people do not want to be educated all the time. They have not asked anybody to change their
natures. They know what they want. Their great desire with music is to be pleased-to forget for a time that there is
anything in this world but sunshine and laughter, and birds and flowers and purling brooks.
And they find all those things in the homely and catchy pieces that quicken the heartbeats and make the
nerves tingle with delight; yes, in rag-time, bubbling, frothing, sparkling; as light as a summer breeze and as sweet as
woman's kiss.
Rag-time is here to stay. It's the people's music. It's the children's delight. The musicians who play what the
people want are wise, and the self-summoned martyrs who would take away a pleasure that is wholly innocent will
have themselves to thank when jobs are few.

1901 - COSMOPOLITAN - OCT.
FROM BREAKDOWN TO RAG-TIME - by Charles Reginald Sherlock - The most genuine things that
have been done upon the stage in the guise of negro portraiture are as far apart as 1830 and 1895. The attempt began
with the breakdown of Thomas D. Rice and George Washington Dixon and ends with the rag-time of May Irwin and
Fay Templeton; as an example of fidelity to nature the "Jump Jim Crow" of sixty-five years ago is to be compared
only to the modern self. "You won't get no money you needn't come runnin'. In the main the intervening years have
been filled with various forms of mimicry of the American negro that can be described in no other way than as broad
caricature of the subject. You would look in vain in real life for the counterpart of the traditional darkey of the stage,
as depicted so delightfully by a long line of negro minstrels, among whom performers like Dan Bryant, Eph Horn,
Billy Birch Charley Backus, Cool White, Nelse Seymour, Cal Wagner, Dan Emmett, Dave Reed, Sam Devers, Harry
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Stanwood, Hughey Dougherty, Billy Emerson, Lew Benedict, Mike Barlow, George Thatcher and George Wilson
take rank as premiers. Amusing they were, beyond question, but they sketched so roughly in burnt cork that their
portrayals were as unreal as most of the theatrical properties" which went along with them. It has been many years,
indeed, since performers of the highest repute in negro minstrelsy have attempted to imitate even the dialect that still
remains one of the distinguishing marks of the race they represented. As a matter of fact, Dan Bryant-and who ever
wore the sable mask with greater honor?-was never so happy as when singing "Shamus O'Brien" in black face and an
Irish brogue! In costuming the different creations with which their fame was identified all these celebrities went to
the farthest extremes, gross exaggeration being the invariable rule. With something akin to underline action by the
most famous performers has been distinguished by big feet and diminutive hats, trademarks that seemed destined to
resist innovation for all time. Only with the advent of rag-time, four or five years ago, did this style of dress start on
its way to the rag-man. So it happens that the stage copy of the genuine negro is to-day nearer the original in essential
characteristics than anything that has gone before, for we have him in the modern form as New York knows him on
Thompson Street, and as he disports himself in the colored colonies of other cities. Miscegenation, or something
worse, has peaked the nose of the negro of slavery days, has taken the kinks out of his wiry locks, and has holy
stoned his complexion, but the shuffle of the tarheel still remains, as do his ingrained love of song and dance, his
heedlessness of life in general and his love of show in particular. In these traits, accentuated for theatrical purposes,
he is being made visible to-day.
It is to be said, therefore, that the modern performer has ceased to seek the extreme and fantastic at the
expense of truth, and is now going to original sources for his material. This is what was done at the beginning, or
what may be termed the beginning, by Thomas D. Rice, whose "Jim Crow" was for so long a period the accepted
type of the stage negro. Blackened faces had figured in the drama long before Rice's time-as far back as the date of a
first production of "Othello"-but to him seems to belong the distinction of having brought the negro forward as
truthful picture. Rice, and Rice's predecessors in burnt cork, and "danced Juba" and executed breakdowns, in every
description of motley wear, regardless of the actual quaintness of the droll people they pretended to represent. Rice
found an old cripple of a nigger, doing odd jobs around a livery stable in Louisville, and made him his own. By the
closest mimicry he put "Jim Crow" on the stage, dressed in tatters as he dressed, shaking his palsied legs as he did
and singing his very words:
"Wheel about, turn about, Do jis' so. An'; ebery time I wheel about I jump Jim Crow."
Rice seems to have originated the only real negro of his day. The cotton fields of Georgia, the sugar
plantations of Louisiana, the wide acres sown with tobacco in Virginia, as well as the levees of New Orleans, of
Natchez and of Memphis, swarming with black people, seem to have been fallow ground in the estimation of the
actors of fifty, sixty and seventy years ago. "Jim Crow" ran his course, and in quick sequence was followed by the
"Dandy Jims," the "Spruce Pinks," the "Bone Squahes," all fanciful delineations of the negro, in so far as they
avoided use of the better material at hand. Except that the cars now set apart by law for the occupancy of colored
folks in certain Southern States usually go by the name of "Jim Crow," this designation is only a memory. Even the
fact that Joseph Jefferson, the grand old man of to-day's stage, made his first appearance as a pocket edition of Rice's
"Jim Crow," and with Rice, when the former was a toddler of three years, has not made the title more familiar.
After "Jim Crow," the stage seems to have returned to a negro representation that scorned the truthful
picture, droll as the truthful picture ought to have been. But the fact is, we have had a traditional, not a real, negro on
the stage. First of all, he has not dressed the part. After smutting their faces, the performers most famous in this line
have done little else to keep up the illusion. May Irwin in rouge and rice powder gives a better imitation, in as much
as aside from the black face she is the beau ideal of somebody's "baby," or somebody who loves his "baby." Looking
for the genesis of the art, we find that for whole epochs the "long-tailed blue" was the prevailing fashion. This
garment got its name from a song that had its reign in 1838. Aside from the perennial use of tremendous soles and
miniature hats, the rule has ever been to deck out the negro in pantaloons of red-and-white checks of titanic size and
coats of outlandish pattern. Variations of these general forms have come down to us like heirlooms. There came a
period along in the '50's when there was a break in these vain devices, the outcome of which was the introduction of
a plantation darkey who wore "pants"-the costumers who made the garments cut the word as well as the gunnybagheld up by one suspender in a very precarious manner. This type of negro came as close to nature as the profession
ever got. He was the shiftless, good-for-nothing nigger, whose companion-piece many years later was Topsy in
"Uncle Tom's Cabin." With the advent of the darkey whose badge was the one suspender came a style of dancing
that most resembled the dancing of the real negro. It was called the "Essence of Ole Virginny," and may be said to
have reached its highest perfection many years later in the performances of Dan Bryant. The jig and reel in one form
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or another appear to have antedated the "essence" so -called, the widest departure from these dances having been in
the efforts of those who "jumped Jim Crow." The rocking heel, which is an element of pedal motion in every negro
dance, was first exemplified by Rice as "Jim Crow." In that respect his dancing was typical of the negro race, even if
its originator did draw his inspiration from a single source. Frank Brower and Murt Sexton, two performers of note
in their day, had both danced "essences" as Dixon had danced to the song "Old Zip Coon," seven or eight years
earlier. Old prints of Dixon in this specialty show him doing a step that must have been the foundation of the
"essence," a dance that made work for the hands as well as the feet, the palms being held at right angles with the
wrists, while the arms were extended in a sort of pushing gesture. The essence had a long lease of life, due, no doubt,
to its having been made a conspicuous feature of negro minstrelsy, in the regulation form of the entertainment, after
it had been established as such by Billy Whitlock and Dan Emmett in 1843. Until their band was organized and made
a bid for popular favor, the stage negro had been an unattached straggler whose individual efforts had been
sandwiched between the acts of dramatic productions, chiefly as interludes to a bill of farces, but occasionally as a
sugar-coat for a heavy dose of Shakespearean tragedy. In their new combination of talent, including Whitlock, Dan
Emmett, Frank Brower and Dick Pelham (whose "Ginger Blue" is a pleasing memory), new possibilities were
quickly developed, and one of the results was the gradual evolution of the half-circle in which, from that day to this,
the "first part" of every minstrel performance is given. The Christys (E. P, and George) are, however, credited with
the eventual arrangement of the minstrel bill into acts in about the order that has since prevailed. Next in historical
succession came the walk-around-and as an accompaniment to it the older breakdown, for which Dan Emmett wrote
a long list of songs. "Lucy Long" walk around, if not the first, was among the first, and there followed "Old Dan
Tucker," "Walk Along, John," "Chaw Roast Beef," "Early in the Mornin'," "I Ain't Got Time to Tarry," "High Low
Jack," "Loozyanna Lowlands" and others. The walk-around was always made the finale of the first part, and was
usually repeated at the end of the show as a spectacle on which to drop the curtain. It was intended to be written in
march-time, and to its spirited strains the whole company would circumnavigate the stage, in a dance-step that was
little more than a jerky elevation of the legs below the knees, much like the "Buck and Wing" dances of the present
day. It was as long ago as this-the walk-around being in highest estate with Bryant's Minstrels in the sixties-that the
spatting of dance-time with the outspread palms on the knees was invented. To this manual accompaniment the
breakdowns were often done. Cleverly executed, this tattoo will set the saltatorial nerves in motion as quickly as the
catchiest music.
As the minstrel troupes multiplied in number, and new acts were demanded to enliven the programs, the
clog-dancers came to the fore, and faithful representation of the negro drifted farther away from its moorings. The
clog, danced in shoes with wooden soles, bore no earmarks of Dixie. The darkeys never did it. Half the battle in the
clog-dance was a gaudy costume, consisting of a ruffled shirt, silken knee breeches, spangled stockings and red
leather shoes. By and by the dancers mounted high pedestals, on which, with marble slabs for a footing, they cut
graceful capers. They tacked pennies loosely on their heels to make a little jingling accompaniment for the music,
and when dancing in duets, trios or quartettes, devised steps which involved taps upon each others' heels. There was
too much poetry of motion in this dancing to resemble in the slightest degree what the negro did, or could do, on his
feet. The essential element of grotesqueness was entirely absent. Female impersonation, of which the Only Leon and
the Great Eugene were the best exponents; the banjo soloists, among whom Harry Stanwood and Sam Devere ranked
highest, and stump-speak progressive members were sitting up o' nights trying to hit on something novel. All sorts of
efforts were made to get out of the old ruts, but not until the specialty known as the "song and dance" was developed
did the negro minstrels reach a milestone. Like the clog-dance, however, the best that could be said of it was that it
was graceful and pretty. It did not go to original sources. It was like a revival of the "Dandy Jim of South Carolina,"
which Barney Williams, afterward the Irish comedian, did in 1838. It set the performers who went with the tide
singing love-songs, and not a few of them were skillfully written and beautifully scored. Unusual chances were
afforded men who had vocal gifts. Of these, perhaps Billy Emerson was the foremost. His singing of a waltz like
"Love among the Roses" was a grateful reminder to old theater-goers of the good times in minstrelsy when "Old
Folks at Home," "Massa's in the Cold, Cold Ground," "Way Down Upon the S'wanee river," "Oh, Susanna, Don't
you Cry for Me," and other songs as tuneful and plaintive, were made to suggest the melody of the wind soughing in
the canebrake. It can be said of the older minstrels that they did not often believe the name they took. They could
sing. Emerson and Bobby Newcomb, too, were personifications of grace in their movements, and in the natty dress
which the fashion of the specialty prescribed, they made pictures that are painted on the memory in fast colors. This
dress was a jaunty silk or plush jacket, with bobtails and wide lapels, a flaring waistcoat and knee breeches of the
same material, all in bright color; silk stockings, usually striped in red or blue, and a nobby straw hat. The idea was
to portray a very genteel member of the colored population.
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Contemporary with Emerson and Newcomb, as well as a host of seconds in command, Delehanty and
Hengler, who sang and danced double, did as much as anybody to popularize this style of entertainment. Their
"Little bunch of Rose by My side" was a genuine treat of its kind. They struck on the little trick, everywhere copied
in later years of making their entrance to low music from opposite sides of the stage, backing in to a dance-step.
After a time the exquisiteness of this form of song and dance was relegated to the rear-though not absolutely-to be
replaced by a modification of it, introducing a team in which one member appeared as a wench. This act was usually
dressed in the traditionally grotesque way-big shoes, little hats, checkered trousers- and immediately the musical
value of the song went by the board. Of this kindred were "I Really Shall Expire," "The Yellow Gal That Winked at
Me," "Big Sunflower." "Sally Come up," and loudest voiced of all, "Shoo fly, Don't Bodder Me." This song is said
to have been picked up on the Isthmus of Panama, where it was indigenous to the soil, by a negro who taught it to
Billy Birch and his partner, Charley Backus, but its success was so great that it was soon appropriated by every
mountebank who had a match and a cork to burn. The refrain of this tropical ditty became engrafted into the
American tongue as a catch-phrase, and on one occasion in the House of Representatives was so viciously hurled at a
party leader-noted as a parliamentary wit-who was interrupting a debate, that he staggered under the shock. Thus was
the laugh of the country turned on "Sunset" Cox.
The song and dance lasted long enough to bear fruit. For example, there was an acrobatic song and dance,
in which the dance was elaborated by the performer throwing flipflaps in circus style. This was Charley Walters'
device, and he came from the sawdust arena to do it. Other tumblers, looking for winter employment, followed suit,
and in due course the minstrels and variety-halls were being recruited from the tented ring. It is of interest here to
remark, possibly, that in the infancy of negro delineation black-face acts were performed on the backs of circus
horses, and that Robert Farrell, an equestrian, claimed to have been the original "Old Zip Coon." As an incident of
the genteel song and dance, Charley Diamond performed it with a harp slung from his shoulder, to the delicate
pickings of which he warbled and shuffled.
Much that has had the merit of newness has had a place in negro minstrelsy during the past twenty or twenty
five years. It is true nevertheless, that the old-time brand of performance in black face has not undergone
improvement, for its sphere of usefulness has been superseded by the variety-hall and after that by the vaudeville
houses. Now and then only, during these years, have entertainments under the old name been given equal in rank to
those remembered at the hands of Byrant, Buckley's Serenaders, Kelly and Leon, Lew Benedict, Sam Sharpley,
Birch, Wambold, Backus, Budworth and the rest. Across the stage have paraded long processions of "musical
mokes," "Knock-abouts" and "monologists," while the singer and the dancer have vainly sought restoration to their
pristine glory. Performers like Lew Dockstader, George Thatcher and George Wilson, who have done a stint of work
driving dull care off the face of the earth, pretend to sing, but as Billy Florence used to say of Bardwell Slote, "those
who have heard them say they don't." We had glimpses of old-time minstrelsy in such things as Luke Schoolcraft's
"Watermelon Man," Happy Cal Wagner's "Funny Old Gal from the South Carolina State," and Milt Barlow's
inimitable mimicry of negro old age, but they have been as fleeting as summer clouds. It began to look as if the negro
delineator, like Uncle Ned, would have to "hang up the diffle and the bow," for minstrelsy was of a truth on its last
legs. Not a theater in New York was devoted to it, where once it held high revel. And yet the negro can never wholly
lose his place on the American stage. Even where the old-time darkey has not been preserved, his melodies are sung
and his steps are executed by the vaudeville artists or the ballad singer, and even the Irish comedian often tells a
"coon" joke. There are, moreover, but few light operas or plays which can afford to ignore the darkey lullaby or ragtime, and it is safe to say that while the negro may be slighted for a time he has left a lasting impress on the American
stage.
The Mungos, Fridays, Gumbos, Sambos and Boneses of the old days are gone, but the American negro lives
again in Mr. Johnson, Mr. Jackson and Mr. Washington, of Thompson Street, who were antedated no doubt by the
advent of Harrigan and Hart's "Full Moons," who, with Johnny Wild at their head, carried everything before them in
Ned Harrigan's series of stage pictures of New York life. With an ear thus attuned to darkey melody the stage was
ready to listen, two or three years later, to a new herald of the south the "mammy's lullaby"-which strangely enough
had waited all this time for its deserved recognition, some desultory attempts of the long past to introduce it having
come to naught. "Louisiana Lon" was in this class of song one of the most noteworthy. Others as plaintively sweet
followed, and it was not long before the whole country was crooning in the minor chords of this tender music. Our
colored brother is with us once again, a type, too, claiming reasonable likeness to what he is in actual life. The
remorseless processes of civilization have lifted him above the level of his venerable ancestor. "Jim Crow," but he
boasts the same distinction at last. He is real in many things. In the back streets of most southern cities the eccentric
evolutions of the buck-and wing- dancers have been known for years. Even the rag-time, that decidedly unique
development of harmonies, is a child by adoption of the stage. As for the cake-walk, it had been a waiters' diversion
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in hundreds of hotels long before it was subjected to the glare of the footlights, and introduced into ballrooms to
relieve the monotony of the Virginia reel.
Who can say whether rag-time is not the much-vaunted music of the future? Verily it has had a glorious past
already, for was it not to the joyous acclaim of "There'll Be a Hot Time in the Old Town To-night" that the American
victors in Spanish Santiago signalized the long-delayed end of tyranny in the West Indies, July 1, 1898? From the
uxonions Moor in the first "Othello" to the crap playing "Mr. Nigger" in May Irwin's song is a far cry, but in the end
the American negro has come into his own, and that he reads his title clear is proved by his determination to share
the rewards of minstrelsy with his white imitators. The Georgia Minstrels were the most notable of the early
organizations in which genuine black men replaced the usual white performers, and in these latter days the company
of real "coons" and "yaller gals" and "pickaninnies" with its cake-walks and characteristic rag-time songs has almost
a monopoly of the negro minstrelsy field. The real negro is on the stage himself in full feather, for the first time in his
history the professional disputant of the white actor in the same line.

1901 - MUSICIAN - NOV.
SYNCOPATED RHYTHM VS. "RAG-TIME." - The subject of "Rag-Time" has never interested me, and
in company with other musicians I have, heretofore, ignored it. But now it is my desire to correct an impression
which seems to prevail among certain people, to wit: That rag-time is a musical peculiarity invented by the recent
makers of coon songs and other variety-hall concoctions. This is not true. Rag-Time is merely a common form of
syncopation in which the rhythm is distorted in order to produce a more or less ragged, hysterical effect.
In the Theory of Interpretation I have already demonstrated that syncopated rhythms are used by classic
composers for some of the following purposes;
1. As a relief and contrast to the monotony of regular rhythms.
2. As a means of expression or of bringing forward two opposing principles-dual rhythms being
suggestive of strife or contention.
3. As local color, by imitating the rhythm of certain national songs or dances in which some
form of syncopation is a characteristic feature.
That old Spanish dance, the Zarabanda, illustrates the early use of syncopation. The accented second beat
was suggested by the poses of the dancers and therefore the syncopation served a distinct purpose, as it does in the
more modern polonaise and bolero.
In the compositions of Bach and Handel we find that syncopated rhythms are an inherent part of the music
design; Haydn used them more for the sake of variety. In the works of Mozart, Beethoven and Schubert syncopation
serves both purposes, especially in their symphonies.
Every pianist will recall the leading motive in Beethoven's sonata in G, beginning like this:

The composition of Chopin and Schumann contain innumerable instances of unusual rhythmic arrangement
and combination. An interesting example occurs in the second period of the Schumann Lied by Schumann, Op. 124,
XVI, where the melody is divided thus:

This is much more individual and expressive than the common arrangement,

would have been. A similar effect occurs in the A flat waltz by Chopin, Op. 42. The melody is virtually in 2-4, while
the accompaniment remains in triple measure.
Syncopated and dual rhythms occur prominently in may Spanish dances, especially in the bolero and the
Cuban dance, Habanera. In the latter this rhythm is of frequent occurrence:
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"Souvenir de la Havanna," "El Cocaye," and the famous "O jos criollos," by Gottschalk, illustrate this
peculiarity very faithfully. But the rag-time "compositioners" have undoubtedly found their most direct source of
supply in the Hungarian song-dances. In several works I have described and illustrated the Czardas, which is always
syncopated. The slow movement (lassan) is especially so:

This dates back to the time of the Cythians and owes its origin to the unusual syllabic arrangement of the
words sung to the dance. This peculiarity has been observed in the songs of Scotland and English writers call it the
"Scotch snap."
Also the negro melodies contain this Iambic feature. Dvorak, in his so-called "New World symphony," uses
these displaced accents frequently, as thus in the second theme:

This is similar to a once famous Southern plantation song and bears evidence of its Ethiopian origin.
Indeed, it is scarcely possible to mention a standard composer who has not employed some form of
syncopation in certain of his compositions.
I have observed that the principal charm of Nevin's popular Serenade ("Good-night, good-night, beloved")
is owing to the peculiar form of syncopation in the melody, thus:

But for this genial touch of inspiration the song would be quite commonplace, as the melodic features are not
remarkable. This assumes somewhat the character of a free rubato effect. (When I told the late composer of my
liking for this serenade, I remember his somewhat incredulous smile as he replied: "Why, I composed that when I
was a boy.")
In conclusion, it is evident that none of the so-called rag-time songs or dances is, in any sense, new or
original, but that they are adaptations and perversions of the czardas, the habanera and the southern plantation song.
Also, that unusual rhythmic combinations and syncopations have been used so extensively by high-class composers
that it is not possible for coon song composers to invent anything along these lines.

1902 - THE MUSICIAN - OCT.
ETHIOPIAN SYNCOPATION-THE DECLINE OF RAGTIME -by W. F. Gates - The popular craze for
"rag-time" music seems to be on the wane, and it is not probable that musicians generally will deplore its gradual
departure. This craze was a unique example of an exaggerated use of a musical idiom that in itself is not only a
lawful means of musical expression, but one that, used in reasonable moderation and in proper surroundings, is full
of beauty and interest, namely, the feature of syncopation.
Every child with any pretensions of a smattering of musical knowledge knows that syncopation is a
covering up or passing on of an accent to the next part of the measure. It is a feature of musical writing that is as old
as the works of the classic masters, yet all of a sudden it is taken up over here in the New World, carried to an
exaggerated degree, attached to words of supposed Ethiopian origin (often called poetry by the misguided authors),
and goes the extreme of becoming a musical craze.
A hopper is fitted onto the press and into it are poured jerky note groups by the million, "coon poetry" by
the ream, colored inks by the ton, and out of the other end of the press comes a flood of "ragtime" abominations that
sweeps over the country, not leaving untouched even the isolated little hamlet on the slopes of the remote Sierras, a
hundred miles from the nearest railway. On the grand piano surroundings in the New York drawing room, on the
cheap little organ in the cottage on the western plains, though all grades of society, culture and financial standing, the

- 125 -

Ethiopian syncopations have swept in a tide that is only now beginning to pull on the taste of an over tickled public
palate.
And with all this, not a word can be said against the idea of syncopation per se. It is legitimate and beautiful
medium of expression. But it has fallen into bad company, been dragged in the mire of the commonplace and
inartistic been loaded down with poetical abortions and hauled through degrading associations until it was in danger
of losing, for the time being its true significance and artistic power.
Looking at the matter from an artistic standpoint, the fact that the works of Beethoven, Mendelssohn,
Wagner and others furnish numerous examples of syncopation does not excuse the extreme use and extreme
perversions to inartistic ends that has marked this craze. True, some good times have been turned out; but they only
emphasize the fact that certain of the more talented writers have been drawn into the muddy stream in hopes of
bringing up some gold in the handful of mud.
Looking at the matter from the side of the largely unmusical public, I am inclined to think that this delight in
the jerky lilt of "rag time" music comes from the fact that it furnishes a musical outlet for the extreme nervousness of
American youth. Our prominent characteristic as a nation is that we can not sit down in our homes and our home
towns and be content to follow our vocations in quiet and peace. No, we must be up and moving. We must try
conditions in other places; we must dispose of our business here and see if we cannot make more money somewhere
else. We must move on, even though there be no profit in it. At any rate, we will have the satisfaction of having
"seen the country." And all this tends to destroy our steadiness and perseverance. No nation more deserves the name
of a nation of roamers-a result largely of our national nervousness.
Another impetus to our rambling, though to speak of this may be slightly off my subject, is the continual
urging we are subject to from the transportation companies. Excursions in all directions; home-seeking trips for
people that already have comfortable homes and would be happy if allowed to enjoy them in undisturbed peace;
tours and travel till the feeling of permanence is destroyed; old associations full of warm friendship and hallowed
memories broken off trying something new; moving on from Massachusetts to Illinois, from Illinois to Kansas, from
Kansas to California, and they what? Perhaps a little home on a sandy mesa, a rain once in three months, a slender
income, and finally, a despondent trip back to the old home to find the neighbors of former days prosperous and
satisfied. this is one side, in many cases there is a brighter one. But I use this illustration, which is not at all a fancy
picture, but one I have seen too often in painful colors, simply to exemplify this American spirit of nervousness that
has its outlet in so many ways that are peculiar to our people.
This spirit of national unrest shows itself in all features of life, in the home, in the business, in the church, in
society, in education, in recreation, and naturally in artistic matters as well, or rather, in those features of art that our
too in artistic lives may touch upon. And, of course, our music has to suffer as well as the rest. Hence this plague of
syncopations as penetrating in its sweep as the Egyptian one of flies, and as distasteful to the musical nature as was
the buzzing plague to the worshipper of Isis.
But, as I said at first, this craze for "rag-time" seems to be on the wane. It is certainly to be hoped so. For it
creates in the minds of the young a distaste for that which is more staid and solid, more dignified and useful. It is an
appetite for spices rather than for nutritious foods. So its decline is a matter for congratulation to the teacher.
I saw an illustration of this change in tendency a few days ago that, while somewhat comical, pointed a little
to the gradual change in popular taste. But it showed how prevalent the perverted taste was when a man had to
advertise for a wife that was not steeped in "rag-time." It read as follows:
"A bachelor of forty, an expatriate from Manhattan by reason of incompatibility of climate, desires the
acquaintance of a lady of cultivated musical taste (pianist) who is unencumbered and in the enjoyment of full
autonomy. To prevent any misunderstanding of my conception of the term "musical," would say that Ethiopian
syncopation is my aversion and So-So's marches are a weariness. Address, in confidence, R. Box 34, Times office."

1903 - JOURNAL OF AMERICAN FOLK-LORE - JAN.-MARCH
NOTES ON NEGRO MUSIC - During May and June of 1901 and 1902 I was engaged in excavating for the
Peabody Museum of Harvard University a mound in Coahoma County, northern Mississippi. At these times we had
some opportunity of observing the Negroes and their ways at close range; as we lived in tent or cabin very much as
do the rest of the small farmers and laborers, white and black, of the district. Busy archaeologically, we had not very
much time left for folk-lore, in itself of not easy excavation, but willy-nilly our ears were beset with an abundance of
ethnological material in song,-words and music. In spite of faulty memory and musical incompetency, what follows,
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collected by Mr. Farabee and myself, may perhaps be accepted as notes, suggestions for future study in
classification, and incidents of interest in the recollecting, possibly in the telling.
The music of the Negroes which we listened to may be put under three heads: the songs sung by our men
when at work digging or wheeling on the mound, unaccompanied; the songs of the same men at quarters or on the
march, with guitar accompaniment; and the songs, unaccompanied, of the indigenous Negroes,-indigenous opposed
to our men imported from Clarksdale, fifteen miles distant.
Most of the human noise of the township was caused by our men, nine to fifteen in number, at their work.
On their beginning a trench at the surface the woods for a day would echo their yelling with faithfulness. The next
day or two these artists being, like the Bayreuth orchestra, sunk out of sight, there would arise from behind the dump
heap a not unwholesome pvypos as of the quiescent Furies. Of course this singing assisted the physical labor in the
same way as that of sailors tugging ropes or of soldiers invited to march by drum and band. They tell, in fact, of a
famous singer besought by his co-workers not to sing a particular song, for it made them work too hard, and a singer
of good voice and endurance is sometimes hired for the very purpose of arousing and keeping up the energy of labor.
This singing in the trenches may be subdivided into melodic and rhythmic'; the melodic into sacred and
profane, the rhythmic into general and apposite.
Our men had equal penchants for hymns and "ragtime." The Methodist hymns sung on Sundays were
repeated in unhappy strains, often lead by one as Chorus, with a refrain in "tutti," hymns of the most doleful import.
Rapid changes were made from these to "ragtime" melodies of which "Molly Brown" and "goo-goo Eyes" were great
favorites. Undoubtedly picked up from passing theatrical troupes, the "ragtime" sung for us quite inverted the
supposed theory of its origin. These syncopated melodies, sung or whistled, generally in strict tempo, kept up hour
after hour a not ineffective rhythm, which we decidedly should have missed had it been absent.
More interesting humanly were the dirges and improvisations in rhythm more or less phrased sung to an
intoning more or less approaching melody. These ditties and dirges were either of a general application referring to
manners, customs, and events of Negro life or of special oppositeness improvised on the spur of the moment on a
topic then interesting. Improvising sometimes occurred in the general class, but it was more likely to be merely a
variation of some one sentiment.
The burden of the songs of the former class were "hard luck" tales (very often), love themes, suggestions
anticipate and reminiscent of favorite occupations and amusements. Some examples of the words and some of the
music are:"They had me arrested for murder and I never harmed a man."
(A Negro and the law courts are not for long parted). Other songs had a refrain of "going down the river" (possibly a
suggestion of the old slave market at New Orleans), or a continuous wail on "The time ain't long," or hopes for "next
pay-day."
Referring to occupations or amusements:Some folks say preachers won't steal; but I found two in my cornfield. One with a shovel and
t'other with a hoe, A-diggin' up my taters row by row. Old Brudder Jones setten on de log, his
hand on de trigger and his eyes on de hog. Old Dan Tucker he got drunk, fell in de fire and
kicked up a chunk I don't gamble but I don't see how my money gets away from me. When I
look up over my head makes me think of my corn and bread. (possibly meteorological.)
If one would complain of the heat, another would sing out:Don't bother me. The hotter the sun shines the better I feel.
Love ditties:The reason I loves my baby so, 'Case when she gets give dollars she give me fo'. Say, Sal,
don't you powder so We'll be too late for de party, oh. Oh we'll live on pork and kisses If
you'll only be my missus.
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A few with the notes:
Some pronunciations were noted. Murder came out plainly as "muddo" and baby as "bebe;" the latter may be from
Creole influence, but I am at a loss to explain the former. No preference other wise for "o" sounds was evinced.
Coming to more apposite ditties, the cover of this quasi-music was used to convey hints to us up above. One
Saturday, a half holiday, a sing-song came out of the trench,
Mighty long half day, Capata-in,
and one evening when my companion and I were playing a game of mumble-the-peg, our final occupation before
closing work, our choragus shouted for us to hear,
I'm so tired I'm most dead, sittin' up there playing mumblely-peg.
These are only a few. It is impossible to remember and it was impossible to put down all. The men were not
good on parade. Asked to sing for my wife while she was with us on a visit, they suddenly found it too hot, and as a
whole a request performance got no further than very poor "ragtime," "Goo-goo Eyes" with any number of encores,
and "Nigger Bully" and others quite as original probably with Miss May Irwin as with them. Their rhymes were not
necessarily more than assonance. Consonants, as seen above, were of little importance.
There was some jealousy among them as to leadership. A handsome fellow named Ike Antoine had been
undisputed leader for three months and enjoyed besides a county-wide reputation as a dancer; we imported a burley
jail-bird for the last few weeks; he was a capital worker with a voice comparable to the Bashan Bull and Tamagno.
He out-bawled Antoine, not altogether to the improvement of the music.
As regards execution, the men's voices, with the exception of Antoine's , were mediocre, but their tempo
was singularly accurate. In their refrains ending on the tonic, they sometimes sang the last note somewhat sharps. So
frequent was this that it seemed intentional or unavoidable, not merely a mistake in pitch. Otherwise their pitch was
fairly true.
Their singing at quarters and on the march with the guitar accompaniment was naturally mostly "ragtime"
with the instrument seldom venturing beyond the inversions of the three chords of a few major and minor keys. At
their cabin the vocal exercise was of a Polyphonic nature, causing congratulations at its distance. Occasionally we
would get them to sing to us with the guitar, but the spontaneity was lacking and the repertoire was limited. They
have, however, the primitive characteristic of patience under repetition, and both the trench and out of it kept up
hours-long ululation of little variety.
As to the third division, the autochthonous music, unaccompanied, it is hard to give an exact account. Our
best model for the study of this was a diligent Negro living near called by our men "Five Dollars" (suggestive of
craps), and by us "Haman's Man," from his persistent following from sunrise to sunset of the mule of that name.
These fifteen hours he filled with words and music. Hymns alternated with quite fearful oaths addressed to Haman.
Other directions intoned to him melted into strains of apparently genuine African music, sometimes with words,
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sometimes without. Long phrases there were without apparent measured rhythm, singularly hard to copy in notes.
When such sung by him and by others could be reduced to form, a few motives were made to appear, and these
copied out were usually quiet simple, based for the most part on the major or minor triad.

Some of these, picked up from various sources, including one or two of similar nature from the trenches,
are:-

The long, lonely sing-song of the fields was quite distinct from anything else, though the singer was skillful
in gliding from hymn-motives to those of the native chant. The best single recollection I have of this music is one
evening when a negress was singing her baby to sleep in her cabin just above our tents. She was of quite notable
Negro family and had a good voice. Her song was to me quite impossible to copy, weird in interval and strange in
rhythm; peculiarly beautiful. It bore some likeness to the modern Greek native singing but was better done. I only
heard her once in a lullaby, but she used sometimes to walk the fields at evening singing fortissimo, awakening the
echoes with song extremely effective. I should not omit mention of a very old negro employed on the plantation of
Mr. John Stovall of Stovall, Mississippi. He was asked to sing to us one very dark night as we sat on the gallery. His
voice as he sang had a timbre resembling a bagpipe played pianissimo or a Jew's harp played legato, and to some
indistinguishable words he hummed a rhythm of no regularity and notes apparently not more than three or more in
number at intervals within a semi-tone. The effect again was monotonous but weird, not far from Japanese. I have
not heard that kind again nor of it.
The volume of song is seen to be large and its variety not spare; they are in sharp contrast to the lack of
music among the white dwellers of the district; their life is as hard as the Negroes', with some added responsibility;
they take it infinitely harder and for one thing seem not to be able to throw off their sorrows in song as are the true
sons of the torrid zone, the Negroes. Charles Peabody

1903 - INDEPENDENT - JULY 23
THE TRUE NEGRO MUSIC AND ITS DECLINE - by Jeannette Robinson Murphy - Some day we who
are so fortunate as to have been rocked to sleep on the broad, tender bosoms of old mammies will be the envy of our
own grandchildren. There is a danger as they will clamor in vain for truthful restoration of those old days when
....etc. ( hard to read first paragraph).
Many people in America to-day, not .... the wealth and beauty of the true negro songs, not only tolerate the
manufactured "coon songs," but fail to recognize their spurious quality, and permit these attempted imitations with
which the country is flooded to pass unchallenged as the true article. Even poets of the colored race are adding to this
great wrong, and are creating a false, flippant new song to be put into the mouths of a guiltless people.
There are writers whose vaporings attract attention, and who think nothing of composing so-called negro
songs and passing them off on a credulous public, confident that their careless readers cannot tell the counterfeit
from the genuine music.
The only plan which will effectually preserve the old slave music in all its beauty, its power, its quaint and
irresistible swing will be for the Negroes themselves, by the aid of skilled annotists, by phonographs and by every art
available, to awaken to the real value of this wonderful music. They alone can work in every corner of the unique
and varied field, creating a new interest among their race alike in their camp meeting "spirituals," the crooning
lullabies of the nursery and the roustabout songs of the river.
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The sporadic efforts of a few far seeing Negroes will avail little. The negro preachers over the entire South
should be encouraged to lead in this grand work. Our judicious praise of their "spirituals" might do much to prolong
their life, but without united effort on our part looking to that end, and an increased interest and desire on theirs to
sing the songs, they must surely die. Their songs, which need no instrumental aid of any kind, are even now, in our
inconoc.... cities, being supplanted by hymns from regular English hymn books, to the accompaniment of an organan innovation to be deplored, since this new singing is not to be compared in heart power to their own spontaneous
outpourings.

There never yet has been a song what could touch the heart more in evangelistic meetings than their
beautiful "Prodigal Son, with its winding, appealing measures and soul-satisfying, plaintive words, words which tell
out the whole beautiful Bible story. In this song alone there are sometimes rendered fully one hundred different
verses, all used, it would seem, according to the mood and the inspiration of the leading singer.
This "spiritual," like all of their others, is sung differently in every locality, and furthermore, no negro ever
sings the same song twice in just the same way.
The version of "The Prodigal son," as reproduced on page 1724, is the one generally used at Georgia camp
meetings.
All of their hymns lose immeasurably by being taken out of their original settings in the churches and sung
as solos, and yet even in this form they produce a miraculous effect upon the emotions of both the learned and the
ignorant.
There is a weird, savage "shout" where the same line is repeated four times, as is evidenced in the song,
"Ole Ship O' Zion:"

The chief beauty in this song seems to lie in getting off the key in each verse. The congregation, as a body,
is incapable after the leader sings alone the first verse of getting a secure hold of the difficult diminished seventh
occurring in the note used to the first syllable of the word "Zion" in the first line, so the leading singers hit any note
that comes easiest, and the great chorus of worshippers gloriously join in with them, singing the remainder of the
tune in a higher or a lower key, generally a higher.
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This song has no refrain, which is a rarity, for most of their "spirituals" have very stirring and plaintive
refrains. In the fascinating "Sinners, Yer Wallin' on er Slender Stran'," the words and melody are used for the body of
the song and also for the refrain, the words to the first verse being repeated for the latter.

The old aunties say that these songs are so "filled wid de Holy Sperit" that they forget they are working if
they just keep singing all the time. No southerner ever doubts the truth of this statement.
It is quite the fashion among learned Northern men to call this imported African music "the only folk music
of America." Why should we not with equal justice call the transplanted Scotch, Irish and the music of other races
our American music?
These melodies certainly were brought by the Negroes from the Dark continent along with the customs and
traditions and sickening voodooism which are surviving here to-day.
To the majority of people the mention of a negro song brings up instantly vistions of "I Want Yer, Ma
Honey," or "Alabama Coon," or even the lovely "Suwannee River" and "Old Kentucky Home"-all written by white
people who are not so constructed mentally as to be able to write a genuine negro song. Some of these imitations are
indeed fetching, but it is to be hoped that none of them will survive to work further havoc with the truth.

In questioning great numbers of ex-slaves I have yet to find one who does not implicitly believe that God
himself inspired the words of all their religious hymns. If by any miracle the Bible were ..... us to-day we could look
to these unappreciated negro "spirituals" for fully one-fifth of its contents. The memory and knowledge of the Bible
among the Negroes of the old school are simply miraculous.
Way down in Kentucky was an old uncle whom every one respected. He was a great singer, and seemed to
know, as thousands of them do, countless numbers of these wonderful songs by heart. When asked about the origin
of this great and heart reviving music, which does seem to be so imbued with the power of the Holy Spirit, he
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answered me as follows: "Us old heads used ter make 'em up on de spsurn ob de moment after we wrasded wid de
Spirit and come 'thoo.' But de tunes was brung from Africky by our own granddaddies. Dey is jis milliair (merely
ear) songs. Dese days dey calls 'em ballotts, but in de old days dey calls 'em 'spirituals,' honey, case de Holy Sperit
done teached 'em ter us. Some finks Moss' Jesus teached 'em, an' I'se seend 'em start me myself in de meetin'. We'd
all be at de 'Prayers' House' on de Lawd's Day an' de white preacher, he'd be hired ter 'splain de Word, and he read
whar Moss' Zekiel done say 'dry bones gwine er lib ergin,' or 'Daniel in de lion's den' and Chile ob Grace;' de Lawd
would come a-shini' thoo' dem pages an' revibe dis old nigger's heart, an' I'd jump up dar and den and holler and
shout and sing and pray, and dey would all cotch de words, an' I'd sing it ter some old shout song or war song I'd
heard 'em sing fum Africky, and dey'd all take up de tune an' keep long at it, an' each time dey sing it dey keep aaddin' mo' an' mo' verses ter it, an' den dar it woulf jis natchully be a 'spiritual.' Dese 'sprituals' am de purtiest
moanin' music in de whole world, case dey is de whole Bible sung out and out. Notes is good nuff fer you people,
but us likes a mixtery. Dese young ladies what we see comin' 'long now ain't wuth killin' fer dey don't keer 'bout de
Bible nor the old hymns nor nuffin. Dey 'plenty spiled wid de white blood an' de eddication an' de big orgin an' de
white folks' hymn books, till it done tuk all de Holy Sperit outen 'em. Dey ain't no better dese days, wid dere dancin'
an' singin' an' cuttin' up dan de shoutin' Mefodis white folks is." (See song on page 1727)
The negro by some mysterious power does not take a breath at the end of a line or verse, but carries over his
breath from line to line and from verse to verse at the imminent risk of bursting a blood vessel. He holds on to one
note till he has a firm hold of the next one, and then besides he turns every monosyllabic word into two syllables and
places the accent where it does not belong, on the last half of the word. An instance is given immediately below
where the voice swings downward a whole octave on the word "yes."

With great ecstasy they throw their whole souls and bodies into the singing of each hymn, and seem carried
away for the time being by the potent spell which each song casts over one and all. A marked peculiarity of the negro
singing is that very often in the heat of their religious fervor they will repeat again and again the same verses. In
studying the music one finds that each verse is usually composed of one statement, frequently a crude attempt at a
Bible quotation, repeated three times. Occasionally, however, the same line is repeated but twice at the beginning
and again as a last line to each stanza. An instance of this exception occurs in the hymn "I Don't Want er be Buried in
de Storm."

Since this hymn is not infrequently employed by servants while washing windows, an interested listener has
a fine opportunity to catch every syllable and typical quirk, for we all know that the negro servant, if left alone to
"sing and git happy," will occupy an hour or more in the cleaning of a single window.
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It is often stated that there is a continuous note of sadness running through all the negro music, and that the
songs are usually in minor keys. I should say, on the contrary, that the majority of them are in the major key, and that
there is a ring of jollity, wild abandon and universal happiness in most of them. There are doleful passages occurring
occasionally, and some sad minor songs, but even in these there is pretty apt to be a change into the major key before
the hymn is finished.
Many Northern people hink that if they say "Lordy Massa," letting the voice rise at the end, they have made
great strides in mastering the negro dialect. There cannot be found many examples of the employment of this rising
inflection either in speech or in song. This seems to be characteristic of the Irish race, while, on the contrary, we find
the old aunties and uncles repeatedly dropping the voice even two octaves. An example of this is given on page
1730, in that most fascinating of all their lullabies, "A Christmas Song."
"Mary, What Yer Gwine er ame Dat Purty Leetle Baby?"
The old mammy did not quite understand the meaning of that verse in Isaiah (9,6) where he says: "And the
government shall be upon his shoulder." So she reasons it out that some one is feeding the baby Jesus on her
shoulders and "calling Him dare Governor." It is a pretty conceit, the way she carries out the whole touching song.
We can easily imagine inquisitive shepherds and adoring wise men asking the Virgin Mary what she intends
to name her precious little baby. We can see her hesitate, since she had been told he was to be called Jesus," "Son of
God" and also "Son of the Highest." So the mammy thinks, with all these prophecies concerning the naming of the
baby, it must be finally left with the Blessed Mary to decide. The Negroes will sing a great many answers to this
most natural question, giving he innumerable names by which the Son of God was called until the satisfactory name
is etched, which distinguishes Christianity from all their religions.
They all seem to know by the most wonderful instinct every "spiritual" which was ever born. Let a colored
stranger from Kentucky go to a Louisiana church and begin to sing a new song; none of those present may ever have
heard this song, and yet in a few moments they are all singing and patting it like mad, and the most singular,
inexplicable thing about it is that each member of the congregation seems to know almost to a man as quickly as the
singer himself exactly what words he is going to sing. No "lining out" is ever practiced in their singing: only with the
hymn book hymns" is this quaint custom followed. They surely must have some occult telepathy among them, for
they never make mistakes-viz., some singing one verse and some another.
The old slave loved best the miraculous points and dramatic passages in the Bible, and if the negro could be
trained along his natural lines, and his race blood kept perfectly sure, there would come some day from this people
one of the greatest orators, one of the greatest actors, one of the greatest romance writers, and surely the very greatest
musician ever lived.
But side by side with the too highly civilized white race the negro must in time have eliminated from him all
his God-given best instincts and so fail utterly. For are they not already ashamed in our large cities of their old
African music? They should be taught that slavery, with its occasional abuses, was simply a valuable training in their
evolution from savagery and not look upon their bondage and their slave music with shame. For during that period
these songs could develop because the negro was kept in such perfect segregation, and is instincts and talents had full
ply. He received then those things which he needed most-viz., work for his hands and God's revealed word for his
heart and mind.

1903 - THE MUSICAL COURIER - SEPT. 2
THE FRENCH OPERA IN NEW ORLEANS - by Bertha Harwood - One of the prides of New Orleans that
will not die until the Frenchman ceases to exist there is the institution known as the French Opera, and it stands
unique in the history of American cities.
In no other city on this side of the water could such enthusiasm have been kept up uninterruptedly since
1845, although French opera has existed in New Orleans since 1813, when John Davis, a French emigrant from St.
Domingo, built the Orleans Theatre and brought to New Orleans the first regular opera troupe that ever came into
this country.
Since 1845 it has been supported by regular subscription, and in the past not to be upon this subscription list
or a regular attendant at the opera was taken as a lack of refinement and culture, or possibly to be ignored by society
altogether. It was a part of the life of the embryo city as it is of the metropolis of today, and to visit New Orleans and
not her French Opera is to miss half of her attractions. There one gets into the very heart of the French people and
the customs of this people.
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The Theatre d' Orleans existed up to the year 1868, when it was destroyed by fire. It was of Roman Doric
architecture in the lower story, and Corinthian composite above. It contained a centre parquette, quite elevated and
commodious, with loges grilles at the side for persons in mourning. Two tiers of boxes and one of galleries rose
above this. It was brilliantly lighted, and for a time was the only building lighted by gas in New Orleans. It was built
at a cost of $180,000.
In the year 1817 the ball and supper rooms were added, and it was here that many of the early Mardi Gras
balls were held. Frequently then, as is the custom now at the present French Opera House, the parquette of the
theatre was floored over for these balls.
This was when New Orleans was without pavements of any kind, and its naturally moist earth at times made
the streets almost impassable for pedestrians. They rode in their carriages if they had one, or walked from Canal
Street "on pieces of timber laid together, forming a pathway about 2-1/2 feet in width, made of boat gunwales."
After the death of John Davis, his son Pierre Davis conducted the Theatre d" Orleans for over twenty-five
years. It was during his management that Mesdames Fanny Ellsier and Damoreau were first heard in New Orleans,
and the great masterpieces of Rossini, Meyerbeer, Auber, Donizetti, Herold, Mozart, Spontini and Mehul became as
familiar to the people as their language.
Many of these works were given in most perfect detail, and the performance frequently commenced as early
as 6:30 o'clock p.m. the curtain not falling on the final act until midnight. Among the operas given in detail were
"Les Huguenots" "Robert le Diable," "L'Etoile du Nord," "Le Prophete," "LePardon de Plermel," "L'Africiane" and
many others.
"La Juive," "La Vestale," "Charles VI," "Orphee and, among the lighter operas, "Si j'etais Roi," "Les
amours du Diable" and "Les Dragons de Villars" were great favorites.
Adolph Prevost, Mr. Varney, Eugene Prevost, Mr. John and M. E. Calabresi served during its balmy days as
conductor of the orchestra, which at times numbered eighty musicians.
Among the singers who have left an impress upon the people are Rose de Vries, the original Fides in "Le
Prophete"; Mme. Pauline Colson, who created the part of Catherine in "L'Etoile du Nord"; M.M. Genebral, Junca,
Bordas, Duluc and Jourdon. Here the great Italian artist Madame Frezzolini was heard, and Adeline Patti made her
debut in Meyerbeer's "Pardon de Ploermel." Speaking of Patti reminds me that Carlotta Patti still wanders the streets
Of New Orleans, and I am informed is in a general state of dilapidation.
Most of these triumphs deferred to came prior to the Civil War. It is interesting to note the customs in vogue
at that time and many of which are still in existence. "Tuesdays and Saturdays-especially the latter-were the
extremely fashionable nights, on which occasions all patrons were expected to appear in full evening dress, and as
there were regular subscription representations it was a matter of considerable difficulty for a member of the outside
world to obtain a seat, except in the parquette, which was always open to the general public, and even in this
democratic locality white kid gloves and full dress coats were almost generally worn by men. The choicest places,
were to be found in the second or dress circle, which was divided into cosy comfortable stalls, containing four seats,
in the rear of which were two rows of single chairs, flanked by a succession of handsome loges. These loges were so
arranged that curtains could be drawn before them at the pleasure of the occupant, and were mostly selected by
families not yet past the usual conventional period of mourning, etc., and who were tacitly acknowledged to be in
strict privacy, except to those whose visits were made upon special invitation. The comfortable aisles were so
constructed that both stalls and ledges were easily approachable, and during the intermission were filled with gay
gallant spaying their devoirs to the fair occupants of these favored seats.
"As a general thing the stalls were taken by parties of four, consisting of a young lady and her male escort,
in variably attended by her mother or some elderly friends, as in no case was it considered allowable for an
unmarried girl to appear in public without her chaperon or some of her male relatives of nearest kin.
"The opera conversation, the tasteful costumes, and all the accompany in surroundings were invariably
French. Now and then the intrusive American would appear upon the surface with different views of propriety, but it
took years of endeavor and a civil war that overthrew all preconceived ideas to shake the tenacity with which the old
French and Creole inhabitants of New Orleans clung to this their latest and most honored institution. The display of
beauty and exquisite taste in dress, on Tuesdays and Saturdays, was something startling to a stranger-the jet black
hair, the sparkling eyes, the pure complexions, the superb costumes with low cut corsages and showing the round,
beautiful arms; the gay animated features on all sides presented a picture which has never been equaled in any other
theatre in this country.
"Refinement, intellect and culture were visible on every side, and these brilliant audiences came together
not only because it was fashionable to be there, but because they loved the divine art of music, and were, as a general
rule, able and conscientious critics of all they heard and saw."
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Charles Boudousquie succeeded Mr. Davis as manager of the Theatre d'Orleans, and in 1859, a
disagreement having arisen in regard to the lease of the theatre, a new company was formed and the present French
Opera House was built on Bourbon Street by Gallier & Esterbrook, the architects for the Opera House Association.
Crossing over Canal street-the dividing line between the American and French quarters-you enter a little
narrow street called on the French side Bourbon Street. You had just emerged from the American quarter, from
Carondelet street, but one soon becomes familiar with the change of names on the other side, and continues without
confusion.
Passing dangerously near the "Old" A few other dives; you bump against posts and projecting steps in
trying to dodge the flow of people along this narrow sidewalk, but after you have had five blocks of varied
experiences you stop in front of a dirty white building which towers far above its surroundings. This is the French
Opera House.
On the ground floor, with entrances from the street, are its saloon and Cafe de L'Opera, which are
patronized by the French Opera Club members and the general public. The carriages roll along over an antique slab
pavement, and stop in front of a moderately pretentious entrance to the opera house, whose stairways on either side
lead to the floor above, the theatre proper. The parquet resembles that of any ordinary theatre; if anything, the low,
projecting balcony above gives it a small appearance but step from beneath it and look up and you have but a
glimpse of the sight to be spread before you when you ascend to the next floor.
Unlike other opera houses the first balcony projects far over the parquet, leaving the three tiers above back
in full view. These balconies are called "les loges le seconde," "le paradis."
Pass up the red carpeted stairs from the first floor to the hall above, stroll thorough the mirrored foyer if you
wish, then out into a passageway to the rear of the loges grilles. The usually tightly closed doors of these stalls
obstruct your view of the stage except at the three openings, one in the centre and one on either side. they also are
capable of keeping their occupants from view, augmented by the curve of the stall, where wine may flow adlibitum
for all outsides know. When they do appear in the front of the loge sit is usually in full evening dress, as these are
usually occupied by some of New Orleans 400.
The French Opera House contains a rare collection of music, among its rarest being the original sets for
"Aida" as produced in Egypt before the empress Eugenie. Its extensive collection of scenery and curios give added
interest to this historic structure.
The season of opera lasts from November until February, with a group of usually new artists from Paris
each year; the seasoning of red pepper and garlic last the round, one being as necessary as the other, and both adding
spice.

1903 - THE METRONOME
THE MUSICAL POSSIBILITIES OF RAG-TIME - So much has been said and written against Rag-Time
in general, that it may prove interesting to read a discussion in which the better musical possibilities of this muchabused form of music are held forth in both a natural and musically manner. The following article was written by Dr.
Gustav Kuhl, New York City, and appeared in a number of a German musical periodical "Die Musik", which
commands the highest position amongst present-day publications of this sort, in the German Empire.
Touching as it does upon a most interesting and important question of our own musical prospects, the ideas
expressed there-in will do much to dispel the erroneous idea with many people that, as our country is at present overrun with Rag-time trash of the worst description, everything that savours of the name must be despised and shunned.
That there is a musical possibility in Rag-time is apparent to every musician interested in the question and
the writer will add the hope that the following may contribute towards a better general understanding of what it really
is and what possibilities it might unfold if properly developed.
It was during a visit to the little island called Jekyl, on the coast of Georgia, somewhat of an American
Riviera, that I first became acquainted with the famous or might I say the ill-famed Rag-time rhythm of American
Folk Music. The servants of the club together with those of the neighboring villas had arranged a masquerade ball in
one of the adjoining buildings of the club house and the owners and their families had been invited to witness the
merry-making.
The festivity was at its height when I arrived. Even before entering and while pausing for a moment in the
corridor, I became aware of the peculiarly jerky and clappering sounds of the dance music, which could be heard
most conspicuously above the noise and hustle made by the hilarious dancers.
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After reaching the room where the dancing was in progress, I was to turn to the right where the invited
guests had been seated along the wall in a double row. But my senses were captivated against my will by the music,
which seemed to be produced by a little army of devils to my left. It seemed incredible to me for quite a while, how
any person could dance a single step to such an irregular and noisy conglomeration of sounds; and it was even more
difficult for me to understand how such complicated and to me unmusical noise was brought about. Singularly
enough, when looking over the musicians, I found that there were only two men, who managed to produce all this
noise. Before a thoroughly dilapidated Grand Piano, the back of a muscular, short-haired negro, with snow-white
collar, which reached well-nigh to his ears, presented itself; with his arms and elbows this fellow belabored the keys
in sixteenths with such ease, and dexterity as many a pianist could wish for his wrists. In reality he produced all the
music, as his colleague, with a double Bass (minus one string) simple supported the bass notes, with vivacious and
grunting strokes from his bow. This constituted the entire orchestra and I decided to proceed with my observations
from a distance and looked up the seat which had been allotted to me.
It was all very pretty. There were Brother Jonathans from the North and South, Chinese, Indians, Spaniards;
here was a ship-wrecked individual who had tied himself up with the Lord knows how many boards and ropes there a
sister of mercy with a band in her arm, showing the cross; all clean and thoroughly characteristic costumes in every
detail and I again became aware of the cleverness and ingenuity of our common populace.
After greeting my acquaintances as hurriedly as possible, I lost myself in the pleasure of following the
masked pairs, the ever-changing positions of their feet, the graceful movements of their bodies, the embracing
position of their arms-here a pair, which seems particularly attractive, it loses itself quickly in the mass of glistening
dancers, the eyes attempt to follow but the sudden appearance of a gleaming white neck and the outline of a chin are
discerned under a protecting mask and in a moment we follow this new picture, till this also looses itself in the
encircling crowd-and in this manner the senses are turned topsey turvey, and only the lamps and garlands fastened
between the beams of the ceiling seem to maintain their steady position in the general whirling mass.
Suddenly I discovered that my legs were in a condition of great excitement. They twitched as though
charged with electricity and betrayed a considerable and rather dangerous desire to jerk me from my seat. The
rhythm of the music, which had seemed so unnatural at first, was beginning to exert its influence over me. It wasn't
that feeling of ease in the joints of the feet and toes, which might be caused by a Strauss waltz, no, much more
energetic, material, independent as though one encountered a balking horse, which it is absolutely impossible to
master.
Naturally the company I was in-a be-jeweled daughter of a millionaire to either side of me, who every now
and then would renew the conversation in their peculiarly dragging southern dialect-together with my own
determination finally aided me in gaining a victory over these anarchistic desires of my feet. But the effect remained.
The continuous re-appearance and succession of accentuations on the wrong parts of the bar and unnatural
syncopations imparts somewhat of a rhythmic compulsion to the body which is nothing short of irresistible and
which makes itself felt even before the ears have discerned the time or rhythmic value of the various parts of the bar.
Sometimes it was really only the last bar of a period with its sharply accented:

which aided me in ascertaining the real rhythmic relationship.
There can be little doubt that "Rag-time" is a genuine creation of Negro blood. It perpetuates and embodies
the rhythm of those crude instruments of noise and percussion, which, in their original African bottle awakens the
fanatic enthusiasm of the natives for their religious and grotesque dances; the natural inclination for this rhythm is
plainly shown among the present day American-born Negroes, who are so very fond of clapping their hands and
swaying their bodies back and forth while practicing the many varieties of the clog dance. Two centuries of
continued importation of slaves naturally checked the spread of civilization among them; 1619 the first Holandish
Slave ship cast its anchor in the James River, Virginia; 1808 trading in slaves was prohibited but not stopped; and
only in 1860 the last smuggler in slaves "the Wanderer" was captured, just as its human freight was being landed on
this very "Jekyl Island."
Naturally the old rhythm has changed in the course of time, just as the melodies, the instruments and the
entire life of the colored people has changed. One idea prevalent is, that Rag-time has been developed out of the
Czardas of the Gypsy, the Spanish Sarabande, the Cuban Habanera, and that it was greatly influenced, in singing at
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least, by that peculiar grace note in the Scotch Folks tunes, known as the "Scotch Snap." But such comparisons can
only be applied to the products of the "professional rag-time composers" and to their products known as "raggers."
The original rag-time of the South is something entirely different and proclaims its originality and passion
through means of its fascinating effectiveness. Now it has spread over all North America. The resident-negro of our
cities, who is either a servant, waiter, driver or musician has carried his songs and original rhythm into every nook
and corner. Usually he does not play the piano, but rather an instrument of the mandolin class, preferably the Banjo.
This instrument is to the Negro what the zither is to the Tyrolean; it has somewhat of the tonal quality of the
Mandolin, only deeper and more resonant, and like the Guitar serves principally for the accompaniment of songs.
But such rag-time as we hear in the Variety theatres and Common Music halls has lost considerable of its peculiar
originality and just as the Negro songs, has become more vulgar, machine-like and common-place. Small wonder
that about a year ago the American Federation of Musicians declared war against Rag-time, owing to the degrading
influence it commenced to exert on our public musical taste. If we only had some substitute to put in its place in this
country, where we possess no higher class folks music of our own, and where we only boast of a few expressive and
beautiful folks-songs! Compared to our local operatic attempts and Sousa marches, Rag-time certainly shows more
character
.
But on the other hand there is no magic connected with it. As its name implies, Rag-time is no special style
of composition, but merely a rhythm. Every melody can be transformed into Rag-time, providing we tear its rhythm
to tatters. It is primarily based upon the principle of syncopation. Similar to the Hungarian Gypsy music-of which we
find the grandest example in the Allegro Eroico of Liszt's Fourteenth Rhapsody-the principle beat of the bar is
frequently preceded by a grace note or followed by one. Where it would be but natural for us to form a melody for a
two-quarter beat in this fashion:

Ragtime transforms it thus

But the Negro is not content with this. A form of time as the following:

be treated by him as shown below:

But at the same time his left hand, or one of his colleagues may join him on his mandolin in this fashion:

while a third may join them with still another variety of rhythm:
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Therefore, to the principle of syncopation must be added another one, which may be designated as that of
willfulness. In this way it may be easily understood, what endless varieties and irregularities are brought about in
tonal volume and character through the combination of the above mentioned rhythmic variations. A single player
may also bring these about, by avoiding the natural beats of a bar as much as possible and accenting in between in an
eccentric a manner as he can; somewhat like the small drum in our military marches, but of course not in such a
monotonous style. It is more than perusable to me, that our nerves can hardly withstand such music. Involuntarily the
body will strive to oppose and balance the weakly accented principal beats of the bar. This may also be observed in
German, Hungarian and Norwegian marches as well as in many of the menuets, mazurkas and waltzes of the
Viennese, especially Franz Schubert, who had a special liking for syncopated notes and who was nearly always in the
habit of accenting the second quarter in three-quarter time. Therefore Schubert is really one of the great composers,
in the works of whom we may find something similar to Rag-time. Let us quote the second movement of his sonate
Op. 53 (Con moto.) the constant alternation of syncopated eighths and sixteenths, can, if played mechanically and in
somewhat accelerated time, make a listener quite as nervous as the bona fide rendition of Rag-time.
Therefore, as already mentioned, there is no magic connected with it, although a European will never
succeed to produce anything near to genuine Rag-time. But the above quoted allusion to Schubert proves, that Ragtime is not to be condemned in every particular. Probably an unexpected prince will appear some day who like Liszt
and Brahms, in the case of Hungarian music, will transplant this low class of Folk-music from the boards of the
Variety stage to those of the Concert podium.

1905 - NAPOLEON PIONEER - DEC. 2
THE NEW ORLEAN'S SEASON. The winter in New Orleans will be an unusually brilliant one. The
French Opera company is one of the best ever brought to America. There was no French Opera last season, and
society turned out in immense numbers to welcome its return. The subscriptions are the largest in the history of the
opera. Manager Charles Fonnton, of the Grand Opera House, has strengthened his stock company and with
legitimate drama is playing to packed houses. The St. Charles Orpheum, modern vaudeville, has a long list of
excellent attractions for the season. Five other theatres are also attracting, large crowds. Two race tracks instead of
one will be open for one hundred days, while Mardi Gras and the carnival balls, it is announced, include some
specially attractive features, including a new organization which will give a pageant. Thus New Orleans has thrown
off all thought of quarantine and all other unpleasant memories and again opens her hospitable doors to her
neighbors. 1906

1905 - NAPOLEON PIONEER - SEPT. 22
GORDON COLORED MINSTRELS COMING. The theatre season will open in Napoleonville (Ed.
Louisiana) on Tuesday September 25th. The opening attraction will be the Gordon Colored Minstrels. The following
press notice of this company appeared in the Baton Rouge Times: According to the advance agent the show is
featuring Lew Kenner and his pickaninnies, who have pleased the public in all the vaudeville houses of the Keith and
Procewtor circuit throughout New York, Philadelphia and Chicago the past year. The Gordon Minstrel claims to be
one of the largest, strongest and most refined and moral organizations of its kind ever put on tour. The company is
composed of thirty artists, and carries their own imperial band, under the leadership of James Williams, and presents
a street parade worth coming a mile to see. Gordon's first part has become the talk of the town wherever this
company has played, especially for its magnificent settings and special costumes; also the beautiful music rendered
by the Gordon's Symphony Orchestra. Prof. J. Robichaux, Musical director (ed. The Robichaux of New Orleans
fame and contemporary of Buddy Bolden) Taking the first part as a whole, it is one of the most dazzling spectacles
ever seen in modern minstrelsy, introducing all the latest and popular songs of the day. In the olio will be seen ten
special acts, such as Claiborne, the great equllibrist, and the Midnight Bell quartette. Another one of the fun makers
Anathole Pierre, a monologist of rare wit, one of the most refined turn of the show. There is a treat, indeed, to any
one who can see Billy Cherie in his impersonations and comicalities. Never has his equal been found who can get
more laugh out of an audience than this same Billy Cherie. John Lewis is another one of the funsters who never fails
to bring down the house or to be called back time and again. The Wilson Family are high class musicians of note and
a sure winner. Another feature is the swells, Myles and Johnson, introducing the latest song and dance hit, featuring
"Lazy Moon." Special scenery for the acts enables one to see the pickaninnies at work by the light of the moon.
While working they render some of the real negro songs and airs that have made the Southern darkies famous. Last is
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Lew Kenner and his pickaninnies in the song, "No Chickens Roost Too High for Me." This is Kenner's own song,
composed for him specially and also featuring his new act the animated Watermelon scene, using special scenery.
Prices, 25,50,75 cents.

1906 - THE MUSICIAN - NOV.
LAFCADIO HEARN AND CONGO MUSIC - by Henry E. Krehbiel - To the Editor of THE MUSICIAN.
Dear sir: You have done me the honor to ask me for an opinion on the value of the editorial article which appeared in
the New York Sun newspaper two or three weeks ago, which affected to discuss the sources of "Congo music," in the
light of certain investigations assumed to have been made by the late Lafcadio Hearn, and certain of that lamented
writer's conclusions-also assumed. From the point of view occupied by every serious investigator of folk song, the
article has no value whatever; the writer of it is convicted of crass ignorance by his use of musical terms and his
references to Gottschalk's pianoforte compositions based on so-called Creole melodies; as a contribution to the
biography of a singularly interesting literary personage it has the value that can be attributed to any series of
mistaken statements which provoke contradiction and thus bring out the truth.
Lafcadio Hearn's interest in African and Creole music was an outgrowth of a personal friendship and
communism of intellectual pursuits and enthusiasms between him and me which began in Cincinnati over thirty years
ago, and endured until his return from his second visit to the West Indies and his departure for Japan. Of and for
himself he had no knowledge of music of any kind, but as a folklorist he made vast researches (though almost wholly
in French writings), and all that he found that was fantastical and curious about music he reported to me by letter. For
artistic music he never had the slightest concern, and I have a grave doubt if the name of Beethoven ever occurred to
his mind or was put by him upon a written page. Musical symbols were a hysteria to him. There were evidences in
some of the melodies which he copied for me from foreign books that he drew the lines of the stave from note to note
as he went on, and he never felt quite sure that I would be able to read what to him were weird hieroglyphics,magical signs to conjure with, like the runes of the Northland. He heard music, as he saw everything, more with his
imagination than his sense. The tales which he read in strange literatures of the power exerted by song fascinated
him, and he would have liked to believe them and find physiological and psychological explanations for them which
would fit into the system of modern science to which he was devoted. Once in the early years of our association I
explained to him that the scales of all peoples were not alike, and that there were ears attuned to distinguish smaller
intervals than our semitone. That struck deep into his soul, and he was continually looking for such tonal splintering.
He thought he heard them, too, and used to talk about them on all possible and impossible occasions. Granting that
he could recognize tonal differences at all, except elementally (of which I am not sure). Hearn would have been more
delighted by the performances of a singer with an atrocious intonation than with a Patti. He frequently complained
that when musicians had written down a song for him and then sang it for his approval that they had omitted those
fractional tones in which all the charm seemed to lie for him. I observe that he was still obsessed by the notion after
he had been years in Japan. But this is in the nature of generalization, and I ought to be specific in criticism of the
erroneous ideas of the writer of the article in the Sun newspaper.
First as to the assertion that after researches in New Orleans, Martinique, and the West Indies Hearn came
to the conclusion that the so-called "Congo songs" were not African at all in origin": the writer has made the
statement out of the whole cloth. He practically admits as much when he says that 'the fact that he (Hearn) never
issued any declaration in the connection would seem to prove that he had found no genuine Congo music worth the
mention." Hearn's "researches" in folk song had ended long before he went to Martinique. The last six weeks of his
stay in New York, while he was arranging with his publishers for the work to be done in the West Indies and
touching up his story of Last Island for the last time, were spent in my home as my guest. For six years we had kept
up a lively correspondence concerning our work, Ideals, and ambition, and during a period in 1883 and 1884 we
wrote much to each other about negro and Creole music. So engrossing did the subject become that there was some
talk about a book to be written by us in common; but it was the purely literary-romantic side that earn was interested
in, as will appear presently. From Martinique he never wrote a word about folk song, but when he returned he gave
me about a dozen specimens of songs and dances which he had got a band-master at St. Pierre to write down for him.
I prepared four of the songs for the appendix of his book Two Years in the French West Indies, published by Harper
Bros., and there they may be found. That was the end of his interest in folk song except from the literary side which
endured in Japan; when he referred to the music which he heard it was always timidly and with the old obsession
created by our talks years before when we were fellow reporters in Cincinnati. The notion that there were scales in
the folk music of some peoples which contained tones smaller than the occidental semitone fascinated him and he
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seemed to make it the crux by which he tested the genuineness of all folk tunes. I think he confounded it with the
glissando effect which can be heard in slave spirituals. In one of his letters to me he wrote: "The other night, as I was
listening to a peculiarly hideous steamboat whistle,Page Baker said: 'That is like the wail of a banshee.' But just then
the Creole musician stepped up and cried out ironically: 'O happy man! There is your infinitesimally shaded African
music! Verily. 'I exclaimed 'thou art almost correct; for it is even like unto the cannibal song of the Marquesas
Islands which my friend Krehbiel used to sing for !" At another time: "I think you are right about the negro-American
music, and that a southern trip will be absolutely essential because I have never yet met a person here able to
reproduce on paper those fractional tones we used to talk about, which lent such weirdness to the songs. The naked
melody robbed of these has absolutely no national characteristic. The other day a couple of darkeys from the country
passed my corner, sing,- not a Creole song, but a plain negro ditty with a recurrent burthen consisting of the cry:
"Oh! Jee-roo-sa-lle-e-e-em!" I can't describe to you the manner in which the syllable lem was broken up into four
tiny notes, the utterance of which did not occupy one second,-all in a very low but very powerful key. the rest of the
song was in a regular descending scale, the Oh being very much prolonged and the other notes very quick and
sudden. Wish I could write it, but I can't. I think all the original Creole-negro songs were characterized by similar
eccentricities. More than ten years later, in a paper on Japanese Popular Ballads, read before the Asiatic society of
Japan and reprinted in his book Kokoro, he said: "To reproduce such melodies, with their extraordinary fractional
tones, would be no easy task, but I cannot help believing that the result would fully repay the labor."
So far from believing that the music of the Negroes to which we listened while investigating voudooism and
Creole songs in New Orleans (which is the only place in which he gave any heed to the music, and this wholly for
love of me and our mutual enthusiasms) was corrupted French and Spanish music, Hearn believed that the opposite
process had taken place. It was negro music that had been sophisticated by French and Spanish influences. In proof
of this here is an extract from a letter to me bearing directly on the subject: "I must tell you, however, that Creole
music is mostly negro music, thought often remodeled by French composers. There could neither have been Creole
patola nor Creole patois melodies but for the French and Spanish-blooded slaves of Louisiana and the Antilles. The
melancholy, quavering beauty and weirdness of the negro chant are lightened by the French influence or subdued and
deepened by the Spanish." How far this is from the Sun, contention that Hearn grew discouraged in his musical
investigations because he had found that all negro music was merely an imitation of the music which the negro heard
from his mistresses in America I need not point out. It would have almost broken his heart had I told him that the
music which he heard from black singers contained no elements that I could recognize as African but were only
perverted Scottish songs. Little as he knew of music, Hearn would never have been guilty of such ethnological,
historical, and sociological blundering as characterizes nearly everything that I have read on the subject from those
who hold the view of the writer in the Sun. But, as I have already remarked, it was only the literary side of folk song
of which he had knowledge or concerning which he spoke with conviction based on knowledge. He made only a few
efforts to secure melodies for me from original sources. From the notation of a Mr. Grueling he sent me a voodoo
song, a Creole song entitled Belle Amerikaine, and the street cry of an itinerant vender of clothes-poles: from
Martinique the songs and dances already mentioned. From a French translation of an Arabian slave dealer's book on
Ouaday he copied eight songs with corrupt Arabian and African texts. This was the extent of his contribution to my
collection from the musical side. Textually his help was invaluable, and the enthusiasm with which he entered into
the project of collaboration on a book on negro music in America is attested by the following letter;
Dear K.:-Just got a letter from you. Hope my reply to your delightful suggestion was received. I fear I write
too often; but I can only write in snatches.- Were I to wait for time to write a long letter the result would be either or
something worse.
I have already in my mind a little plan. Let me suggest a long preface, and occasional picturesque notes to
your learning and facts. For example, I would commence by treating the Negro's musical patriotism,-the strange
history of the griots, who furnish so singular an example of musical prostitution, and who, although honored and
petted in one way or otherwise, are despised by their own people and refused the rites of burial. Then I would relate
something about the curious wanderings of these griots through the yellow desert northwards into the Maghreb
country-often a solitary wandering; their performances at Arab camps on the long journey, when the black slaves
come out to listen and weep; then their hazardous voyaging to Constantinople, where they play old Congo airs for the
great black population of Stambout, whom no laws or force can keep within doors when the sound of griot music is
heard in the street. Then I would speak of how the blacks carry their music with them to Persia and even to
mysterious Hadrament, where their voices are held in high esteem by their Arab masters. Then I would touch upon
the trans-plantation of negro melody to the Antilles and the two Americas, where its strangest black flowers are
gathered by alchemists of musical science, and the perfume thereof extracted by magicians like Gottschalk. (How is
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that for a beginning?) I would divide my work into brief sections of about a page and a half each-every division
separated by Roman numerals and containing one particular group of facts.
I would also try to show a relation between negro physiology and negro music. You know the blood of the
African black has the highest human temperature known-equal to that of the swallow-although it loses that fire in
America. I would like you to find out for me whether the Negro's vocal cords are not differently formed and capable
of longer vibration than ours. Some expert professor in physiology might tell you; but I regret to say the latest
London works do not touch upon the negro vocal cords, although they do show other remarkable anatomical
distinctions.
Here is the only Creole song I know of with an African refrain that is still sung. (Pronounced "wenday,"
"makkiyah.")

1906 - METRONOME - OCT.
NEGRO MELODIES OF SCOTCH ORIGIN - In an article on negro songs, the musical critic of the New
York "Evening Post" described them as "a hodge -podge of Spanish, Portuguese, English, German, French and
American tunes."
A writer in "Musical America" (New York), Mr. Angelo M. Read, now declares that they are derived
largely from Scotch airs. He is in agreement with recent writers on the subject in denying that the negro melodies are
"purely African." For generations, Mr. Read asserts, "the negro, while under the ban of slavery, and in contact with
the enlightened white race, did not fail to change in nature, so much so that in life, language and song he eventually
became American. In certain parts of the southern States the early settlers were largely of Scotch descent. It is
natural, therefore, that the negro should take kindly to the Scotch music, both major and minor. It is also natural that
through a process of evolution these Scotch melodies should in time become negro." How the music which now
passes as characteristically negro was derived from Scotch airs is explained in the following:
"Clever at imitation the negro did not fail to appropriate this music to his own use, and by passing it along
through generations from parent to child the original melody lost its contour entirely and became a new thing to
create needs.
"This fact is the more conclusive because the negro used his smooth voice to transmit this music from one
to the other. This explains 'the change of the story in the telling.' "
"The negro came from barbarism to civilization. In his schooling he threw over the simple chant of his
native Africa, for a more progressive American one. This latter he adapted to his larger life according to his capacity.
"From the first the negro was surrounded by a culture exceeding his own. Naturally ignorant, though
endowed as I have said with a mimetic sense and impulsive nature, he relied upon others for a livelihood, rather than
occupy any responsible position. In music, however, he has attained a distinction which will at least add much
interest to the history of the colored race in America. The fact of association with the music of the whites adds much
to the theory that the negro assimilated much of the music of his superiors in education during his earlier days of
slavery. Especially may this be said of the Southern districts inhabited by the Scotch settlers.
"There is therefore reasonable truth in the assertion that the airs sung by these Scotch descendants were
taken up by the slaves and transformed by them, through different generations, into distinct negro melodies. If we
trace the source of these slave-songs, we find the pentatonic scale is used for many of the major, and the minor scale
with a minor seventh for many of the minor songs. This substantiates pretty clearly the assumption that the negro was
impressed by this Scotch music, which latter is also constructed upon these scales.
"There are, however, many of the finest negro 'spirituals and shots' constructed upon other scales, the result
no doubt of local influences. There is, however, another reason which lends force to the argument. It is in the sudden
syncopations, in other words 'Scotch catch or snap,' found in both the Scotch and negro music. This may have
suggested the so-called 'rag-time' attributed to the negro, which recently reached so much exaggeration in the 'coonsongs' seems to me a fallacy promulgated by Anton Dvorak and others to designate negro music, the national music
of America. Because the music is not national at all, so long as it is restricted to a few less enlightened colored
people and they chiefly local." (from the "Literary Digest.")

1906 - THE MUSICIAN - NOV.
SOURCES OF "CONGO SONGS" - We feel moved to say another word about a recent article in this
newspaper discussing the late Lafcadio Hearn and, incidentally, making reference to the Congo folk music, of which
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he was in eager search for many years. In the course of the article it was asserted that Hearn, after all his researches
in New Orleans, Martinique, and various West Indian districts, reached the conclusion that the so-called "Congo
songs" were not of African origin at all. He had been fascinated by the quaint lullabies and crooming cradle chants,
as indeed had every one who heard them; and he conceived the idea that they were simply refined and chastened
evolutions of the ancient, barbaric music of the Congo. But after long investigation, enlightened as he was by
profound and varied information and previous discovery, he found that nine-tenths of the supposed African melodies
were simply rude adaptations of the Spanish and French songs which the slaves had heard in Santo Domingo.
Fifteen or twenty years ago George W. Cable, at the time one of the most delightful and graceful historians
of Louisiana Creole life, published in the Century Magazine two or three articles on the alleged Congo songs. He
gave both the words and the musical score. The result was extremely interesting and attractive. Mr. Cable, however,
was not a musician. He knew nothing of the works of Lulli, Rameau, Boiedieu, Adam, Flotow, and he jumped to the
mistaken conclusion that the songs exploited for his hearing were the real bequests of darkest Africa to the waiting
Christian world. As a matter of fact, nearly every one of his scores was a vulgarized and dilated expression of well
known French and Spanish compositions.
The case of Gottschalk was very different. He was a musician, and more; not only a maestro at the piano,
but a genius with initiative and divination. He spent years in New Orleans. No doubt he attended the Voodoo
festivals and celebrations on "St. John Eve," and heard the wild overtures and antiphonies of the frantic celebrants
assembled on the shores of Pontchartrain. Certainly his most attractive compositions in that line, the Bamboula and
the Callinda would seem to indicate that he had caught the inspiration. But Louisiana musicians, speaking in all
reverence for Gottschalk, contend that his compositions, magnificent though they be, reproduce merely the Spanish
and French melodies of a century or more ago, filtered through the dull, bewildered medium of the Congo
consciousness. Competent authorities in New Orleans long ago declared that the very nature of the scale and measure
of this music proved its European origin.
At all events, Lafcadio Hearn accepted this conclusion, for after several years in Cincinnati and New
Orleans devoted to research and inquiry, he went to various West Indian Islands in pursuit of the knowledge he had
failed to accumulate in the United States. Moreover, the fact that he never issued any declaration in the connection
would seem to prove that he had found no genuine Congo music worth the mention. This is the theory of the modern
cognoscenti in Louisiana who recognize in all the so-called negro chants and lullabies the under throb which marks
the old Spanish and provencal compositions, such as La Golondrira, A la Media Moche, and so on. There can be no
reasonable doubt that Hearn left New Orleans, and subsequently the West Indies, in despair of satisfying the interest
which for so long had monopolized his intellectual solicitudes.
Unquestionably, Hearn was a genius, but he couldn't make a silk purse out of a sow's ear, and when he
realized that fact, he had the grace to abandon the hopeless task. Incidentally, we note with interest the
announcement of a forthcoming biography of Hearn by "A lady who knew him for thirty years." Maybe we shall
have some further and more brilliant light from that source. Any one who has known Hearn for thirty years must
have begun the acquaintance in Cincinnati, and concluded it in Japan; and we await the revelation with an anxiety
which it were inadequate to describe as feverish –

1906 - THE MUSICIAN - NOV.
To the editor of the Musician;
Dear Sir: You have done me the honor to ask me for an opinion on the value of the editorial article which
appeared in the New York Sun newspaper two or three weeks ago, which affected to discuss the sources of "Congo
music," in the light of certain investigations assumed to have been made by the late Lafcadio Hearn, and certain of
that lamented writer's conclusion - also assumed. From the point of view occupied by every serious investigator of
folk song, the article has no value whatever; the writer of it is convicted of crass ignorance by his use of musical
terms and his references to Gottschalk's pianoforte compositions based on so-called Creole melodies; as a
contribution to the biography of a singularly interesting literary personage it has the value that can be attributed to
any series of mistaken statements which provoke contradiction and thus bring out the truth.
Lafcadio Hearn's interest in African and Creole music was an outgrowth of a personal friendship and
communism of intellectual pursuits and enthusiasms between him and me which began in Cincinnati over thirty years
ago, and endured until his return from his second visit to the West Indies and his departure for Japan. Of and for
himself he had no knowledge of music of any kind; but as a folklorist he made vast researches (though almost wholly
in French writings), and all that he found that was fantastical and curious about music he reported to me by letter. For
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artistic music he never had the slightest concern, and I have a grave doubt if the name of Beethoven ever occurred to
his mind or was put by him upon a written page. Musical symbols were a mystery to him. There were evidences in
some of the melodies which he copied for me from foreign books that he drew the lines of the stave from note to note
as he went on, and he never felt quite sure that I would be able to read what to him were weird hieroglyphics, magical signs to conjure with, like the runes of the Northland. He heard music, as he saw everything, more with his
imagination than his sense. The tales which he read in strange literatures of the power exerted by song fascinated
him, and he would have liked to believe them and find physiological and psychological explanations for them which
would fit into the system of modern science to which he was devoted. Once in the early years of our association I
explained to him that the scales of all peoples were not alike, and that there were ears attuned to distinguish smaller
intervals than our semitone. That struck deep into his soul, and he was continually looking for such tonal
splinterings. he thought he heard them, too, and used to talk about them on all possible and impossible occasions.
Granting that he could recognize tonal differences at all, except elementally (of which I am not sure), Hearn would
have been more delighted by the performances of a singer with an atrocious intonation than with a Patti. he
frequently complained that when musicians had written down a song for him and then Sang it for his approval that
they had omitted those fractional tones in which all the charm seemed to lie for him. I observe that he was still
obsessed by the notion after he had been years in Japan. But this is in the nature of generalization, and I ought to be
specific in criticism of the erroneous ideas of the writer of the article in the sun newspaper.
First as to the assertion that after researches in New Orleans, Martinique, and the West Indies Hearn came
to the conclusion that the so-called "Congo songs" were not African at all in origin: the writer has made the statement
out of the whole cloth. He practically admits as much when he says that "the fact that he (Hearn) never issued any
declaration in the connection would seem to prove that he had found no genuine Congo music worth the mention."
Hearn's "researches" in folk song had ended long before he went to Martinique. The last six weeks of his stay in New
York, while he was arranging with his publishers for the work to be done in the West Indies and touching up his
story of Last Island for the last time, were spent in my home as my guest. For six years we had kept up a lively
correspondence concerning out work, ideals, and ambition, and during a period in 18o83 and 1884 we wrote much to
each other about negro and Creole music. So engrossing did the subject become that there was some talk about a
book to be written by us in common; but it was the purely literary-romantic side that Hearn was interested in, as will
appear presently. From Martinique he never wrote a word about folk song, but when he returned he gave me about a
dozen specimens of songs and dances which he had got a band-master of St. Pierre to write down for him. I prepared
four of the songs for the appendix of his book Two years in the French West Indies, published by Harper Bros., and
there they may be found. That was the end of his interest in folk song except from the literary side which endured in
Japan; when he referred to the music which he heard it was always timidly and with the old obsession created by our
talks years before when we were fellow-reporters in Cincinnati. The notion that there were scales in the folk music of
some peoples which contained tones smaller than the Occidental semitone fascinated him and he seemed to make it
the crux by which he tested the genuineness of all folk tunes. i think he confounded it with the glissando effect which
can be heard in slave spirituals. In one of his letters to me he wrote: "The other night, as I was listening to a
peculiarly hideous steamboat whistle, page Bake said: 'That is like the wail of a banshee.' But just then the Creole
musician stepped up and cried out ironically: 'O happy man! There is your infinitesimally shaded African music!
Verily,' I exclaimed, 'thou art almost correct; for it is even like unto the cannibal song of the Marquesas Islands
which my friend Krehbiel used to sing for me!" At another time: "I think you are right about the negro-American
music, and that a Southern trip will be absolutely essential because I have never yet met a person here able to
reproduce on paper those fractional tones we used to talk about, which lent such weirdness to the songs. The naked
melody robbed of these has absolutely no national characteristic. The other day a couple of darkeys from the country
passed by corner, sing, - not a Creole song, but a plain negro ditty with a recurrent burthen consisting of the cry:
"Oh! Jee-roo-sa-le-e-e-em!" I can't describe to you the manner in which the syllable lem was broken up into four tiny
notes, the utterance of which did not occupy one second, - all in a very low but very powerful key. The rest of the
song was in a regular descending scale, the Oh being very much prolonged and the other notes very quick and
sudden. Wish I could write it, but I can't I think all the original Creole-negro songs were characterized by similar
eccentricities. More than ten years later, in a paper on Japanese Popular Ballads, read before the Asiatic Society of
Japan and reprinted in his book Kokoro, he said: "To reproduce such melodies, with their extraordinary fractional
tones, would be no easy task, but I cannot help believing that the result would fully repay the labor."
So far from believing that the music of the Negroes to which we listened while investigating voudooism and
Creole songs in New Orleans(which is the only place in which he gave any heed to the music, and this wholly for
love of me and our mutual enthusiasms) was corrupted French and Spanish music, Hearn believed that the opposite
process had taken place. In was negro music that had been sophisticated by French and Spanish influences. In proof
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of this here is an extract from a letter to me bearing directly on the subject: "I must tell you, however, that Creole
music is mostly negro music, thought often remodeled by French composers. There could neither have been Creole
patois nor Creole patois melodies but for the French and Spanish-blooded slaves of Louisiana and the Antilles. The
melancholy, quavering beauty and weirdness of the negro chant are lightened by the French influence or subdued and
deepened by the Spanish." How far this is from the Sun contention that Hearn grew discouraged in his musical
investigations because he had found that all negro music was merely an imitation of the music which the negro heard
from his mistresses in America I need not point out. It would have almost broken his heart had I told him that the
music which he heard from black singers contained no elements that I could recognize as African but were only
perverted Scottish songs. Little as he knew of music, Hearn would never have been guilty of such ethnological,
historical, and sociological blundering as characterizes nearly everything that I have read on the subject from those
who hold the view of the writer in the Sun. But, as I have already remarked, it was only the literary side of folk song
of which he had knowledge or concerning which he spoke with conviction based on knowledge. He made only a few
efforts to secure melodies for me from original sources. From the notation of a Mr. Grueling he sent me a voudoo
song, a Creole song entitled Belle Amerikaine, and the street cry of an itinerant vender of clothes poles: from
Martinique the songs and dances already mentioned. From a French translation of an Arabian slave-dealer's book on
Ouaday he copied eight songs with corrupt Arabian and African texts. This was the extent of his contribution to my
collection from the musical side. Textually his help was invaluable, and the enthusiasm with which he entered into
the project of collaboration on a book on negro music in America is attested by the following letter: Dear K,: Just got a letter from you. Hope my reply to your delightful suggestion was received. I fear I write too often;
but I can only write in snatches. - Were I to wait for time to write a long letter the result would be whither or
something worse.
I have already in my mind a little plan. Let me suggest a long preface, and occasional picturesque notes to
your learning and facts. For example, I would commence by treating the Negro's musical patriotism, - the strange
history of the griots, who furnish so singular an example of musical prostitution, and who, although honored and
petted in one way or otherwise, are despised by their own people and refused the rites of burial. Then i would relate
something about the curious wanderings of these griots through the yellow desert northwards into the Maghreb
country - often a solitary wandering; their performances at Arab camps on the long journey, when the black slaves
come out to listen and weep; l then their hazardous voyaging to Constantinople, where they play old Congo airs for
the great black population of Stamboul, whom no laws or force can keep within doors when the sound of griot music
is heard in the street. Then I would speak of how the blacks carry their music with them to Persia and even to
mysterious hadramant, where their voices are held in high esteem by their Arab masters. Then I would touch upon
the trans-plantation of negro melody to the Antilles and the two Americas, where its strangest black flowers are
gathered by alchemists of musical science, and the perfume thereof extracted by magicians like Gottschalk. (How is
that for a beginning?) I would divide my work into brief sections of about a page and a half each- every division
separated by Roman numerals and containing one particular group of facts.
I would also try to show a relation between negro physiology and negro music. You know the blood of the
African black has the highest human temperature known - equal to that of the swallow - although it loses that fire in
America. I would like you to find out for me whether the Negro's vocal cords are not differently formed and capable
of longer vibration than ours. Some expert professor in physiology might tell you; but I regret to say that latest
London works do not touch upon the negro vocal cords, although they do show other remarkable anatomical
distinctions.
Here is the only Creole song I know of with an African refrain that is still sung. (pronounced "Wendya,"
"makkiyah.")
Ouende, ouendo, macaya!
Mo pas barasse, macaya;
Ouende, ouendo, macaya!
Mo bois bon divin, macaya;
ouenda, ouendo, macaya!
Mo mange bon poulet, macaya;
Ouendo, ouendo, macaya!
Me pas barasse, macaya;
Ouendo ouendo, macaya!
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Macaya!"
I wrote from dictation of Louise Roche. She did not know the meaning of the refrain; her mother had taught
her, and the mother had learned it from the grandmother. However I found out the meaning, and asked her if she now
remembered. She leaped in the air for joy, apparently. Ouendai or ouende has a different meaning in the eastern
Soudan; but in the Congo, or fiot, dialect it means "to go," "to continue," to "go on." I found in turiault's Etude sur la
Language Creole de Martinique; ca vent sire "manger tout le temps," "excessivement." Therefore here is our
translation: _
"Go on! go on! eat enormously!
I ain't one bit ashamed; eat outrageously!
Go on! go on! eat prodigiously!
I drink good wine' eat ferociously!
Go on! go on! eat unceasingly!
I eat good chicken, gorging myself!
Go on! go on! etc."
How is this for a linguistic discovery? The music is almost precisely like the American river music, - a
chant almost a recitative until the end of the line is reached; then for your mocking music!
And, by the way, in Guyana there is a mocking-bird more wonderful than ours, - with a voice so sonorous
and solemn and far-reaching that those Creole Negroes who dwell in the great aisles of the forest call it Zozo monpe
("l'oiseau mon-pere"), the "My Father bird." But the word father here signifieth a spiritual father, - a ghostly father the "PRIEST-BIRD!"
Now dream of the vast cathedral of the woods, whose sanctuary lights are those of heaven!
L. H.
In conclusion (since it is not at all necessary that I give my present views on the general subject raised by
the writer of the Sun's article, but only set forth those of my dead friend(, let me tell the story of the articles on
Creole music written by Mr. Cable. It was while Hearn and I were in the midst of our inquiries concerning Creole
music that Mr. Cable, who had made Hearn's acquaintance in New Orleans, came to New York bring a letter of
introduction to me from Hearn. The men had been drawn together by their mutual interest in Creole studies and Mr.
Cable was desirous to introduce some music, which he had collected, in some articles which he had in
contemplation. The extended collaboration between us, which he proposed, I found myself obliged to decline for the
reason that I did not feel myself sufficiently equipped in material, for one thing, and because I could not adjust my
manner of treatment to that of my distinguished friend, who graciously submitted part of his manuscript to me at his
home in Simsbury. I looked over the music for him, however, made simple arrangements of some of the songs, added
some of my own, and the articles appeared in the Century Magazine for February and April 1886. I fancy that Mr.
Cable was quite as much amused as I to learn of the density of his musical ignorance, the relation of his little songs
to the music of Lulli, Rameau, Boieldieu, Adam, and Flotow (ye gods, what a jumble!) and that the innocent little
things are "scores" which, in turn, are "a vulgarized and dilated (diluted?) expression of well-known French and
Spanish compositions." Better not to know so much than to know so much that inst' so' - it's a wise, if homely adage.
H. E. Krebhiel
Blue Hill, Me., Sept. 12, 1906

On the Plantations
A geographical description of these outlying islands of South Carolina is hardly necessary at a time when
we are studying the map of the republic under the guidance of bayonets and rifled cannon; and the guns of Admiral
Du Pont revealed more of Port Royal and its surroundings than we should ever have learned from our geograhics.
Previous to the rebellion these islands seen to have been rarely visited - so rarely, indeed, that the presence of one of
our naval vessels in the Beaufort River, a few years ago, was the signal for a week's festivities and a general
gathering of all the inhabitants to see the strangers - while the 'cotton lords' vied with each other in entertaining the
distinguished guests. For the most part the islands are low, abounding in salt-water creeks and marshes, and covered,
here and there, with forests of pine and live oak. The climate in winter is delightful, and the rapid advance of
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vegetation in March and April - the sudden bursting into bloom of a great variety of flowers and flowering shrubs lends additional charms to the early spring. Sitting, on one of those delicious April days, in the upper piazza of an
old plantation house - the eye resting on the long stretch of the cotton fields, now green with the growing plant - or
tracing the windings of the creek through the numerous small islands, till it is lost in the haze which covers all the
distance - or, again, watching the shadows as they pass over the groves of oak and pine - while over the whole scene
there broods the stillness of a midsummer's noon - I could but wonder at the madness which had driven the former
dwellers in such a fair land into the desperate hazards and unaccustomed privations of civil war.
Those who visit these islands today, must not expect to realize, in the altered condition of affairs, their ideal
of plantation life, however that ideal may have been formed. The change which has been wrought in little more than
a year, is truly wonderful. The traces of slavery may indeed be found in an exhausted soil and an exhausted race, but
all outward signs of the institution have been removed. 'The whip is lost, the handcuff broken,' the whipping post
destroyed, and the cotton gins broken down. At the 'great house' you find, instead of the master and over-seer, the
superintendent and school teacher. In the field, the cotton tasks are comparatively small, but the garden patch in the
rear of the cabin is large, well fenced in and well cultivated. If you see few indications of positive happenings, you
find no appearances of overburdened misery. There is about the whole place something of the air of a New England
farmstead, where labor, being honored, crowns even the humblest with dignity and peace. You take unspeakable
comfort in the fact, that, open what door you may into the life of these people, there is no skeleton of oppression to
startle and haunt you. Go with me, then, on this calm bright day of early March, to visit one of the plantations on Port
Royal Island, a few miles out of Beaufort. The quartermaster kindly furnishes us with a carriage, somewhat shabby
and rickety to be sure, but one of the best that 'Secesh' has left for our use. Our steeds, too, are only slow-moving
Government mules, but there is one aristocratic feature of our establishment to remind us of the life that was, viz. a
negro coachman 'educated to drive,' under whose skillful guidance many a happy family party have been conveyed
from plantation to plantation on social visits like ours to-day. Uncle Ned speaks kindly of his 'ole massa' and says be
'would hab stayed wid 'um of mass hadn't run away from herself.'
'But why didn't you go with him, uncle?'
'Oh, sah, I could nebber go to de secesh.'
Doubtless many more of the house slaves and body servants of the planters would have followed their
masters, had they not been deterred by fear of the rebel soldiers and hard work in the trenches.
'Use your whip, uncle.' and away we go at a respectable trot over the principal road on the island, which,
from the fact of its having been made of oyster shells, is called the 'shell road,' and extends ten miles to Port Royal
Ferry, at the extreme western point of the island. Timely showers have laid the dust, and all the trees and bushes wear
clean faces. In the yards there are peach trees in bloom, beautiful crimson in ponias the janquil and snow deep, while
everywhere by the road side we see the ungainly form and course flower of the prickly pear. Passing the rifle pits and
picket station, we soon turn off from the shell road, and pass through what was formerly a handsome forest of pines,
but which now has been cleared by the soldier's axe, and rejoices in the title of 'pickpicket tract.' Few of the
plantations lie on the main road, and many of them, like the one we are now seeking, are approached only by going
over several cross roads and by lanes. Our last turn takes us into a handsome avenue of live oaks, whose overarching
branches are adorned with long ringlets of the graceful Spanish moss. In the woods on either side of the drive way
are dogwood and Pride-of-Asia trees in full blossom, wild honeysuckle, and the sweet yellow jasmine which fills the
air with its delicious fragrance. As we drive into the yard, the plantation house suddenly appear to view, half hidden
by the dense foliage of magnolia and orange trees. Although called one of the finest residences on the island, the
house is inferior to many of our larger farmhouses in New England, and is a simple two-story structure of wood,
resting on brick piles, with a verandah in front. Just beyond the path that leads by the house, is a handsome flower
garden, while both in the rear of the 'great house' and beyond the flower garden are rows of negro huts. We are soon
greeted by our hosts - one, a brave Vermonter, who served faithfully in the army till disabled, the other, a Quaker of
Philadelphia, who has left family and friends to labor for the freedman - and ushered into the principal room of the
house, where we are presented to a party of the neighboring superintendents and school teachers. Dinner is all ready,
and we sit down to a right royal entertainment, the chief dishes of which are portions of an immense drumfish cooked
in various fashion. Few entertainers can prove more agreeable than Northern men with Southern hospitality, and we
eat and make merry without even a thought of Colonel Barnwell, whose home we have thus 'invaded,' and who,
perchance, is shivering in the cold, and suffering the privations of a rebel camp in Eastern Virginia. We must not
omit the praise due to our cook, a woman taken from the 'field hands,' and whose only instructors have been our
hosts, neither of whom can boast of much knowledge of the art of cooking. It would, however, be hardly safe to trust
to an untutored field hand, as I once learned to my cost, when my contraband of the kitchen department called me to
dinner by announcing that the eggs had been boiling for an hour, and the oysters stewing for twice that time!
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Home Life of the Freedmen
After dinner we visit the Negroes in their cabins. The home life of the freedmen is at once the most
noticeable and most interesting feature of their new condition. Even in former days, however often the sanctity of
their homes may have been violated, with however weary limbs and suffering souls they may have gone to them, yet
here they must have found their chiefest joy. Now, the humble cabins have become transfigured, and we find therein
not only joy, but peace and comfort, and, indeed, in greater or less degree, every element of that domestic order
which makes the home the corner stone of our free institutions. I have frequently, when conversing with the freedmen
about the flight of their former masters, asked them why they did not accompany them, and have invariably received
the reply, 'Oh, sah, we couldn't do dat. We belongs yere. Dese are our homes.' This strong attachment to the soil,
which has been made still stronger by the removal of everything which could in any way remind them of their former
condition, has proved to be the great lever to raise them into the dignity of free laborers. It is true their cabins are not
yet free holds; but the assurance that, unless the government itself fails, no fault or misfortune of another can ever
deprive them of their homes, puts them at once, on their good behavior, that they may retain in their possession what
they prize so dearly. The good results of this transformation of the home are seen in every direction. The marriage
relation is observed with a constantly increasing strictness. Family ties are knitted more closely together. Parents take
a deep interest in the education of their children, and the children become in turn teachers to the parents of much that
is improving and civilizing. In the field there are generous rivalries between families to see which will cultivate the
largest patches of corn and cotton. Greater neatness and order are observable about the dwellings, and wherever new
cabins have been erected - always by negro carpenters - there has been marked improvement in the style and comfort
of the buildings. Freedom has also created new wants, and the freedman purchases from time to time, as he has
ability, articles of luxury and of ornament for his home.
I must, however, acknowledge a feeling of disappointment at not finding the Negroes more joyous in this
new condition of freedom and progress. Those who know them best - the superintendents and teachers - testify to the
happiness of their daily lives and their light-hearted enjoyment of all their blessings; but to the casual observer there
seems to be a general absence among the freedmen of that cheerfulness and mirth which he naturally expects to find
in their homes. A simple explanation of this fact may be found in the sense of insecurity which the uncertain issue of
the civil war that rages about them creates in their minds. They have seen one after another of those islands which
have been in our possession given up to the reoccupation of the rebels; the disastrous battles of Jamesis Island and
Pocotaligo and the fruitless campaigns in Florida are fresh in their minds; while that wearisome waiting for
something to be accomplished which spreads such a spirit of restlessness and discontent among our soldiers, is felt
even more keenly by the freedmen. There is very much in the uncertainties of their present condition to justify the
favorite allusion of their preachers, who often compare the freedmen to the children of Israel before they had fairly
gained the promised land. Until a permanent peace shall give to these people that feeling of security, without which,
though there may be contentment, there can be little joyousness, it is absurd for us to 'require of them mirth,' or ask
them to sing songs of gladness.

Free Labor
Cochin, in his admirable work on the 'Results of Emancipation,' asserts of the Negroes; 'This race of men,
like all the human species, is divided into two classes, the diligent and the idle; freedom has nothing to do with the
second, while it draws from the labor of the first a helter yield than servitude.' Has this statement proved true on the
Sea Islands? The prejudiced are ready with their negative answer, and point to the comparatively small amount of
cotton raised during the past year. By such persons no allowance is made for the peculiarly unfavorable
circumstances under which the experiment of free labor thus far has been tried, and they are only too happy to charge
upon emancipation all the evils which labor has suffered from the presence of our soldiers and the continuance of the
war. The causes of the smallness of the cotton crop produced last year, are obvious to the most careless observer.
Owing to the late arrival of the first company of superintendents who were sent from the North, no preparations were
made for planting till more than two months after the usual time. On many of the plantations the seed used was of a
poor quality, while it was almost impossible to find any implements of culture or to obtain the necessary mules or
horses. As a consequence of the late planting, the cotton was not sufficiently advanced to resist the attacks of the
caterpillars in September, and for a month these insects held grand carnival on the yet immature plants, causing
widespread damage to the crop. The low wages offered to the freedmen by Government were no offset to the
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attractions of trading with the army and navy, and all the Negroes were ambitious to have some connection with
camp life. As a natural result of this condition of things, both the industry and interest of the freedmen were drawn
away from the cotton fields. Early in the season, also, when the young crops required constant attention, all the ablebodied men were drafted into general hunter's regiments, and kept in camp till the fall. The influence of the draft
upon those who remained at home, added to the delay and smallness of the Government payments, made the laborers
discouraged at their prospects, disaffected toward the superintendents, and careless at their work.
The obstacles in the way of successful agricultural operations, produced by the military occupation of the
islands, are still further evident from the fact that both provision and cotton crops improved in pro to the distance
from the camps. Thus, on Port Royal and Hilton Head Islands, where most of the troops were encamped, very little
cotton was raised, and so small a crop of provisions, that it became necessary for Government to ration many of the
freedmen during a brief period. On Ladies' and St. Helena Islands, away from the immediate vicinity of the camps,
very fair crops of cotton were raised, and nearly enough provision for the support of all the laborers. The rations
furnished by government, and which have given rise to so much unfriendly comment, were called for, either by the
refugees from the mainland and adjacent islands, many of whom had at first no means of subsistence, or by the
freedmen on those plantations so exposed to the camps and so harassed by the soldiers, that the crops which they
were able to gather failed to last them through the year. In one district on St. Helena Island, including three
plantations, which was under the care of a capable and judicious superintendent, of sufficient means to advance his
private funds to the payment of the laborers, the total receipts from the sale of the cotton and the surplus provisions
raised were more than double all the expenses incurred in wages, clothing, and superintendence.
Such were the results of the first year's experiment. Early in the present year several of the plantations
passed into the possession of private individuals, and thus an important change has been effected in the aspect of the
free-labor problem. On the government plantations, which are under the care of salaried superintendents as last year,
a uniform system of labor has been adopted, embodying the results of previous experience. Under this system, the
laborers agree as to the amount of cotton land which they will cultivate, and are then paid twenty-five cents a day for
their work. At the end of the year they are to receive a bonus of two cents per pound of unginned cotton for picking.
This additional reward at once stimulates them to exertion, and teaches them that steady and continued labor brings
the best return. In addition to raising the amount of cotton agreed upon, each freedman is responsible for cultivating
corn and potatoes enough for his own subsistence, and land is allotted for this purpose. The laborers are also
required to produce corn enough for the subsistence of the plantation mules and horses, for the use of the
superintendents, and for the subsistence of all the old and disabled persons for whom provision not otherwise made.
As regards payments, the Government theory is most excellent, inasmuch as it provides for partial payments while
the work is going on, so as to furnish the freedman enough money for his immediate wants, and the laborer, by the
bonus which is paid at the end of the year, supplies him with an amount greater than his wages, to be laid up or put
out at interest. Unfortunately the practice of the Government has been most injurious. The delay in the monthly
payments during the past year, sometimes for as long a period as six months, caused the laborers to become
discouraged, discontented, and suspicious. Unlike the soldier, the freedman is not clothed or fed by Government
(except in the case of those who are utterly destitute), nor can he, like other laborers, obtain credit to the extent of the
wages due him. Under these circumstances, the delay on the part of the Government in paying the freedman has been
not only unjust to the laborers but disastrous to the workings of the free-labor system.
On the purchased plantations we find a wholly different state of things, and, as might be expected, a great
variety of systems of labor. Some of the best managers keep up the government scale of prices, but pay the laborers
more promptly, and increase their wages by many indirect means, such as giving them bacon and molasses in
proportion to the amount of cotton land which they cultivate, providing a store for the plantation, where the freedmen
can purchase articles at a much lower rate than elsewhere, keeping the cabins in good repair, building new ones, and
having always on hand the necessary plantation implements for facilitating the culture of the cotton. Others pay
higher wages, and also increase the bonus which is paid for picking the cotton. Some promise the freedmen so much
per pound for the cotton which they shall raise, and see that all their wants are supplied till the crop is gathered;
while still others, from lack of judgment or capital, offer the Negroes a certain portion of the crop - in some cases as
high as two thirds - in return for their labor. On all these plantations the freedmen are doing better than on those
which are still retained by Government. The average amount of cotton land which has been planted this spring is
from an acre and a half to two acres for each 'full hand.' Under slavery a full hand took care on an average of three
acres, but it must be remembered that all the able-bodied Negroes, excepting only a foreman to each plantation, have
been drafted into the army, or are working in the Quartermaster's Department.
At the present time all indications point to a successful season. Riding over many of the plantations, I have
seen the Negroes at work breaking up the ground or planting the seed, and everywhere found them laboring
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diligently, and even showing a manly emulation in their tasks. Yet it would be unreasonable to expect too much
where so many obstacles beset the way. As one of the new planters writes: 'For success in a experiment of free hired
labor among ignorant blacks just emancipated, conditious of peace and quiet are absolutely necessary. however, the
difficulties in our way are purely natural workings, and merely show that black is more nearly white than is usually
allowed.' Perhaps the greatest of these obstacles is the vicinity of the camps at Beaufort and Hilton Head, which
tempts the freedmen to leave their regular employments and obtain an easy livelihood by the sale of eggs, chickens,
fish, oysters, etc. Such markets affect the blacks on the plantations just as the California fever affected the laboring
men of the North a few years ago; and it is a matter of surprise and congratulation that the presence of the soldiers
has not produced a greater demoralization among the Negroes than we find to be the case.
Five of the plantations were bought by the freedmen themselves, who are now carrying them on as
independent cultivators. Everywhere the freedmen, on hearing that the lands were to be sold, were eager to buy, and
it was found in many cases that they had saved considerable sums of money from their earnings of the previous year.
This almost universal desire of the Negroes to become landowners, is a complete refutation of the charge that sudden
emancipation from forced labor opens the door for the return of the blacks to barbarism.
The conditions under which the trial of free labor is now carried on in South Carolina, are unparalleled in
history. Those who are familiar with the results of emancipation in the French and English colonies, will find few
points of comparison between those results and the present workings of freedom on the Sea Islands. Consider that at
no previous time, and in no other country, has there ever been an immediate and unconditional abolition of slavery.
France, in the frenzy of the Revolution, declared that slavery was abolished, but was forced to reestablish it under the
consulate; and, during the half century which followed before the complete and final emancipation of the slaves in
1846, we find continually acts and measures adopted which gradually paved the way to this ultimate success.
England, too, after the abolition of the slave trade, made repeated efforts to ameliorate the condition of the slave
population of her colonies, and when, in 1833, the Act of Emancipation was passed, it was found that, while
declaring all slaves on English soil to be instantly free, it made provisions for transforming them into apprenticed
laborers. In South Carolina, emancipation, proclaimed by the guns of Admiral Dupont, was instant, unlooked for,
and without conditions. However ardently it may have been desired by the slaves themselves, they surely could not
have expected it, at a time when the belief universally prevailed among the planters that the forts which defended
their islands were impregnable.
In the colonies of France and England, there was no civil war, bringing into the midst of the plantations the
demoralizing influences of the camp, harassing the simple-minded freedmen with constant fear of reverses, which
would consign them to a worse bondage than they had ever known, and tending, in the absence of all civil law and
the restraints of a well-ordered society, to draw away the laborer from the cultivation of the soil. In South Carolina,
moreover, no masters or overseers were left, as in the French and English colonies, to direct the Negroes in their
labor; and, in consequence, their guidance has been entrusted to a body of superintendents from the North, most of
them young men, and all without experience, either in the management of the blacks or the culture of the cotton. This
complete separation of the freedmen from their former masters, by reason of the flight and escape of all the planters,
has been, in many respects, most favorable to their progress in Liberty. Consider for a moment what would have
been the result if, at any time during the past thirty years, it had been possible to effect the abolishment of slavery in
these islands by an act of the General government. Who can doubt that such an act, passed against the wills of the
slaveholders, would have produced the most disastrous consequences, and that such an experiment of free labor as is
now going on would have been utterly impossible? Those, at least, who have had opportunities for observing the
bitter hate engendered toward the Negroes, among those master whom the proclamation of the lst of January
deprived of their former 'chattels,' cannot but regard with satisfaction such peaceful solutions of this fearful problem
as that effected at Port Royal, where the shot and shell of our gunboats, in breaking the chains of the slave, at the
same moment compelled the master to flight.

Religion of the Freedmen
The religious condition of the South Carolina freedmen presents many peculiar and interesting features.
Whether, like the Negroes in the 'old North State,' they celebrated their new birth into freedom by services of praise
and thanksgiving at the altar, I have been unable to learn; but certain it is, that the wonderful tranquillity of their
sudden transition from bondage, and the good use which they have made of their liberty, are owing in great measure
to their deep religious earnestness. This earnestness, it is evident, is not the result of conviction or enlightenment, so
much as of the strong emotional nature of the blacks, intensified by sympathy, and kept alive to religious feeling by
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their frequent meetings for prayer and praise. Yet, to the careful observer, the blind and often superstitious worship
of these people, which, as is now so plainly seen, was fostered by slavery, is one of the saddest results of the system.
Those who are now permitted to watch over the religious progress of the freedmen, can bring new and abundant
proof to the assertion of De Tocqueville, that 'Christianity is a religion of freemen.' The present opportunities for
religious worship which the freedmen enjoy consist of their 'praise meetings' - similar in most respects to our prayer
meetings - which are held two or three times a week on the plantations, and the Sunday services at the various
churches scattered about the islands. these services are usually conducted by white preachers, and are attend not only
by the Negroes, but also by the superintendents, teachers, and many casual visitors from the camps. At Beaufort and
Hilton Head large and flourishing Sunday schools are in operation. Most of the freedmen belong either to the Baptist
or Methodist denomination, and the fervor and zeal of the preachers of the latter persuasion always find a response in
the excitable and impulsive nature of the blacks. It is not a little singular that, while Cochin can write concerning the
freedmen in the French colonists that 'the Catholic worship has incomparable attractions for the blacks,' we find the
negro in our own country everywhere attracted toward that sect of Protestants which has always been the most
powerful antagonist to Romanism.
On Sunday, the 15th of March, in company with a party of superintendents and teachers, I attended a
service held for the freedmen on St. Helena's island. Our ride from the plantation took us through field and wood, till
we reached the main road on which the church is situated. It is a simple, unpretending structure of brick, shaded on
all sides by handsome live oaks. Near by is the small cemetery, and the drooping moss from the oaks hangs in
sombre beauty over the graves. Under the trees is a group of superintendents discussing the news and the last order
of General Hunter. As we ride up, a party of officers comes galloping in from camp, while from the other direction is
seen approaching a venerable carryall, conveying a party of lady teachers from a distant plantation. The service has
already begun, and the church is crowded with the dusky auditors, while here and there may be seen a pew filled with
'white folks.' The day is warm, so we can stand by the open window and take in the whole scene at a single glance.
No danger to-day of any manifestations of overwrought feelings; no groans nor excited shouting of 'Amen.' The
preacher has taken his text from the first chapter of Genesis, and he is describing the wonders of the creation. His
sermon might properly be entitled a 'disquisition upon the universe.' It is evident that his colored hearers fail to see
the 'beauty and mysterious order of the stellar world' which he is portraying, for most of them are already dozing, and
the rest are nodding their heads as if in sleepy assent to the undoubted truth of the good man's words. He has
overreached his mark, and hits neither the heads nor the hearts of his congregation. At length the discourse is ended,
and all rise to join the closing hymn, which is 'deaconed call' by the minister, and responded to by the Negroes in a
monotonous 'yah, yah.' They have not recovered from the soporific effect of the sermon, and, besides, can hardly be
blamed for not catching the feebly altered words. But their time is coming. No sooner is the benediction pronounced,
than one of the negro elders strikes up a well known hymn, and, suddenly rousing from their stupor, the whole
congregation join in singing in clear and ringing tones verse after verse of the jubilant song. Then follow other
hymns and chants peculiar to the negro worship, the crude expressions of their deep emotional feeling. As we leave
the church, we are convinced that the religious teachers of the newly freed blacks are sadly at fault in repeating so
much the kind of preaching to which the Negroes were accustomed under the old system, and in neglecting to pour
into their perceptive souls both the light and warmth of the gospel. As an officer remarked who had stood at our side
listening to the service: 'These people had enough of the Old Testament thrown at their heads under slavery. Now
give them the glorious utterances and practical teachings of the Great Master.'
At some of the meetings of the freedmen, they are addressed by negro preachers, who never fail to speak
with great effect. In Alexandria, Va., I was told by the superintendent of the freedmen of an old negro teacher and
exhorter, the self-elected pastor of all the blacks there, going about from house to house to minister to the wants of
the sick and afflicted, teaching the young, and speaking in all the meetings. 'This old negro,' said the superintendent,
'has more influence over the blacks, and does more good among them, than all the missionaries and chaplains who
have been sent here.' To the same effect is the testimony of all who have listened to the colored preacher at Port
Royal, and who know the great power which the chief elders of their churches possess over the rest of the Negroes.
A verbatim report of an exhortation given, just before the expedition to Jacksonville, Fla., to the soldiers of Colonel
Higginson's 1st South Carolina Volunteers, by one of these negro preachers, would be worthy a place in 'American
oratory.' I remember only one striking passage, where, in his appeal to the troops to fight bravely, he urged them to
seek always the post of danger, since heaven would be the immediate reward of all who should be killed in battle;
for, said he, as if moved by an oracle: 'What hab been, dat will be. He who is de fust man to get into de boat, and de
fust to jump on shore, him, if he fall, will be de fust to get to heaben.' Then, as if standing already in the midst of the
fight, and with all the feelings of his nature roused against his enemies, he added: 'An' when do battle comes - when
you see de Eunn'l put his shoulder to de wheel, and hear de shot and shell flying all round like de rain drops, den
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remember dat ebery one ob dose shot is a bot ob de Almighty God to send dem rebels to deir eberlasting damnatin.'
Such fervent utterances are not uncommon among the negro preschers, and are well calculated to produce a powerful
effect upon the susceptible natures of their hearers, 'deep answering unto deep."

Schools and Education Among the Freedma
n
The education of the children of the freedmen was begun simultaneously with the work of employing the
Negroes as free laborers. Teachers, both men and women, from Boston, New York, and Philadelphia, accompanied
the superintendents who were sent to Port Royal in March, 1862. The results of their labors during the past year have
been most encouraging, in spite of the changes and confusion caused by the war and the numerous obstacles in the
way of a steady and continued application on the part of the children. The teachers in their reports all unite to attest
the 'universal eagerness to learn,' which they have not found equaled in white persons, arising both from the desire
for knowledge common to all, and the desire to raise their condition now so very strong among these people. The
details of these reports present few points of special interest to the common reader. A common mistake, both of those
who visit these schools for the first time, and of others who have merely heard of their existence, arises from
comparing the negro schools, where children of all ages are to be seen, with our district schools in New England,
where difference of age implies a corresponding difference in attainments. 'What are your most advanced classes
studying?" Is very often asked of the teachers, when a moment's reflection would convince the inquirer, that the
Primer and first Reader are the only books which we expect to see in the hands of children who have but just learned
their letters. Viewing the rapid progress which these colored children have made in learning to read during the past
year - many of them being obliged to leave school and work in the field during a considerable portion of the time the retentive memories which they have shown in their studies, and their great eagerness to learn, which requires no
urging from parents or teachers, and which manifests itself in the punctual attendance even of those who are obliged
to walk from long distances to the school house - we may well be satisfied with what has already been accomplished
and with the prospects for the future.
As a general rule, the adults are as eager to learn as the children, and the reading or spelling book is the
almost invariable companion of the freedmen when of duty. On the wharves, in the intervals between labor - in the
camp, whenever a leisure moment is found - on the plantations, when work is done - everywhere, you will see the
Negroes with book in hand, patiently pouring over their lesson, picking the way along as best they can, or eagerly
following the guidance of some kind friend who stops to teach them. Probably few of these adult students will ever
advance beyond a simple knowledge of reading, and many, doubtless, will stop short of this, lacking the
perseverance necessary to attain success. Most of the freedmen, however, are so earnest and determined in their
pursuit of knowledge, so patient and untiring in their efforts to learn, and, withal, enjoy such keen pleasure in this
awakening to consciousness of their mental powers, that they cannot fail to elevate themselves thereby, and also to
feel an increased interest in the education of their children.

In Camp
Negro soldiers on the Sea Islands have long since ceased to be objects of wonder or curiosity, and may be
seen to-day in camp, on picket, or on detached service, everywhere doing their work in a quiet, soldierly manner, and
attracting no more attention than the white troops about them. Through many difficulties, and against great
opposition, they have conquered their present honorable position in the Department of the South. The untimely draft
of the freedmen made by General Hunter in May, 1862, the violence and deception with which the order was
enforced, as well as the refusal of the Government to receive these regiments into the service, causing the dispersion
of the troops without pay and without honor, was enough to discourage all further enlistments. But when, last winter,
General Saxton called for volunteers, an entire regiment was soon raised, and early in the present year, the lst South
Carolina volunteers were ready to take the field. Fortunately for the regiment and for the country, the services of
Thomas Wentwroth Higginson, of Worcester, Mass., were secured as commander of this first regiment of Union
soldiers raised in South Carolina. 'The right man in the right place' has not become so common a sight in our army,
as to prevent our being thankful that so fit an appointment was made and accepted. Surely we are but just beginning
to learn what heroes we have, when we see a man of high literary attainments, whose eloquent words, both spoken
and written, have contributed so largely to the physical, mental, and moral culture of his countrymen, laying *down
the _____ sword at the call of duty, and winning at once by his wisdom and skill the two highest objects of one
officer's ambition, the devotion of his men, and the commendation of his superiors.
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Soon after arriving at Port Royal, I paid a visit to Colonel Higginson's regiment, then encamped about four
miles from Beaufort. Setting out on horseback in company with one of the superintendents, our ride took us along the
banks of the Beaufort River, past cotton plantations, and through pleasant woods bright with the golden blossoms of
the pines. although it was early in February, we saw the Negroes at work in the fields, 'listing' the around - a process
of breaking up the soil with hoes - while here and there a solitary palmetto stood, like a scarecrow, as if to warn away
all invaders. We soon reached 'Camp Saxton,' which we found pleasantly situated near a large and magnificent grove
of live oaks, just at the bend of the river, where a fine view is given of the winding stream, the harbor of Port Royal,
and the low-lying islands in the distance. The grove, which is the handsomest on the islands, was formerly part of a
plantation belonging to a master well known by his cruelty toward his slaves, and the tree which served as the
whipping post is still pointed out. A short distance from the camp, by the river side, may be seen the remains of an
old Spanish fort, built of oyster shells, and said to have been erected in the year 1637.
To one accustomed to notice the sanitary appearance of camps, the neatness observable both in the streets
and tents of 'Camp Saxton' was an agreeable surprise. Few camps in any department of the army are better policed,
or present to the visitor such a general air of order and cleanliness as this first encampment of Colonel Higginson's
regiment. As we enter one of the streets a company inspection of arms is going on, which displays to good advantage
the proficiency of the colored soldier in the militia of his work. Soon after, we are summoned to witness a battalion
drill, and my companion, who has been both an army officer and a 'Democrat,' is extravagant in his praise of the
movements and evolutions of the troops. Before leaving the camp we visit the snug and comfortable hospital into
which Yankee ingenuity has metamorphosed the upper story of an old ginhouse. The surgeon informs us that the
most common disease in the regiment is pneumonia, and that, in order to guard as far as possible against this, he has
the middle board of the tent floor taken up just at night, and a fire built on the ground, to remove the dampness.
We are careful to make our exit at the proper place, as negro soldiers on guard observe unwonted strictness,
and we hear of their having threatened to shoot the commanding general himself for attempting to pass out at some
other turn the regular passage way.
I have seen the soldiers of Colonel Higginson's regiment on several other occasions than the one above
described, and have always found them displaying the same soldierly qualities. Their picketing of Port Royal Island
has not been surpassed by any white regiment for the rigor and watchfulness with which it was enforced. 'Will they
fight?' is a question which the events of the war are fast answering in the affirmative. The South Carolina volunteers
have not as yet met the rebels in close conflict; but, in holding captured places against large numbers of the enemy,
in passing rebel batteries on the Florida rivers, and in hazardous excursions into the heart of the enemy's country,
where they have been constantly exposed to the fire of sharp-shooters and guerrillas, they have behaved as bravely as
any other regiments in the service; while they have united in their ready obedience and prompt execution of orders, a
dash and fierceness such as might have been expected from their excitable nature when under the stimulus of actual
warfare. In view, therefore, of the admirable manner in which these freedmen have performed all the duties of a
soldier's life which have thus far been required of them, it is fair to presume that in the fierce shock of open battle,
they will acquit themselves like men. A striking illustration of the wide difference between the theories of those who
oppose the use of the negro as a soldier, and the facts which the war is constantly revealing, was furnished on our
passage from North Carolina to Port Royal. 'Will the negro troops be clean?' was asked of an officer of the regular
army, and his reply was a highly wrought and imaginary description of the horrible condition of the garrisons, and
the fearful epidemics, which would be occasioned by placing black soldiers in the forts on our southern coast. The
facts of the case in reference to the comparative cleanliness of white and black troops showed that, while the
companies of regulars under this officer's car habitually neglected on shipboard the simplest sanitary regulations,
such as sweeping and washing the decks, the negro soldiers who had been taken on our Government transportation
various points on the Florida coast, daily observed these important rules, gaining thereby the commendation of the
ship's officers, and promoting at the same time their own health and comfort. The explanation of this fact is found in
the prompt and unquestioning obedience of the black soldier, the peculiar characteristic of those who have been
accustomed in a state of servitude to execute the commands of those who were over them.
The tide of public opinion is setting so strongly in favor of the use of Negroes as soldiers, that the present
danger seems to lie in the direction of our indulging in too extravagant expectations of their efficiency. We must now
overlook the fact that, in the case of the former slaves, as much depends upon the character of their officers as upon
the valor of the men. Nor should it be forgotten that among the freedmen who come within our lines, there is only a
small proportion of able-bodied men capable of enduring the hardships of the service. In too many instances slavery
has sapped the vigor of their lives, and the examinations of our surgeons have revealed an extent of physical
weakness which is truly surprising. There can, however, no longer be any doubt in the minds of candid and loyal
men, that the freedmen who are able to bear arms will prove themselves valiant soldiers, jealous defenders of their
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own and their country's liberties, and a terror to their enemies, who have so madly attempted to destroy both 'Liberty
and Union.'
1867 Atl Mth.
The favorite song in camp was the following,-sung with no accompaniment but the measured clapping of hands and
the clatter of many feet.
I. Hold Your Light 1867 Atl. Mth. Negro Spirituals
"Hold your light, Brudder Robert, Hold your light
Hold you light on Canaan's shore
"What make old Satan for follow me so?
Satan ain't got nothin' for do wid me.
Hold your light, hold your ligh,
Hold your light on Canaan's shore."
This would be sung for half an hour at a time, perhaps, each person present being named in turn. It seemed
the simplest primitive type of "spiritual." The next in popularity was almost as elementary, and, like this, named
successively each one of the circle. It was, however, much more resounding and convivial in its music.
II. Bound to Go
"Jordan River, I'm bound to go bound to go, bound to go
Jordan River, I'm bound to go, bound to go, etc.
"My Sister Lucy, I'm bound to go, etc.
Sometimes it was "tink 'em" (think them) "fare ye well." The ye was so detached, that I thought at first it
was "very" or "vary well." Another picturesque song, which seemed immensely popular, was at first very
bewildering to me. I could not make out the first words of the chorus, and called it the "Romandar," being reminded
of some Romantic song which I had formerly heard. That association quite fell in with the Orientalism of the new
tent-life.
III. Room In There
"O my mudder is gone! my mudder is gone! My mudder is gone into heaven, my Lord! I
can't stay behind! Dere's room in dar, room in dar, Room in dar, in de heaven, my Lord! I
can't stay behind, my dear, I can't stay behind.
"O my fader is gone!" etc.
"O, de angels are gone!" etc.
"O, I'se been on de road! I'se been on de road" I'se been on de road into heaven, my Lord! I
can't stay behind! O, room in dar, room in dar, room in dar, in de heaven, my Lord! I can't
stay behind!
By this time every man within hearing, from oldest to youngest, would be wriggling and shuffling, as if
through some magic piper's bewitchment; for even those who at first affected contemptuous indifference would be
drawn into the vortex erelong.
Next to these in popularity ranked a class of songs belonging emphatically to the Church Militant, and
available for camp purposes with very little strain upon their symbolism. This for instance, had a true companion-inarms heartiness about it, not impaired by the feminine invocation at the end.
IV. Hail Mary
"One more valiant soldier here one more valiant soldier here
One more valiant soldier here, to help me bear de cross.
O hail, Mary hail! Hail, Mary, hail! Hail, Mary, hail! to help me bear de cross."
I fancied that the original reading might have been "soul," instead of "soldier,"-with some other syllable
inserted, to fill out the metre,-and that the "Hail, Mary," might denote a Roman Catholic origin, as I had several men
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from St. Augustine who held in a dim way to that faith. It was a very ringing song, though not so grandly jubilant as
the next, which was really impressive as the singers pealed it out, when marching or rowing or embarking.
V. My Army Cross Over
"My army cross over, my army cross over, We'll cross de river Jordan. My army cross over;
We'll cross de danger water, my army cross over; We'll cross de mighty Myo. My army cross
over. (thrice.) O Pharaoh's army drowned! My army cross over."
I could get no explanation of the "might Myo," except that one of the old men thought it meant the river of
death. Perhaps it is an African word. In the Cameroon dialect, "Mawa" signifies "to die."
The next also has a military ring about it, and the first line is well matched by the music. The rest is
conglomerate, and one or two lines show a more Northern origin. "Done" is a Virginia shibboleth, quite distinct from
the "been" which replaces it in South Carolina. Yet one of their best choruses, without any fixed words, was, "De
bell done ringing," for which, in proper South Carolina dialect, would have been substituted, "De bell been a-ring."
This refrain may have gone South with our army.
VI. Ride in, Kind Saviour
"Ride in, kind Saviour! no man can hinder me
O, Jesus is a mighty man! no man, etc.
We're marching through Virginny fields., no man, etc.
O, Satan is a busy man, no man, etc.
And he has his sword and shield, no man, etc.
O, old Secesh done come and gone! no man can hinder me."
Sometimes they substituted "hinder we," which was more spicy to the ear, and more in keeping with the
usual head-over-heels arrangement of their pronouns.
Almost all their songs were thoroughly religious in their tone, however quaint their expression, and were in
a minor key, both as to words and music. The attitude is always the same, and, as a commentary on the life of the
race, is infinitely pathetic. Nothing but patience for this life,-nothing but triumph in the next. Sometimes the present
predominates, sometimes the future; but the combination is always implied. In the following, for instance, we hear
simply the patience.
VII. This World Almost Done
"Brudder, keep your lamp trimmin' and a-burnin 'Keep your lamp trimmin' and a-burnin'
(twice) For dis world most done. So keep your lamp, etc. Dis world most done."
But in the next, the final reward of patience is proclaimed as plaintively.
VIII. I Want To Go Home.
"Dere's no rain to wet you, O, yes, I want to go home.
Dere's no sun to burn you, O, yes, I want to go home.
O, push along, believers, O, yes, etc.
Dere's no hard trials, O, yes, etc. (other verses given)
This next was a boat-song, and timed well with the tug of the oar.
IX. The Coming Day
"I want to go to Canaan, (thrice) To meet 'em at de comin' day. O, remember, let me go to
Canaan, (thrice.) to meet 'em, etc. O brudder, let me go to Canaan, (thrice) to meet 'em, etc.
My brudder, you-oh! remember (thrice.)
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To meet 'em at de comin' day."
The following begins with a startling affirmation, yet the last line quite out-does the first. This, too, was a
capital boat-song.
X. One More River.
O, Jordan band was a great old band! Dere ain't but one more river to cross.
We have some valiant soldier here, Dere ain't ,etc.
Dere's a hill on my left, and he catch on my right,
Dere ain't but one more river to cross."
I could get no explanation of this last riddle, except, "Dat mean, if you go on de leff, go to 'struction, and if
you go on de right, go to God, for sure." In others, more of spiritual conflict is implied, as in this next:
XI O The Dying Lamb!
"I want to go where Moses trod, O de dying Lamb! For Moses gone to de promised land, O
de dying Lamb! To drink from springs dat never run dry, O, etc.
Cry O my Lord! O, etc.
Before I'll stay in hell one day, O, etc.
I'm in hopes to pray my sins away, O, etc.
Cry O my Lord! O, etc.
Brudder Moses promised for be dar too, O, etc.
To drink from streams dat never run dry, O de dying Lamb!"
In the next, the conflict is at its height, and the lurid imagery of the Apocalypse is brought to bear. This
book, with the books of Moses, constituted their Bible, all that lay between, even the narratives of the life of Jesus,
they hardly cared to read or to hear.
XII. Down in the Valley
"We'll run and never tire, (thrice),Jesus set poor sinners free, way down in de valley, Who
will rise and go with me? You're heern talk of Jesus, Who set poor sinners free. "De lightnin'
and de flashin', de lightnin' and de flashin',(thrice)Jesus set poor sinners, free I can't stand de
fire (thrice) Jesus set poor sinners free. De green trees a-flamin'. (thrice) Jesus set poor sinners
free, Way down in de valley. Who will rise and go with me" You're heern talk of Jesus who
set poor sinners free."
"De valley" and "de lonesome valley" were familiar words in their religious experience. To descend into
that region implied the same process with the "anxious-seat" of the camp-meeting. When a young girl was supposed
to enter it, she bound a handkerchief by a peculiar knot over her head, and made it a point of honor not to change a
single garment till the day of her baptism, so that she was sure of being in physical readiness for the cleansing, rite,
whatever her spiritual mood might be. More than once, in noticing a damsel thus mystically kerchiefed, I have asked
some dusky attendant its meaning, and have received the unfailing answer,-framed with their usual indifference to the
genders of pronouns,- "He in de lonesome valley, sa."
The next gives the same dramatic conflict, while its detached and impersonal refrain gives it strikingly the
character of the Scotch and Scandinavian ballads
.
XIII. Cry Holy
"Cry holy, holy! Look at de people dat is born of God - (other words given)
Here is an infinitely quaint description of the length of the heavenly road;
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XIV O'er The Crossing.
"Yonder's my old mudder, been a-waggin' at de hill so long. It's about time she'll cross over;
Get home bimeby. Keep prayin', I do believe We're a long time waggin' o'er de crossin' -eey
prayin', I do believe We'll get home toi heaven bimeby. (other verses given)
One of the most singular pictures of future joys, and with a fine flavor of hospitality about it, was this:XV. Walk 'Em Easy.
"O, walk 'em easy round de heaven, Walk 'em easy round de heaven,(twice) Dat all de people
may join de band. Walk 'em easy round de heaven (thrice) O, shout glory till 'em join dat
land!"
The chorus was usually the greater part of the song, and often came in paradoxically, thus:XVI. O Yes Lord.
"O, must I be like de foolish man? O yes, Lord! Will build de house on de sandy hill, O
yes, Lord! I'll build my house on Zion hill, O yes, Lord! Bi wubd bir raub cab blow me
down, O yes Lord!"
The next is very graceful and lyrical, and with more variety of rhythm than usual:'
XVII. How Low, Mary
"How low, Mary, how low, Martha, For Jesus come and lock de door, and carry de keys away.
Sail, sail, over yonder, and view de promised land, for Jesus come, etc. Weep, O Mary, bow
low, Martha, for Jesus come, etc. sail, sail, my true believer: Sail, sail, over yonder; Mary,
bow low, Martha, bow low,
For Jesus come and lock de door and carry de keys away."
But of all the "spiritual" that which surprised me the most, I think,-perhaps because it was that in which
external nature furnished the images most directly,-was this. With all my experience of their ideal ways of speech, I
was startled when first I came on such a flower of poetry in that dark soil.
XVIII. I know Moon-Rise.
I know moon-rise, I know star-rise, lay dis body down.
I walk in de moonlight, I walk in de starlight, to lay dis body down.
I'll walk in de graveyard, I'll walk through de graveyard, to lay dis body down.
"I'll lie in de grave and stretch out my arms." Never, it seems to me, since man first lived and suffered, was
his infinite longing for peace uttered more plaintively than in that line.
The next is one of the wildest and most striking of the whole series; there is a mystical effect and a
passionate, striving throughout the whole. The Scriptural struggle between Jacob and the angel, which is only dimly
expressed in the words, seems all uttered in the music. I think it impressed my imagination more powerfully than any
other of these songs.
XIX. Wrestling Jacob.
"O wrestling Jacob, Jacob, day's a breakin': I will not let thee go! O wrestling Jacob, Jacob,
day's a-breakin'; He will not let me go! O, I hold my brudder wid a tremblin' hand; I would
not let him go! I hold my sister wid a tremblin' hand; I would not let her go! (there is a
second verse)
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Of "occasional hymns," properly so called, I noticed but one, a funeral hymn for an infant, which is sung
plaintively over and over, without variety of words.
XX. The Baby Gone Home.
"De little baby gone home, (twice), De little baby gone along, for to climb up Jacob's ladder.
And I wish I'd been dar, I wish I'd been dar, I wish I'd been dar Lord, For to climb up Jacob's
ladder
Still simpler is this, which is yet quite sweet and touching.
XXI. Jesus With Us
"He have been wid us, Jesus, He still wid us, Jesus.
He will be wid us, Jesus, Be wid us to the end."
The next seemed to be a favorite about Christmas time, when meditations on "de rollin' year" were frequent
among them.
XXII.. Lord, Remember Me!
"O do, Lord, remember me (twice), O do, remember me, until de year roll round!
Do Lord remember me If you want to die like Jesus died, lay in de grave,
you would fold your arms and close your eyes and die wid a free good will.
(two additional verses)
The next was sung in such an operatic and rollicking way that it was quite hard to fancy it a religious
performance, which, however, it was. I heard it but once.
XXIII. Early In The Morning
"I meet little Rosa early in de mornin', O Jerusalem! early in de mornin':
And I ax her, How you do, my darter? O Jerusalem ! early in de mornin'.
"Tittawisa" means "Sister Louisa." In songs of this class the name of every person present successively
appears.
Their best marching song, and one which was invaluable to lift their feet along, as they expressed it, was the
following. There was a kind of spring and lilt to it, quite indescribable by words
XXIV. Go in the Wilderness
"Jesus call you. Go in de wilderness, (thrice) To wait upon de Lord. Go wait upon de
Lord.(thrice) my God, He take away de sins of de world.
The next was one of those which I had heard in boyish days, brought North from Charleston. But the chorus
alone was identical; the words were mainly different, and those here given are quaint enough.
XXV. Blow Your Trumpet, Gabriel.
"O, blow your trumpet, Gabriel, Blow your trumpet
louder; And I want dat trumpet to blow me home to my new Jerusalem.
(three additional verses)
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The following contains one of those odd transformations of proper names with which their Scriptural
citations were often enriched. It rivals their text, "Paul may plant, and may polish wid water," which I have elsewhere
quoted, and in which the sainted Apollos would hardly have recognized himself.
XXVI. In the Morning
"In de mornin' (twice) chil'en? Yes, my Lord! Don't you hear de trumpet sound? If I had
a-died when I was young, I never would had de race for run Don't you hear de trumpet sound?
(two additional verses)
These golden and silver fancies remind one of the King of Spain's daughter in "Mother Goose," and the
golden apple, and the silver pear, which are doubtless themselves but the vestiges of some simple early composition
like this. The next has a humbler and more domestic style of fancy.
XXII. Fare Ye Well
-"My true believers, fare ye well, (4 times) by de grace of God, For I'm going home. Massa
Jesus give me a little broom for to sweep my heart clean and I will try, by the grace of God,
to win my way home.
Among the songs not available for marching, but requiring the concentrated enthusiasm of the camp, was
"The Ship of Zion," of which they had three wholly distinct versions, all quite exuberant and tumultuous.
XXVIII. The Ship of Zion
"Come along, come along, and let us go hom, O, glory, hallelujah! Dis de ole ship o' Zion
Halleloo! Halleloo! Dis de ole ship o' Zion Hallelujah!(3 more verses and two more versions)
This abbreviated chorus is given with unspeakable unction.
The three just given are modifications of an old camp-meeting melody; and the same may be true of the
three following, although I cannot find them in the Methodist hymn-books. Each, however, has its characteristic
modifications, which make it well worth giving. In the second verse of this next, for instance, "Saviour" evidently
has become "soldier."
XXXI. Sweet Music
"Sweet music in heaven, just beginning for to roll
Don't you love God? Glory, hallelujah! (3 more verses)
XXXII. Good News
"O, good news! (twice) De angels brought de tidings down. Just mornin' from de trone
.(three more verses)
It was sung perhaps twice as often as any other. This was partly due to the fact that it properly consisted of a
chorus alone, with which the verses of other songs might be combined at random.
Sic: A long article giving only the words. check original if you desire to read words.
XXXIII. The Heavenly Road
"You may talk of my name as much as you please, and carry my name abroad, But I really do believe I'm a child of
God as I walk in de heavenly road. O, won't you go wid me"(Thrice) for to keep our garments clean. (two more
verses)
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Some of the songs had played an historic part during the war. For singing the next, for instance, the Negroes
had been put in jail in Georgetown, S. C., at the outbreak of the Rebellion. "We'll soon be free," was too dangerous
an assertion, and though the chant was an old one, it was no doubt sung with redoubled emphasis during the new
events. "De Lord will call us home," was evidently thought to be a symbolical verse; for, as a little drummer-boy
explained to me, showing all his white teeth as he sat in the moonlight by the door of my tent, "Dey tink de Lord
mean for say de Yankees."
XXXIV. We'll Soon Be Free
"We'll soon be free, (thrice) When de Lord will call us home. My brudder, how long (thrice)
''Fore we done sufferin' here? etc.
.
The suspicion in this case was unfounded, but they had another song to which the Rebellion had actually
given rise. This was composed by nobody knew whom,-though it was the most recent, doubtless, of all these
"spirituals,"- and had been sung in secret to avoid detection. It is certainly plaintive enough. The peck of corn and
pint of salt were slavery's rations.
XXXV. Many Thousand Go.
"No more peck o' corn for me, no more, no more. No more peck o' corn for me, many
thousand go. No more driver's lash for me, (twice) Many thousand go. etc. (4 more verses)
Even of this last composition, however, we have only the approximate date, and know nothing of the mode
of composition. Allan Ramsay says of the Scotch songs, that, no matter who made them, they were soon attributed to
the minister of the parish whence they sprang. And I always wondered, about these, whether they had always a
conscious and definite origin in some leading mind, or whether they grew by gradual accretion, in an almost
unconscious way. On this point I could get no information, though I asked many questions, until at last one day when
I was being rowed across from Beaufort to Ladies' Island, I found myself, with delight, on the actual trail of a song.
One of the oarsmen, a brisk young fellow, not a soldier, on being asked for his theory of the matter, dropped out a
coy confession. "Some good sperituals," he said, "are start jess out o' curiosity. I been a-raise a sing, myself, once."
My dream was fulfilled, and I had traced out, not the poem alone, but the poet. I implored him to proceed.
" Once we boys," he said, "went for tote some rice, and de nigger-driver, he keep a-callin' on us; and I say, 'O, de ole
nigger-driver!' Den anudder said, 'Fust ting my mammy tole me was, notin' so bad as nigger-driver,' Den I made a
sing, just puttin' a word, and den a nudder word."
Then he began singing, and the men, after listening a moment, joined in the chorus as if it were an old
acquaintance, though they evidently had never heard it before. I saw how easily a new "sing" took root among them.
XXXVI. The Driver
"O, de ole nigger-driver! O, gwine away! First time my mammy tell me, O, gwine away! Tell
me 'bout de nigger-driver, O, gwine away! Nigger-driver second devil, O. gwine away! Best
ting for do he driver, O, gwine away! Knock he down and spoil he labor, O, gwine away!"
It will be observed that, although this song is quite secular in its character, its author yet called it a
"spiritual." I heard but two songs among them, at any time, to which they would not, perhaps, have given this generic
name. One of these consisted simply in the endless repetition-after the manner of certain college songs-of the
mystery line,
"Rain fall and wet Becky Martin."
(Editor note: music in "Slave Songs" by Allen added in here.) But who Becky Martin was, and why she
should or should not be wet, and whether the dryness was a reward or a penalty, none could say. I got the impression
that, in either case, the event was posthumous, and that there was some tradition of grass not growing over the grave
of a sinner; but even this was vague, and all else vaguer.
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The other song I heard but once, on a morning when a squad of men came in from picket duty, and chanted
it in the most rousing way. It had been a stormy and comfortless night, and the picket station was very exposed. It
still rained in the morning when I strolled to the edge of the camp, looking out for the men, and wondering how they
had stood it. Presently they came striding along the road, at a great pace, with their shining rubber blankets worn as
cloaks around them, the rain streaming from these and from their equally shining faces, which were almost all upon
the broad grin, as they pealed out this remarkable ditty:Hangman Johnny
"O, dey call me Hangman Johnny! O, ho! O, ho! But I never hang nobody, O, hang, boys,
hang! "O, dey call me Hangman Johnny! O, ho! O, ho! But we'll all hang togedder, O, hang,
boys, hang!"

Creole Songs:
We give a few specimens of this strange religious poetry-this quaint hymnology of an ignorant,
uncultivated, yet pious and devotional race. The most noticeable is "Go down, Moses," a song which is not without
historical interest, as it expresses the yearnings of the Southern slaves for freedom and their half-formed hopes of
emancipation:
' When Israel was in Egypt's land, Let my people go. Oppressed so hard they could not stand, Let my people go. Go
down, Moses, way down in Egypt's land, Tell ole Pharaoh, let my people go."
(4 more verses)
After a score of verses in this style, the "poem" closes with a characteristic expression of denominational
preference: (4 more verses) A spirited unison chorus is sung to these words:
"I'm a traveling to the grave, I'm a traveling to the grave, my Lord, I'm a traveling to the
grave, For to lay this body down. My massa died a shouting, singing glory, Hallelujah! The
last word he said to me was about Jerusalem."
The succeeding verses ad infinitum are simply formed by substituting the words "My Missis" or "My
Brother" for "My Massa." It will be readily seen that the song can thus be prolonged till lungs and patience are both
exhausted.
An old little trifle is entitled "Many Thousand Gone."
1 No more auction block for me, no more, no more, No more auction block for me, many
thousand gone. 2 No more peck o' corn for me, etc.
3 No more driver's lash for me, etc.
4 No more pint o' salt for me, etc.
5 No more hundred las for me, etc.
6 No more mistress' call for me, etc.
One of the most beautiful in point of melody is "Steal Away. (words given)
A great favorite is the following:
1 Gwine to ride up in the chariot, sooner in the morning, (ride up in the chariot, sooner in the
morning;(2) And I hope I'll join the band, O Lord have mercy on me, and I hope I'll join the
band, And I hope I'll join the band.
2 Gwine to meet my brother there, Sooner, etc.
Chorus-O Lord have mercy, etc.
3 Gwine to chatter with the Angels, Sooner, etc.
Chorus-O Lord have mercy, etc.
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The most difficult of all for any one save a Southern negro to sing-difficult on account of its
incomprehensible rhythm is this:
Didn't my Lord deliver Daniel, d'liver Daniel, d'liver Daniel,
(Ed.: rest of lyrics given -3 more verses)
These dusky song writers seem to have a special enmity against "Ole Pharaoh." One song declares the
intention of the writer to forward a letter to "Massa Jesus to send some valiant soldier to turn back Pharaoh's army,
Hallelu!" and closes with gusto:When Pharaoh crossed the water, the waters came together, and drowned old Pharaoh's
army, etc. Hallelu!
A very curious musical effect is made in "Roll, Jordan, roll" by the unexpected introduction of a flat
seventh. The words begin thus:
"Roll, Jordan, roll, Roll, Jordan, roll, I want to go to Heaven when I die, to hear Jordan roll;
Oh brothers you ought t' have been there, Yes, my Lord, A sitting in the Kingdom, To hear
Jordan roll, Chorus-Roll, Jordan, roll.
"Swing Low, Sweet Chariot" tells how the singer hears a band of angels coming after him, to carry him over
Jordan. Of "Sweet Canaan" it is said:-"My mother used to tell how the colored people expected to be free some day;
and how, one night, a great many of them met together in a cabin, and tied little budgets on their backs as though
they were going off somewhere, and prayed, and cried, and shook hands, and sung this song."
A very old song runs as follow:"Go chain the lion down, (thrice),before the heaven doors close, Do you see that good old
sister Come a wagging up the hill so slow? She wants to get to heav'n in due time before the
heaven doors close."
Another popular song tells how "Mary and Martha just went along to ring those charming bells"-went "way
over Jordan, Lord, to ring those charming bells." Another describes how "King Jesus rides on a mile white horse,"
with the rather inconsequential refrain: "No man can a hinder me." A version of the parable of "Ten Virgins" is sung
to a very pleasing melody. We will, however, close here our extracts from these quaint rhymes with a verse of
"Judgment Day."
"Judgment Day is rolling around Oh! how I long to go
I've a good old mother in the heaven, my Lord, How I long to go there tll! There's a big
camp-meeting in the heaven my Lord, Oh! how I long to go. Chorus-Judgment Day," etc.
We have spoken of the music of these songs as American; but possibly it is of the real African origin: But
whence so ever it comes it is certainly unique and entertaining, and not without its tinge of pathos. In addition to this,
its hearty sincerity saves it from derision, even where it is weakest in either sentiment or melody, for these strange
religious ballads are the folk-songs of some 4 millions of the people of the United States.

New York Sun. 1907- THE CREST MUSICAL BULLETIN, OCT.
THE EVOLUTION OF MINSTRELSY - Albert Carlton. The man who hath not music in his soul, and is
not moved by a concord of sweet sounds, is fit for treason, stratagem and spoils.
Man has always been more or less swayed by music, and his destiny has often hung in the balance and
finally been decided in an antipodal direction by a sweet strain of music, or the sound of a voice awakening tender
memories from a lethargic slumber.
So close is music associated with our very existence in these latter days that it is difficult to conceive of a
time when life was and music was not. One of the earliest modes of expressing music was by the harp, and one of the
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first minstrels mentioned in history is King David, who in his pastoral days as a shepherd composed many beautiful
psalms, and was called in the Bible the "sweet singer of Israel!"
Again, in the days of Alfred the Great, King of West Saxony, prior to the year 1000, when Alfred was
forced to flee, he disguised himself as a strolling minstrel, and was consequently treated as such. But the genuine
minstrel became prominent in England after the Norman Conquest. At first they were professionals, and composed
their ballads which they sang, to the accompaniment of their own instruments.
The man who was gifted with the poetic spirit, and a musical voice to give expression to his thought,
naturally turned towards the profession of minstrelsy, even though he were of high degree. In the fifteenth century,
however, not alone the man of talents, but the idle vagabond, rogue or worthless fellow, essayed to be a minstrel, and
instead of original verse makers they became ordinary story tellers and buffoons.
It must be remembered that when this form of minstrelsy was in its palmiest days there was little done, and
what was done from necessity or though an adventurous spirit was at the risk of life and limb. Stage coaches were
unwieldy, slow and cumbersome, and were subject to highwaymen and robbers, or of being overturned on dark and
perilous roads. Horsemen were liable to attack and slaughter, so that the castle and the lord welcomed the daring,
venturesome traveling minstrel as an entertainer, a purveyor of news, an enlivener, and one who relieved the tedium
of weary hours.
Traveling did for the minstrel what it has continued to do ever since-broadened man's mind and made keen
his wit, so that he appeared as a hero, at least to the gentler sex. The tender of the drawbridge never refused him
entrance, nor the lord of the castle a cozy corner with an abundance of food and drink. With flames roaring up the
fireplace, and with a generous supply of home-brewed ale in the tankards, from the king to the lowest retainer all
were ready to give ear to the utterance of the man from the outside world, who was waiting to disseminate the
knowledge he had gathered since last he had sat at their board.
Rich gifts rewarded the minstrel's efforts, unless, perchance, the owner of the castle or manor house was an
unusually surly person, or who had the gout, which caused him to recall by its twinges that life was not all
merrymaking and song. Bright eyes, too, always flashed a welcome to him who could tell more entrancing tales and
sing more potent love songs than any other retainer within.
Without opera house, theatre or music hall in those days, the minstrel was obliged to find his audience. As
the people could not go to him, he was forced to seek an outlet for his talents, and, incidentally, as soft a berth for
himself as his charms could command.
In France and Italy the minstrel was known as a troubadour, and was considered the originator of a kind of
lyric, the subjects of which were love, chivalry, etc. Men of high stations, even Knights, became troubadours, and
cultivated the high arts of music and poetry. They were held in high esteem, but with them also the art declined. In
Provence still ancient customs and traditions prevail amid the roses and the vineyards, notwithstanding they are
keenly alive to modern money values.
From the troubadour descended the truvere, an epic poet who flourished from the eleventh to the fourteenth
centuries. Oliver Wendell Holmes declared that "it is to them we look for the true origin of our modern literature."
In Germany, despite slow and stolid natures, the people have ever been open and receptive to music. In the
eleventh and twelfth centuries the Minnesaenger sang in Swabian high German of the fickle springtime, of nature and
of the lady of his heart. Often he was of knightly rank, and his music was complicated and difficult, while sweet and
alluring. His patrons were men of influence, including some of Austria's dukes.
So if the profession of the minstrel declined, the desire of the people for entertainment but increased the
more. Gleemen and choristers in England have always been approved of, and still go round on special occasions,
notably on Advent Night, singing their carols and receiving gifts. In our own country the picturesque negro of the
South, with his overflowing spirits and his natural love of rhythm and melody, sitting at the door of his little cabin,
twanging his banjo, or up at the big house where his services were called into requisition to make music for the
dance, he may be said to have been suggestive of American minstrelsy. (Albert Carlton)

1908 - THE CREST MUSICAL BULLETIN - JAN.
NEGRO MINSTRELSY FROM ITS ORIGIN TO THE PRESENT DAY. The first minstrel troupe
appeared in public January 31, 1843. They appeared for the benefit of one of their number, Dick Pelham. The troupe
comprised just four - Dan Emmett, the author of "Dixie"; Frank Brower Bones, dancer and comedian; Billy
Whitlock, banjoist and dancer, and R. W. Pelham (Dick), who played the tambourine and danced also. The four had
been connected with circus companies - introducing dancing and negro songs in the ring, and meeting in the winter
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of 1843, they conceived the idea of merging their talents for the benefit of their brother performer, Dick Pelham, who
was appearing between the acts in the National Theatre, Chatham Street, near Roosevelt, afterwards known as
Purdy's National Theatre. Previous to this, individual singers of negro songs had appeared, notably "Daddy" Rice,
who sang "Jump Jim Crow," and from whom the sugar store figures "Jim Crow" and at present the "Jim Crow" cars
of the South got their name, and are still reminders of that great and popular exponent of negro songs and dances.
But it remained for Emmett, Brower, Whitlock and Pelham to organize and present the very first minstrel troupe in
the world. I have the program of this initial performance (perhaps the only one in existence), and the songs and
dances it contains are of the plantation variety entirely, viz: "Such a Gettin' Up Stairs," "My Old Aunt Sally," "Gwine
Over de Mountain," "Old Dan Tucker," "I Wish I was in Ole Virginia," "Dance de Boatmen Dance." Then a trail
breakdown or a jig dance enlivened the bill, and a banjo solo such as the "Coon Hunt," "Buffalo Gals, Are You
Coming out to-night?" or "Jordan Am a Hard Road to Trabble." This made up a bill which probably lasted a halfhour. The novelty was so pronounced and so successful that the four, who called themselves the "Virginia
Minstrels," appeared the night following at the Bowery. Amphi-Theatre, which was located about where the Windsor
Theatre is situated, nearly opposite the old Bowery Theatre. The four went on a short tour as far as Boston and sailed
for England, where they took London by storm.
Meanwhile other negro performers or "Negro Singers" as they were then called, formed bands, and the
minstrel troupes began to multiply and flourish. One of the earliest was the "Congo Minstrels," organized by the
Buckleys, father and three sons, Bishop, Fred and Swaine. They were very talented and thorough musicians. They
were the first to harmonize the negro melodies and songs. Several years afterwards they traveled under the name of
"Buckley's Serenaders." Fred Buckley was a composer of note. He was the author of nearly all the popular songs of
his day. He was the first to introduce an instrument of great compass and sweetness. In shape it resembled a guitar,
with 84 keys in its handle connecting to steel reeds in the body of the instrument. This instrument is now in my
possession. About the time the Buckleys began to attract attention a banjoist by the name of E. P. Christy organized a
small troupe in Buffalo. This was about 1845 or 1846. They did not at first call themselves the "Christy Minstrels,"
but a year afterwards their bills announced "Christy's Minstrels."
A wonderful genius by the name of George Harrington was with this troupe. He afterwards became famous
as George Christy. This troupe appeared about 1846 at the Society Library Rooms, New York, and next at Palmo's
Opera House, Chambers street, near Broadway. In 1847 they opened at 472 Broadway, Mechanics Hall, and
remained there until 1854.
Christy retired wealthy, but at the beginning of the war, 1861, he began to fear the loss of his money and
securities, and in a moment of dementia hurled himself from an upper window. He lived but a short time afterwards,
and died, universally regretted. He was the greatest actor, dancer, singer and burlesque artist of his time, and is ever
mentioned in connection with minstrelsy.
Ramsey and Newcomb, also the Campbells Minstrels flourished for a decade before the war. All the
minstrels of note were with these troupes. Jerry Bryant ,W. W. Newcomb, Frank Brower, Eph, Horn, Matt. Peel,
Luke West, Sam Wells, Dave Wambold, Pony Moore, Fred Wilson, Tim Noron, Billy Birch, Ben Cotton, John
Mulligan, Dave Reed, J. R. Thomas, the composer; Hughey Dougherty, Paul Bergen, M. Ainsley Scott, Billy
Arlington, Kelly and Leon, R. M. Hooley, C. W. H. Griffin, Cool White, S. S. Sanford, Archie Hughes and others.
Wood's Minstrels began at 444 Broadway about 1851, succeeding Fellow's Minstrels. Charley White had a
Minstrel Hall at 53 Bowery, where all the famous minstrels appeared. Sam Harpley and Ben Cotton were located at
514 Broadway. The Bryant's Minstrels opened 472 Broadway on February 23, 1857, and remained there many years
before going up to Tammany Hall (Pastor's Theatre). Dan Emmett wrote "Dixie" for a walk around in 1859. During
the Civil War the Confederates took the song as a "War Hymn." One line in it made it dear to the Southern heart, "In
Dixieland I'll take my stand to live and die in Dixie." The great singers of the Bryant's were Tom Penderegast, Dave
Wambold, Jules Stratton, C. C. Templeton, S. C. Campbell, J. W. Hilton, Napoleon, W. Gould, Ainley Scott, Frank
Leslie, Charles Henry, W. P Grier, Master Adams, Rollin Howard, etc.
It is strange to look back over the old collection of songs and see the evolution both in minstrelsy and the
style of ballad long before the war. Such songs as "Cottage by the Sea," "Rock Me to Sleep, Mother," "Old Dog
Tray," "Belle Brandon," "Willie, We Have Missed You," "Rosalie the Prairie Flower," "Bonnie Eloise the Belle of
the Mohawk Vale," "Annie Lisle," "Annie of the Vale," "Nellie Gray," "Nellie was a Lady," "Nancy Till," etc., were
great and popular songs. Then came the war, with its ballads, "When This Cruel War Is Over," "Mother Kissed Me
in My Dream," "Brother Fainting at the Door," "Tramp, Tramp," "Rally Round the Flag," "Tenting To-night" and
"Babylon is Fallen." Then came another change, in which the titles of songs were about a sweetheart's name, and she
invariably died in the second verse. Then came a swarm of "Mother Songs" all about mother. But one song was
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written about father, and that was called "Come Home Father," and, as Billy Birch used to say, "they had to get the
old man drunk before he would go home."
Kelly and Leon's Minstrels were at 720 Broadway for quite a while, beginning about 1866 or 1867. Birch,
Wambold, Bernard and Backus opened 585 Broadway in April, 1865, and became the most popular troupe ever
located in New York. They continued popular as ever up to 1883. In this troupe were some of the greatest singers
and comedians in the world. Billy Birch, Charley Beekins, Dave Wambold, George Thatcher, Billy Sweatman, Bob
Slavin, Johnson and Powers, Edwin French, T. B. Dixon, J. P. Witmark, Arthur Cook, C. F. Shattuck, W. H.
Frillman, Frank Wilson, Harry Roe, W. S. Mullaly, Frank Dumont, Harry Kennedy, Harry Richmond, Stanley Grey,
J. M. Woods, Beaumont Read, A. C. Moreland, and a host of talent, including Schoolcraft and Coes, Frank
Cushman, the Only Leon, the Big Four, and Ricardo were members. The early minstrels appeared in striped pants,
checked shirts, and sometimes wore straw hats intending to represent plantation darkies. Later on they appeared in
evening dress and announced themselves as "Dandy Darkies of the North." This portion is the one now retained as
the first part in minstrelsy. Ordway's Minstrels were located in Boston from 1849 to about 1860. Fred Wilson was
the first to introduce a clog dance in minstrelsy. With them was Gilmore's Band; P. C. Gilmore playing the
tambourine. Then the Morris Brothers were their successors. The first to wear the full evening dress, swallowtail
coats, white vests and black pants were Dumbolton's Serenaders, who flourished from 1845 to 1850. Jerry Bryant
and Matt Peel were members of this company. When E. P. Christy went to England the name survived, it being
applied to any and all minstrels; our English cousins calling them "Christies."
In later days we have had some very popular minstrel companies, the progenitors of these companies have
brought modern minstrelsy up to a very high plane, and have yet retained all of its original charm. Among the most
notable of these are Al G. Fields Minstrels, a popular organization known from coast to coast as the exponent of all
that is best in minstrelsy; Haverly's Minstrels (everybody knew and loved Col. Jack Haverly, whose famous "forty,
count 'em," is known wherever minstrels have played); Lew Dockstader's Minstrels, headed by Lew Dockstader,
whose personal magnetism is wonderful, and who stands at the front in humorous monologues and coon songs;
McNish, Johnson & Slavin's Minstrels; Barlow, Wilson, Primrose & West's, which later became Thatcher, Primrose
& West's, then Thatcher withdrew to give us his Minstrel novelty" Tuxedo" of pleasant memory, and Primrose &
West Minstrels continued together under that title; then Primrose' Minstrels, with George Primrose at their head, and
West's Minstrels, New Orleans Minstrels, Gorman Bros.' Minstrels, Vogel's Minstrels, Gus Sun's Minstrels, Richards
& Pringles, Kersands Minstrels and many others have been continually before the public.
For permanent minstrels New York, Philadelphia, San Francisco and London claim the honor of long
continued runs.
In New York the San Francisco Minstrels had an uninterrupted course of prosperity and fun for many years.
In San Francisco Billy Emerson's Minstrels played a long continued engagement. In London a theatre that could
boast of not closing its doors for 28 years on this favorite form of amusement. There the famous Moore & Burgess
Minstrels held forth. In Philadelphia Sam Cartee leased the Eleventh Street Opera House and opened it on December
4th, 1854, with the "Jilien Serenaders" or Minstrels. Then came Sandford's Minstrels, and in 1862 Carncross and
Dixey and their minstrels opened there, and continued until about fifteen years ago, when the famous old home of
minstrelsy passed under my control, and here "Dumont's Minstrels" hold forth mightily.
Some of my singers and comedians have been with me ten years or more, and from this stage graduated
Chauncey Olcott, Eddie Foy, Jack Raffael, John C. Rice, George Frothingham, Daly Brothers, Lew Dockstader,
Carroll Johnson, Press Eldridge, Weber & Fields, W. P. Sweatmen and many, many others, some of whom have long
since been "gathered unto their fathers," while others are still spreading their gospel of sunshine.
The Institution of Minstrelsy is upon a firmer footing to-day than ever before, and many thousands of
dollars are expended for the scenery, costumes and electrical effects, which give it its present grand spectacular
setting and which tend to make it more popular than ever.

1908 - DONALDSONVILLE CHIEF - MAY 16.
NEW ORLEANS LETTER. West End has so far proven disappointing as an amusement resort and is
attracting but a small percentage of the immense crowds which have always flocked there during the open season.
The vaudeville bill at present is made up of Italian opera singers, whose work in open air has not set the audiences
wild. Signor Lombardi, leader of this year's band, created considerable friction some weeks ago by means of a
running fight with the local musicians' union. His popularity does not seem to be at blood heat. On the opening night,
his first selections were earnestly applauded, but his artistic dignity did not so far unbend itself as to acknowledge by
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bow, or even smile, the evident appreciation of his auditors. To the conventional New Orleans mind, which has
accustomed itself to the careful politeness of a Brooke or a Tosso, this seemed an almost unpardonable affront.
"Conceited thing," one lady said, "If that's his view of the value of applause, I'll not take the trouble to offer further
encouragement. And that she was not alone in her stand was made evident by the dearth of hand clapping which
followed the balance of the band selections. There is an undercurrent of feeling here, too, against the street railway
company for having cut loose from the time-honored vaudeville entertainment's West End has known in the past, and
I do not believe the resort will do the business it has in previous years. It is, however, the one cool spot in this
vicinity during the heated season, and the crowds may be forced to go there when the weather gets warmer, in order
to get a good breath of fresh air.

1910 - JACOBS ORCHESTRA MONTHLY - SEPT.
QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS Conducted by Edith Lynwood Winn. Q. Please let me know the best
method of "faking" on the piano in playing dance music in orchestra?
A. I do not know any legitimate way of "faking" an accompaniment on the piano. there are many so-called
"players" who think that an excellent ear, and the possession of some ability at natural transposition, gives one the
right to improve upon or substitute an accompaniment for that of some composer who has spent perhaps a lifetime in
study. All this is absurd, yet the pianist occasionally has to read from the bass or second violin part, and, if he is
reading dance music of ordinary rank like "Veritas," "Yale Boola," "Smokey-Mokes," "The Gartland" and other
works, he can "fake," inasmuch as he does not necessarily have to use any chords, except those based upon the tonic,
subdominant, dominant and dominant seventh. He has, by much orchestra training, succeeded in transposing easily
by ear. he "feels:" what is coming, though he has never been taught why he plays certain chords. A good course in
harmony would cure every "fakir," for when he once realizes the impossibility of improving upon the modulations in
the "Waltz Dream," the "Merry Widow" Waltz, "Christmas Waltz," or even the time-worm yet popular Strauss and
Waldteufel Waltzes, he will be glad to go back to legato reading. Of the thin" parts, let him do so; but "faking" dance
music presupposes some knowledge of harmony. The most expert "faking" I have ever seen was in the Boston
Theatre Orchestra under Napier Lothian. There a man needs to actually "fake," when he comes to his cues and sees
only two or three notes and unequal number of thin chords to guide him across a page. The man who can "fake" well
in a theatre orchestra is indeed clever, but his is first of all an excellent musician.

1910 - VARIETY DEC 10
THE DIVES OF 'FRISCO -Word has gone forth that the 'lid' is on in Frisco. That the 'Grizzly Bear' is caged
and the 'Texas Tommy' run out of town. this is the fact, insofar as the uptown 'Tenderloin Cafe' are concerned, the
majority of which have the sheriff's lock dangling close to their doors. But there is enough of the old regime still in
evidence to recall the scenes that caused the Golden Gate City to be called the "Paris of America." The frequenters
of the uptown cafes, since the dancing floors have been abolished, are those to be seen in "tenderloin" resorts the
world over, "young bloods" doing "the line," here and there curious sightseers dropping in after the show, rounders
and their female compatriots ever on the alert for 'live one.' During the past week, since the new order of affairs, it
has been a rather discouraging vigil. One by one the cafe entertainers have been dropping out to seek more
appreciative and lucrative fields, moving pictures, pianolas, etc., supplanting them in many places. With these
mechanical devices the present night life grinds monotonously on until the early hours of another day; the habitus,
departing one by one and in pairs with a sigh for the nights that were. How different but a short time ago, when just
after the present administration stepped into power, and the word sped forth that the 'lid' had been lifted. Rapidly the
floors were cleared of tables, empty for months, making room for the 'God of Terpsichore.'
In a singly night 'Joy' was crowned "king" in the uptown "tenderloin." Throng strolled in the blazing portals,
old and young, fresh and faded, a riot of kaleidoscopic color. They came looking for the pleasure and excitement to
be found within. "The lid was lifted." Frisco had again come into its own. As a result the proprietors heartily assured
us that business was good. Dancing was allowed up until 1 a.m., during which time the staffs of entertainers, from
among whom many have adopted the stage and acquired enviable reputations, shouted their "rags" to the tune of the
ivories and string instruments, clasping some rosy-cheeked damsel by the waist at the finish and gliding out upon the
floor and joining the balance of the merry throng to the melody of a 'lovin' two-step." Not the conventional "twostep," but what might be called an "inspirational dance," the dancers moving with attractive and fascinating slowness
and rhythmical swaying of their dobies. Her arms tightly clasped about his neck; him holding her tightly about the
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waist, moving as one oblivious of all but the music; a combination of the muscle dance or whatever one may be
pleased to term it. The "lovin' two-step" was but one of the many names applied to these "inspirational dances,"
primarily the cause for the 'lid' being placed back. Not only because visitors were allowed to participate, but in many
cafes, in addition to the indispensable staff of entertainers, an entire chorus of girls many scarcely out of their
"teens," were employed, who - for the asking - were ever ready to whirl through the gyrations of "The Texas
Tommy," "The Bunny Hug," "Grizzly Bear," "Turkey Trot" and others, requiring execution that would cause a
professional contortionist to sit up and take notice. To go through these various dances did not need any great, if
any, knowledge of the "Art Terpsichore," Many of the dancers moved but a few feet during the entire dance but
nevertheless accomplished as large a percentage of movements as those who covered the entire floor. Hence the
merest novice among the spectators was always welcome as a partner. Those witnessing the scene for the first time
could be seen gazing about in bewildered astonishment. Following the glance might be seen many men prominent in
affairs of the city, some alone; others with "lady friends." Still others were with their wives and daughters, "society
buds," and their chaperons. Alongside of a merry group of sightseers sits a well known "Belle of the Tenderloin,"
with some mother's pride. She is initiating him into the joys of night life. Off to one side an old "rounder" with a
cynical smile about his lips watches the successful tactics of the "Queen" as she leans caressingly against the
beardless youth who pours forth his affectionate phrases in low and intense tones. Over at another table is a
handsome chap with a noticeable and unmistakable air of refinement. He is new to the game, but learning. His face is
flushed with liquor and excitement. Across the table sits a dainty little bundle of femininity, very, very young. All
likewise is evidently new to her. She has heard of it, that is all. Her lips are parted, her face gleaming. She gazes as
one fascinated. Nothing escaping her. In her eyes is a reckless light as she listens to him. Like the rest she rubs
elbows with familiar denizens of the night life, but thinks nothing of it, for are there not others about who would
probably not be there if it were so awfully bad? Another drink quickly disappears, and they depart. Others take their
place. Out on the floor dashes a young fellow in bizarre attire accompanied by a bevy of sprightly and attractive
young "squabs," who spread out among the tables as he shouts "I'm on My Way to Reno," wending his way from
table to table, hesitating here, stopping there. Some merry group show their appreciation by tossing several coins out
upon the floor. They are gathered up and placed in a general fund to be divided after the evening's labor. Hour after
hour the busy hum of conversation goes on amid the clinking of glasses; the merry laughter of some and the raucous
tones of others until one by one the idle curious depart, leaving the scene to those who know it well and have their
night's work yet before them. Those fortunate enough to have "joined out a live one" are to be seen peddling an
effective line of "bull" or else climbing into an auto at the door, and off for the beach resorts. Now all is changed. No
longer (at least for some time to come) will girlish entertainers shout the latest "rags" and delight with the
"terpsichorean" pastime. No longer will young girls, fair of face, bubbling over with youthful spirits and curiosity,
dare to venture into the uptown "Tenderloin Cafes" with some "rounde," eager to satisfy that curiosity and eventually
be prevailed upon "to go the route." For no longer is the "dancing floor" a magnet or a veil of safety from criticism to
be found. There is still plenty of the old "Paris of America" left, but it is only for those who know it. To find the
cage of the "Grizzly Bear" and the home of the "Texas Tommy" and "Bunny Bug" necessitates a trip to the "Barbary
Coast," the home of the ribald dance halls; the "pest holes" of the city which shelter the dregs within its gates. A trip
to its confines, for a young girl, even with an escort, is not advisable subjecting herself to criticism and hardly
relishable excepting to those knowing the scenes. Here the air is filled with colloquialism and the forbidden dances
may be seen, which place those formerly "pulled" in the uptown cafes in a selling race. During the day it lays silent
and deserted. When the shades of night fall and its lights flash forth, then from byways and alleys its human parasites
slink forth ready for work. A motley procession. Some blear-eyed, sullen and unkempt; others young and attractive,
prematurely aged and worldly wise; still other plodding on with a desperate and dogged look; a picture that would
possess a touch of humor if it were not for its spitefulness. Pacific or "Terrific Street" (as it has been aptly called)
harbors about nine-tenths of the "Coast's" dance halls. Every available inch is occupied by a saloon that has its back
room for dancing and tables, with an accordion or jangling piano grinding out continuously. Several have room for
hundreds within. In the middle of the block is the Thalia, the most notorious of the Coast dives. entering the place
through a long passageway to be assailed immediately upon entering by some low-necked "skirt" asking for a dance.
There are two of these places with stages, presenting "acts" many secured through booking agents. The acts are
generally good, lively song and dance teams, musical turns, etc,; which go on before 12 o'clock. Two shows nightly
are given unless the dance floor is doing a lively business, when one show proves sufficient. About midnight, "Poses
Plastique," "Salome" and a "beauty" chorus supply the entertainment between dances. Recently during alterations in
one of these large resorts a countless number of wallets, purses, etc., were found between the walls, ripped open and
empty. No good to put up a "holler" if you "get touched for your roll," generally happening in the "percentage
boces," or during a dance.
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AMERICAN THEATRE ORCHESTRA by Robert Braine - After a round of sight-seeing and theatre-going
in America, one of the first things a European musician comments on is the small size of our theatre orchestras. Not
long ago an eminent German musician was visiting friends in a medium-sized city of one of the Eastern states.
among other citizens of the place, whose acquaintance he made, was the manager of the leading local theatre, who
invited him to inspect the theatre the next morning promptly at 10 o'clock, the manager was on hand to do the honors
of his play-house.
The German visitor was profuse in his admiration of the beauty and convenience of the theatre, which had
been lately erected at an expense of nearly $100,000. He could not say enough about the brilliance of the electric
lighting system, the luxury of the furnishings, and the general up-to-date character of everything. The orchestra of
nine pieces happened to be rehearsing that morning, and the manager, with a satisfied wave of his hand in its
direction, said "And now what do you think of our orchestra?"
"Orchestra?" said the German musician, "I do not see any."
"You don't see any?" exclaimed the astonished manager.
"No," said the German, "I do not see any orchestra. All I see is a few fellows playing together."
"What would you call an orchestra?" said the manager.
"Well," said the musician, "if you had a director who used the baton instead of having to play the violin and
try to direct at the same time, and four first violins, two seconds, two violas, one 'cello, one double-bass, one harp,
two clarinets, two flutes, one oboe, one bassoon, two French horns, one cornet, one trombone, one drum, one
tympani-"
"Hold on," said the manager, "do you know that you've got up to twenty-four already. Do you think I am
going to give symphony selections between acts?"
"I am only giving you an idea of the least number of men who can render orchestra music adequately," was
the reply. "Even twenty four men, while they could render overtures and entr'acte music in a pleasing manner, would
not have an instrumentation of sufficient size to render symphonies."
"My dear sir," said the manager, "you do not understand; the expense of such an orchestra would break me up. The
unions in America have screwed up the salaries of orchestra musicians to two or three times what they receive in
Germany, England or France. Such an orchestra as you have described would eat up all my profits. The people who
come to my theatre are perfectly satisfied with the orchestra. The whole town takes a pride in it, and traveling
directors tell me I have one of the cleverest orchestras in the state, and that they simply "eat up" this show music.
The people who come to my theatre don't want to be educated; they want to be amused. They want to hear 'Red
Moon,' and 'Blue Moon,' to say nothing of 'Rosy Moon,' 'Dusky Moon' and all the other Moon song hits, and 'Goose
Bone Rag,' 'Splash Galop.' and seventeen different kinds of dreamy waltzes and rags, and the latest selections from
'Princess Odorodo,' etc. They don't hanker at all for Mozart or Beethoven, or even Puccini or Debussy."
"I cannot see it in that light at all," said the German. "Everything else about your theatre is perfection itself.
Look at your brilliant electric lights. Would you cut your lighting to one third?"
Indeed no," said the manager. "Now you are getting to things that draw at the box office. I could do no
business at all without my stage and theatre blazing with electric light."
"But you are satisfied with the feeble, thin-toned effect of eight men trying to do the work of twenty," was
the reply. "Is not the music as important as the lighting? Would not rich, full, splendid orchestra music draw enough
more people to the box office to pay for itself? I am sure it would."
The manager did not think so, and as the argument went on each contended for his point. The manager
could see the drawing powers of hundreds of electric lights and rich, red plush hangings and carpets, but not of an
orchestra of twenty-four men. Managers are the same everywhere in the United States. They are constantly trying to
cut down the size of orchestras, and the salaries of musicians as well. In exceptional cases, long engagements of
dramas have been played in New York theatres without any orchestra at all.
Leaders of orchestras in our theatres would be delighted, of course, to have the size of their orchestras
increased, provided salaries were not cut to even up the increased expenses. As it would be an exceedingly difficult
matter, however, to reform all the managers in the country on the large orchestra proposition, our leaders are up
against a "condition and not a theory," as Grover Cleveland once said, consequently their only course is to do the
best they can with the number of men the manager is willing to pay for.
It is perfectly apparent to any musician that the ordinary theatre orchestra instrumentation in an orchestra of
less than twelve or fourteen men is very badly out of balance on account of the predominance of the power of the
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wind instruments over the strings. Let any one sit in the back seat of a theatre while the orchestra is playing a forte
passage and note the effect. About all that can be heard is the flute, clarinet, cornet, trombone, and drums, with an
occasional squeak of the violins. The one second violin and viola furnishing the chords of the harmony cannot be
heard at all. Also when the string section, consisting of two violins, viola and double-bass have passages alone, the
effect when the orchestra is playing between acts, is extremely thin and inadequate, partly owing to the fact that the
audience is spending its time in talking and discussing the previous act, and many people are going in and out. A
string quartet playing on the stage with the audience quiet, and listening intently, is a very different proposition from
a string quartet smothered in the orchestra pit, with the whole audience laughing and talking and people going in and
out.
From an experience of over twenty years in directing theatre orchestras of every size and combination of
instruments, I am firmly of the opinion that the piano should form one of the combination in a theatre orchestra of
anything less than twelve or fourteen men. The piano is an orchestra in itself, and furnishes a wonderful backing in a
small orchestra. In the smaller cities of this country the piano is almost universally used in small theatre orchestras,
but in the larger cities the opposite is the rule. Berlioz in his work on instrumentation says that the piano should only
be used in orchestra for certain special effects which can be made by no other instrument, and should not be included
in the regular instrumentation of a symphony orchestra. He, however, had in mind a complete orchestra, with enough
members to give sufficient volume to all parts, and with all instruments represented. It is true that the piano is out of
place in a large orchestra, since its tone color does not assimilate well with orchestra, except when it is used as a solo
instrument, for concertos and the like, accompanied by the orchestra. For this reason there is a great prejudice among
our best theatrical orchestra leaders against the use of the piano in the orchestra. A great many theatrical leaders are
falling back on the cabinet organ for use with small orchestras. They take the stand that the tone of the cabinet organ
is similar in tone color to the wind instruments, and that its effect is much better than that of the piano. Two of the
leading theatres of Cincinnati, the Lyric and the Columbia, now number the cabinet organ as a regular part of their
theatre orchestras, and it must be admitted the effect is very good. The cabinet organ is used principally for
accompaniments, assisting the second violin and viola, and also filling in 'cello parts, and other parts where
necessary. A small but very powerful cabinet organ is used and it is found very useful in a small orchestra.
I believe, however, that the piano is the best means for increasing the volume, and adding to the
completeness of a small orchestra. The chord accompaniment furnished by one second violin and one viola is not
sufficiently prominent in a small orchestra, when the wind instruments are playing, and, if no 'cello is used, there is a
distressing, hollow gap from the low tones of the double-bass to the chords of the second violin and viola. This gap
is filled effectively by the bass of the piano, which has many 'cello parts given it to play, by the arranger. That the
instinct of the musical profession has been steadily towards the use of the piano in small orchestras, is proved by the
fact that, whereas twenty years ago the leaders with traveling companies, (except in the case of opera companies and
musical comedies), were almost invariably violin players, now, almost without exception, pianists are used. The only
exception I know of is in the case of week-stand burlesque leaders, who still hang on to the violin to lead with. Onenight-stand burlesque leaders are invariably pianists. The almost complete disappearance of traveling violin leaders
shows very conclusively how much better the piano is as the back-bone for a small orchestra in the theatrical
business.
One advantage in using a piano with a small orchestra is that a very much higher class of music can be
played. An overture which would sound ridiculous with seven men with only orchestral instruments, can be made to
sound fairly well with the addition of a really good pianist. Slow movements also, which would sound insufferably
thin and tedious with only two fiddles and a bass on the string side of the orchestra, sound altogether different with
the firm, incisive accompaniment of the piano.
For between-act overtures in a very small orchestra, say of eight men, many leaders prefer two first violins
and flute with the piano, instead of first and second violin and viola with piano, and I personally think that this is
more effective where the number of men is limited. For sympathetic, "plaintive" cue music to be rendered during the
action of the play, of course nothing is so good as a string quartet, but if a second violin player who can also play
first, and a viola can be found who can double on flute where there is no flute for the overtures, a much stronger
combination can be secured. many traveling leaders who play the piano part, prefer two first violins to first and
second, as one first violin in an orchestra is apt to sound squeaky and whining, whereas two first violins give much
better volume, and produce an altogether better effect.
Some of the best entr'acte music I ever listened to with a small combination was in a New York theatre. It
consisted of eight men, all strings-three first violins, two seconds, one viola, 'cello and bass. They played high-class
music, and the effect was excellent; and, for a wonder, the audience really listened. Such a combination would be out
of the question, however, for general theatrical work. There would be no cornet to trumpet when his Majesty Louis
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XV was announced, and no drum to "catch the falls" when the German comedian fell downstairs, etc., etc., while
such a combination would be too weak to hold up the chorus of a musical comedy.
It will no doubt be found that the old combination of two violins, viola and bass, flute, clarinet, cornet,
trombone and drums, with the addition of the piano, will be found the most useful for ordinary theatrical business,
with the addition of an extra first, cello, oboe, bassoon, horns, etc., where a larger number is required. I have no
doubt many leaders will take exception to my strong predilection, for the piano in a small orchestra, as expressed
above, since so many are of the opinion that the "plunk" of a piano in the orchestra is suggestive of a Bowery dance
saloon. They must remember, however, that the piano covers a multitude of sins; and if they will take the trouble to
test the matter, listening to a small orchestra from a rear seat in the theatre, first with the piano, and then without,
they will speedily become convinced that the piano in a small orchestra is the equal of four extra men, at least.
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THEATRE ORCHESTRA DIRECTORS - I - One of the great essentials in the perfect presentation and
interpretation of either musical or dramatic acts is the director of the theatre orchestra. And he is an essential that is
too generally overlooked by the rank and file of the profession, and entirely ignored by the laity, in the importance of
his work. On him, it may be said, "hang all the law and the prophets" of stagedom. It is his to prevent failure; his
oftentimes to turn threatened failure into success. And his reward, other than a stipulated and justly earned
compensation, is more often oblivion-sometimes obloquy and detraction.
In the larger organizations of the symphonie and grand opera orchestras, the director is rapidly achieving
the distinction of being a potent factor in the enjoyment of the listener. "Conductor's nights" are becoming the rule,
rather than the exception; and the conductor a feature, more than a fixture. With the theatre, while a distinctive
"conductor's night" may not be possible, yet it is doubly true that the director of the theatre orchestra is a controlling
feature; and eminently so in the case of the vaudeville theatre. There, as in the opera, the artist perhaps is not so selfdependable, and neither has the director the guide of so-called "tradition." On the contrary, it is always the
unforeseen and unexpected with which he must cope.
The vaudeville act, if it is to be successful, must never be the conventional one. Yet the director of the
orchestra must know each act presented, nearly as well as does its presenter. He must be alert to prevent a thousand
and one possible slips. He must be ready to accelerate or retard a dance rhythm at the momentary and inexplicable
whim of a dancer, and without previous sing. He must watch, and be prepared for any new "business" that may be
evolved, and interpolated in an act on the spur of the moment. In fact, to be the successful vaudeville theatre
orchestra director, he must possess dramatic instinct and prescience to no small degree.
Bart E. Grady has occupied the music director's chair at B. F. Keith's Boston theatre for but four years,
although musically associated with that theatre for a period extending through sixteen years. Yet during his short
term of directorship, he has made his individuality as a musician, and his personality as director, a compelling force
in the largest vaudeville theatre in the city of Boston.
It was in 1895 that Mr. Grady began his theatrical career by joining with the Keith theatre musical staff as a
substitute pianist. At the time of his professional debut, the Bijou Theatre, now the "Bijou Dream" moving picture
house, was used on holidays as the overflow for Keith's. At such times Mr. Grady acted as pianist at the "Bijou," in
addition to his other duties in the regular house. In 1901 Mr. Keith installed his first orchestra, with Mr. Grady acting
as regular pianist for the new orchestra. In this capacity he served for six years, when an occurring vacancy became
his opportunity. And in 1907 he was offered, and accepted, the director's chair at Keith's, which position he has since
continued to hold.
But it is not only as an orchestra director that Mr. Grady is identified with music in Boston. In creative work
he has been prolific, and through the White-Smith Music Publishing Company, has issued many numbers well known
to the music profession at large. Thus far in composition, however, he has confined himself wholly to the
instrumental, though later it is probable that he may be heard from in another field. Some of his principal published
numbers are "The Defender" (march), "Columbia" (march), "Mocking Witchery" (Dance Vie), "Dance of the
Monkeys" (Characteristic) and "Independence" (march and two-step).
In the field of sacred music , as well as of secular, the subject of this brief sketch is also a power. Since the
age of eighteen, he has been an active organist, holding continuous church positions. At the present time, he is
organist and precentor at St. Joseph's Church in Somerville, Mass., where he has a vested sanctuary choir of sixty
men and boys under his direction. Also two mornings of his week are devoted to teaching music and singing to the
boys of the parish parochial school, besides playing two services on Sundays.
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A well-known writer has said that, "we are he sum of what we do." If this be true, as it surely is, then the
sum of Mr. Grady's life totals large, and Any be written in the magic formula of "work." Executive ability, creative
faculty and engaging personality, coupled with genial, whole-souled fellowship make Bart E. Grady a striking figure
among the orchestra directors in vaudeville theatres.
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THE ONE-NIGHT-STAND LEADER by Robert Braine. Install Paderewski as pianist in a vaudeville
house, and the chances are that the eminent Pole would flee in despair before the first turn had been rehearsed. He
would feel grossly insulted when the vocalist of the knock-about team coolly remarked: You'll find sixteen or
eighteen bars missing at the bottom of the page. Our Russian greyhound chewed it up last night. Just fake it in for
me, Profess., will you old man?"
Seat Jan. Kubelik in the leader's chair as violin leader for a burlesque show or a Wild West drama, the kind
where the comedians say, "Profess. tear me off a couple of yards of "Turkey in the Straw," and where the heroine
asks for "chills and fever" music while she recites, "Lost in the Gulch," and there is little doubt that the reboutable
Jan. would resign in a FFFF and SFZ voice.
The fact of the matter is that theatrical leadership is a business of itself, and requires not only special
training, but special talent as well, for success. In the larger cities the leader of the orchestra has comparatively plain
sailing, since he has a steady position, with bills running a week or more at a time, and only one rehearsal for a bill.
He has plenty of time for rehearsal, and the traveling musical director, if there is one, takes plenty of time for
rehearsal, until everything is thoroughly understood and goes smoothly. Moreover the city leader has hundreds of
competent musicians to choose from, in making up his orchestra, and if one man cannot do the work satisfactorily,
another can.
Compare this pleasant situation with that of the one-night-stand leader. General Sherman's celebrated
saying, that "war is Hell" might be aptly paraphrased to fit the experiences of a one-night-stand leader on many
occasions.
There are several thousand one-night-stand leaders in this country, whose nervous systems are being worn
to a "frazzle" in an attempt to "get by" with the music the shows bring them, and to "do it like they do in New York."
It is astonishing also what talent is occasionally met with in the one-night-stands. The United States has been pouring
music pupils into Europe for the last twenty years, in an ever-increasing stream, and when these pupils return home
and face the bread and butter problem, they have to take what they can get, and many of them seek the thankless job
of leading orchestras in small towns. It is not uncommon to meet in out-of-the-way western or southern towns,
violinists who have studied with Sevcik in Prague or with eminent Berlin and Paris teachers, and pianists who have
studied many of the great piano concertos, and have given recitals of standard piano compositions.
The troubles of the one-night-stand leader are many and real. Everything is against him. He never knows
what he is to play next. One night it is musical comedy, the next night a society drama, then follow thick and fast,
Wild West shows, melodramas, vaudeville, burlesque and even grand opera once in a while. He will be expected to
play for a boxing contest, or a "Prof. of Mesmerism" occasionally. Added to these are the home-talent shows, the
local performances of the Mikado, the Two Orphans, or the Colleen Baum, to say nothing of blacking up for local
minstrel shows.
The one-night-stand leader has an up-hill time of it if he succeeds in keeping the music of his theatre up to
even a passably creditable standard. One of his worst handicaps is the difficulty of securing competent musicians. A
chain is no stronger than its weakest link, and a wabbly, uncertain double bass, a cornet with a tone like a man on a
fish wagon, or a slide trombone who plays twice as loud as he ought, and detestably out of tune, will spoil the whole
orchestra, even if the rest of the men are fairly good. Then the leader is constantly troubled by his men wanting to
send incompetent substitutes, whenever a job heaves in sight which will pay them more money. The leader cannot
very well forbid this, since he cannot offer his men steady employment, and the earning of orchestra musicians are
small at best in a one-night-stand town. Another difficulty is the fact that most of the men are forced to work at other
business, since they cannot make a living out of music. This often prevents, them from coming to rehearsal, or even
for regular performances. Traveling leaders also "have in it" for the one-night-stand orchestra. They cut the
rehearsals to the briefest possible time, and if the orchestra is a little slow, they play the most difficult numbers on
the theatre piano alone, and only let the orchestra play the easier numbers. A musical comedy, where the traveling
director would spend four hours in rehearsing in St. Louis or Cincinnati, will often be rehearsed in three quarters of
an hour in Farmerville or West Jonesville, not because the orchestras in the latter places are more expert, oh dear,
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no! but because the director could not stand it to rehearse four hours a day in a long string on one-night-stand towns.
The leader in the one-night-stand town also has a constant fight with the local manager to keep the wages of the
musicians up to a living scale, and to keep the manager from putting in "piano and drums" as an orchestra for all
performances.
The successful one-night-stand leader must be an exceedingly versatile and quick-witted individual if he
would make a success of his work. This is no place for any except the natural musician, with a good musical
memory, the ability to grasp dramatic situations, and sufficient talent to recognize mistakes made by any members of
the orchestra. The plodding musician, who cannot play even the simplest compositions, without having his eyes
painfully glued to his notes, and who cannot glance at the stage occasionally to watch the feet of the dancer, in order
to get the time, or to observe the progress of the stage business, so that he can chant his "cues" at the proper time,
had better find some other profession
The leader in a one-night-stand town should as a rule, play the violin and have one of his men play the
piano as in the one-night-stand business every night is a first night, and the leader should be in a position to watch
the stage as much as possible, and to hear the dialogue. This he can do very successfully by sitting on a high platform
so that his eyes can take in the whole stage at a glance. If he plays the piano himself and is seated low at the piano it
will be much more difficult for him to watch the stage. The violin leader will find piano playing a most useful talent
in a one-night-stand town, however, as there are many occasions where it would be convenient for him to play some
of the "show" music on the piano, and he can often make extra money by playing accompaniments or incidental
music on the organ or piano back of the scenes for the company. He can also add materially to his income by giving
lessons on the piano and organ, playing the organ in church, rehearsing amateur musical shows, playing for dances
where only a piano is required etc., etc.
The leader should also understand arranging for orchestra. If he has learned this thoroughly he will find it of
the greatest assistance both in his work in the theatre and in adding to his income. Parts are often wrong or lost, and
the leader who can correct a part or scribble off a new one on the spur of the moment will find himself at a premium.
It frequently happens that the leader who is a good arranger can secure a profitable bit of arranging to do for
traveling companies. parts are constantly getting lost, either of the dramatic music or songs, and new songs are
constantly coming out which need to be arranged. The leader who can do it rapidly and well can add much to his
income in this way; besides, if his reputation becomes established, theatrical people will send him work by mail. The
leader who neglects the study of arranging is standing in his own light. Furthermore he can always count on a number
of pupils, even in a small town, who would like to study harmony, theory, arranging for orchestra, etc. There is
always a good deal of local arranging, too, in the way of arranging for church concerts, amateur shows, etc.
The one-night-stand leader,, who has in many instances never seen the production for which he has to play
the music, must have at least a fair general education in order to understand the cues and the language of the drama.
The lines of a cheap melodrama of the type of "Why women Leave Home," are easy enough to follow, but when it
comes to following the cues of the dramas by Shakespeare, Ibsen and other great dramatists, it requires a man of
some education to do it. This is the weak point with many leaders, especially foreigners with only limited knowledge
of English. An ignorant leader or a foreign leader can make a fearful mess of the cues of a classical drama. Many and
many a time the entire music of a drama has to be cut out in a one-night-stand because the leader cannot grasp the
drama.
It is often a great blow to the pride of a violinist who has studied the great violin concertos to have to come
down to leading the orchestra in a one-night-stand town, but it is certainly better than starving to death in a large city
as so many do. There is a great deal of variety to the life at all events, since each production is different. The leader
of an orchestra in a small town can often make a very good income if he can play the piano and organ as well as the
violin, and arrange music well. His position in the theatre brings him before the people and does much in bringing
him pupils, and he has man opportunities of profitable orchestra work on nights when he is not employed at the
theatre.
Vaudeville houses-at least in the smaller towns invariably employ pianists as leaders. A good vaudeville
leader is born not made. The vaudeville pianist ought to have a big all-around technique, because in these days of
vaudeville popularity one never knows what acts are going to turn up. A pianist may be playing a lot of sentimental
ballads in the first act, "Fishers' Hornpipe" and "Marching Through Georgia" in the second, and Liszt's "Second
Rhapsody," and the "Tannhauser Overture" for a comedian illustrating different types of orchestral conductors, in the
third.
One thing which a vaudeville pianist must do is to be able to play from first violin, or other melody parts,
supplying on the spur of the moment the bass and accompaniment so that it sounds fairly well. This requires musical
talent of a special kind and I have heard many pianists who could play classical concert programs really well, fail
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utterly on work of this kind. Another thing the vaudeville pianist must do is to "fake"-that is, play from ear or make
up anything that is required. There is much in the various acts for which there is no music. Then performer ask the
pianist to "fake" a few bars of this or that, and the pianist is supposed to do it. He must keep thoroughly up to the
times in all the late music, and must keep tab on anything which is likely to be called for. It is remarkable how quickwitted these pianists become in time. They will successfully follow songs they have never previously heard, after
hearing them once or twice, and the whole performance goes smoothly at night.
The pianist who would succeed in vaudeville work must have the real vaudeville talent, and no amount of
practice of Czerny's Velocity Studies, or Bach's Inventions will give it to him. There are really great pianists on the
concert stage today who would fail miserably as vaudeville pianists.

1911 - JACOBS' ORCHESTRA MONTHLY - JUNE
"CLARINET" OR "CLARIONET" A correspondent of the New York Sun submits an old-time discussion
regarding the spelling of the word "clarinet" to the editor, as follows: "S bets that 'clarinet' (a musical instrument) is
the proper way to spell it. W bets that it is spelled incorrectly. although Webster's gives both ways, every up-to-date
dictionary is expected to give the different ways of spelling and pronouncing a word. while 'clarinet' may be simple
and convenient, it has never been accepted by users of good English. Consequently, there being no authority behind
it, the old way must be considered correct, regardless of the inclination of the individual. Your decision will be
final."
The versatile editor proceeds to discuss the matter in the following interesting way: "Clarionet has been
admitted to the dictionaries in a second place, not as being commendable but in recognition that a popular error has
seceded in establishing itself in usage. The principal word, clarine, became early corrupted into clarion. When the
clarinet was invented the mistake in clarion was carried along by analogy to the new instrument. Of all the
lexicographers Stormonth and smart alone authorize this form. This wood instrument, the foundation of the best
effects in military bands, was invented by Jean Christophe Denner of Nuremberg in 1690. In its earliest state it
abounded with defects, both in tone and fingering. Yet there were so many good qualities in the new instrument that
it attracted the corrective zeal of many musicians. The solution was hit upon simultaneously by Gardon in England
and in Germany by Theobald Boehm, the amateur who brought the flute to perfection. The list of performers on this
instrument who have given fame to the clarinet includes Soler, Franco Dacosta, Zavier Lefebvre, Michel Yost, Beer,
Baermann, Klose and Wuilly. Karr has made this criticism of the instrument: 'la clarinette rend sourds ceux qui
l'ecoutent et aveugles ceux qui en jouent.' In the gutter language of France the locution 'jouer la clarinette avec le naz'
defines the operation expressive of scorn which in 'Pickwick Paper's is designated 'taking a grinder.'" - Music Trades
Review.

1911 - JACOBS' ORCHESTRA MONTHLY - SEPT.
THE SELECTION OF ACCESSORIES - Select your accessories with the same care as you do your drums. Get
well-made traps that will withstand constant use and rough handling without losing in quality or durability.
For a pedal cymbal choose a 12 or 13 inch genuine Turk. There is no second choice-no other cymbal that
has the sharp, vibrant tone-quality, the brilliant blending of many tones into one-and there is no other cymbal that
will balance as well with your drums. Attach the cymbal to your bass drum with a sliding adjustment holder so you
will have no difficulty in adjusting it to suit different pedals or another size drum.
Choose a floor-pedal and particularly see that it has an easy action and a strong spring. You must have one
with a direct, positive stroke without lost motion. It should also have a powerful leverage. The greater the leverage,
the less effort is required to play "FF" crashes or long hard galops, such as are used for acrobatic acts. If one of these
acts runs twenty minutes, you can easily see the necessity of having a pedal with as easy an action as possible. an
overhead pedal with its necessarily small leverage and lost motion makes you work harder than you should, and will
oftentimes cause cramps in the leg.
Select sticks not only for weight and balance, but to fit your drum. The importance of this is generally
underestimated, and many a good drum has been misjudged and condemned as unsatisfactory, simply because the
sticks used were not fitted to it and could not bring out the tone properly. A stick should have a quick taper, short
neck and full head. This brings the weight well up to the point, allowing a decided stroke, getting all the tone there is
in the drum. In rolling, this weight makes the rebound practically as strong as the stroke, enabling one to make a
closer and more finished roll with much less effort than is possible with a stick of more gradual taper. Sixteen inches
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is the best length for a stick of any weight. When buying a drum have the manufacturer fit a pair of sticks to it and
always use the same model, which is doubtless numbered for convenience in re-ordering.
A Chinese crash cymbals is indispensable for crash effects and climaxes. In vaudeville, especially, the crash
cymbal ranks first in the line of necessary accessories. The fifteen inch size will do for a small orchestra, but for a
larger team or a theatre, the eighteen inch size is better. Attach it to the back hoop of your bass drum with a
suspending holder, which will allow it to vibrate freely, and is adjustable to any position. Use a soft stick when
possible. In fast work, say for a dancing act, where there is no time to reach the soft stick, use your drumstick. Do not
strike too heavy a blow with the hard stick, however, as Chinese cymbals are inclined to be brittle. A crescendo roll
with the soft sticks makes a tremendous climax and is extremely effective in Oriental numbers.
These cymbals are imported from china. Only once to my knowledge, has an American firm ever tried to
duplicate them. The appearance of the imitations were perfect, but they had no tone, and the experiment was,
therefore a failure.
A strong, well-made tambourine with plenty of German silver jingles will be needed, as will a pair or
double pair of castanets. Get the largest size ebony castanets, mounted on a rock-maple handle. although ebony is
more brittle than boxwood and will not stand as hard use, it is preferable because of its superior and more
characteristic tone.
The tambourine and castanets are used mostly to impart a Spanish or Mexican atmosphere, although
modern writers of light music use them indiscriminately.
For orchestral work use a six inch triangle, made of half inch rod. Made of the best tool steel and tempered
correctly, the triangle is a valuable addition to the drummer's outfit. Choose by tone rather than by looks, however,
for unscrupulous dealers can make a triangle of the cheapest grade of steel, that after being nicked, cannot be
distinguished from the good one excepting in the tone, which is as poor as is the steel.
The triangle is most handy suspended on the music rack, where you can play it without taking your eyes
from the music.
A wood block of rock maple is sharper and more penetrating than one of "Chinese rosewood" and will not
split. It is a good all-round vaudeville trap and much used for clog and horse-hoofs effects.
Use sand blocks for sand-dances and for vamping first strains of rag-time numbers.
Economize in weight as much as possible on both drums and music stand.
Have your drum bags made of water-proof duck and have the kind that fastens with cord, revving through
grommets. this style of bag will last longer and may be adjusted quicker than any other. If you have ever hurried for a
car after a dance you will appreciate the importance of having everything (especially the drum bags) easy and quick
to handle.
The bells are a subject by themselves and I shall mention them later. You will doubtless need some smaller
traps, such as siren, steamboat whistle and sleigh bells, and for motion pictures, a shot cushion, water and animal
imitations, which you can get a few at a time, as you see the need of them.

1911 - JACOB' ORCHESTRA MONTHLY - OCT.
RAMBLES IN AN OFFICE CHAIR by T. H. Rollinson XI - "Has general musical taste greatly improved in
the United States during the past fifty years?"
If you wish to become familiar with the subject, send for last month's issue of this magazine. I have written
my story n a decidedly rambling style but I feel justified in the procedure on account of the title, heading my
remarks. Chairs, when they move, are apt to be erratic in their orbits. With this preamble we will proceed on our
travels. Just before the Civil War, "Dixie" was published. It met with a cold reception at first, for "Dixie Land" was
not very popular with the people of the North at that time, and southern people did not look upon it in a patriotic
manner as the did years after. It is now a national song, and Americans who are not familiar with its strains are
probably yet voting for Andrew Jackson, using muzzle-loading guns and still in ignorance as to how far one may
travel west of the Mississippi without being scalped and decorated with Indian arrows. Ever since 1865 many of the
"War songs" have retained popular favor, principally on account of associations connected with them, and melodies
such as "The Old Folks At Home," "My Old Kentucky Home," "Old Black Joe," and "Massa's in the Cold, Cold
Ground" will probably be known beyond the existence of any generations now living. Why? Because they are each
brimful of melody and reach the heart, not the heels. Whatever the general musical taste of the general public may
be, these songs will never fail to please. How many American songs written during the past fifteen years can you
name that are likely to retain universal popularity for forty years or more?
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Previous to 1890 the music and the efforts of bands and orchestras were heartily appreciated, provided that
the music was of good quality and efficiently rendered. The leaders selected the programs and the audiences were
satisfied with the music offered. The public did not ask for "The Last Hope" transcribed into a schottische nor the
melody of a sacred composition molded into a waltz. It was satisfied with melodious numbers, good overtures,
operatic selections, waltzes of merit, etc.
I offer here a sample program of the past. It is moderately pretentious, playable by thousands of good
amateur bands and not to be despised by professionals.
1. March "Col. Goddard'
2. Overture "Zampa
3. Waltz, "Morgenblatter"
4. Cornet Solo
5. Selection "Maritana"
6. a.Schottische (Popular)
b.Short Gavotte, or Concert Piece
7. Medley, or Comic Opera Selection
8. Piccolo Solo
9. Descriptive Number
10.Galop

Reeves
Herold
Strauss
Wallace

I only offer the titles of four but have in mind compositions by native composers for the balance of the
program. I have seen the time when a program similar to the above attracted an immense audience at an outdoor
concert, and have seen the public park in the city where I reside double lined on two sides by scores of the vehicles
of residents from surrounding towns.
Here is an outdoor program given by a professional band in a large city in the year 1911; probably for the
purpose of educating the public. there were ten numbers in all, viz:-one rag two-step, one popular song medley, one
vaudeville extravaganza medley, one popular intermezzo, one worn-out popular waltz, two popular songs as solos,
one standard overture, one descriptive piece, with moss on it, and one two-step, not eligible as a parade march.
Study the programs offered by the average bands of the present day and decide for yourselves whether they
are an improvement upon those of the past.
About twenty-five years ago, a day after a grand parade, a well-known leader, "I heard your band in the
parade yesterday and it sounded immense." The leader asked, "Where did you hear us?" and met with the surprising
reply, "Everywhere." Although a professional musician, he had followed a band for nearly an hour and a half to hear
the marches played.
If any of the Boston readers know of a parallel case happening during the past five years please quote it. I
offer a cigar for the capital prize. Is it because the public has become blasé, the bands less efficient, or are the
marches played of inferior quality?
Judging By sales and programs it is evident to me that the marches played by the bands of the Middle West
are of a better class than those now popular in New England, the orchestra dance programs being on about the same
level. Is it because the West demands better programs than those dictated by the people of the East?

1911 - JACOBS' ORCHESTRA MONTHLY - OCT.
TRAINING THEATRE ORCHESTRAS IN SMALL TOWNS by Robert Braine - In a large city where
there are hundreds of good instrumentalists available at a moment's notice, it is a matter of only an hour or two to
organize a capable theatre orchestra.
In small one-night-stand towns and cities, of which there are literally thousands scattered all over the United
States, it is quite a different matter. In the one-night-stand towns the men are paid by the job and not by the week,
and in consequence their earnings are small and uncertain. this makes it impossible to obtain the services of good
professional musicians, so amateurs and semi-professionals must be relied upon.
CHOOSING THE MEN
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In a town of this description, the leader has two courses open to him either to depend upon what men he can
find in the town, or to get men from the outside. professional musicians, who would want a regular weekly salary,
being out of the question, the only thing left is to get men with trades to come to the town and locate, if the leader
decides to try and build up an orchestra of imported musicians. The musical journals are full of advertisements of
"industrial musicians"-barbers who can play the clarinet, carpenters who play second fiddle, cigar clerks who play
the double bass, etc. Occasionally good man can be picked out from the ranks of musicians of this class, but the
leader who tries to make up a whole orchestra from such musicians is liable to have a feverish and troublous
existence.
The leader first has to find a job for the musician who want to locate, and this is quite difficult, since few
employers want to take a man who must be let off from work every time the orchestra has a rehearsal, a show or a
dance. If the position is found, and the musician is sent for, he must make good in both his daily work and his
position in the orchestra. This he often fails to do. The leader may have advanced is railroad fare, and if he fails to
make good musically, or in a business way, he becomes stranded in the town, with the leader morally bound to take
care of him, or get him out of town. If the leader has imported four or five musicians for whom he must find jobs, he
will find himself, not in a peck of trouble, but in more like five or ten bushels. Of course if the leader is personally
acquainted with the musicians he brings into his town and furnishes with jobs, and knows their qualifications, not
only in a musical but also a business way, it is another matter.
For the reasons stated I think it is much better for the leader in a small town to rely on the material he can
get at home, only adding a man from the outside occasionally when he knows his abilities, habits, character, etc. The
musician who lives in his own town will take greater pains with his work, and be more anxious to hold his position
than the stranger. He will also have many friends in the town, and this will make the orchestra more popular. The
resident musician will be permanent, but the imported man is liable to pack his grip and leave at any time.
When a leader finds himself without a man to fill a certain position, he can often choose a young man in the
town who knows a little about the instrument required. By encouraging this man to attend rehearsals, and by giving
him lessons, or inducing him to take a course of lessons on his instrument in the nearest city where there is a teacher
of his instrument, he can usually be brought to a point where he can fill the position in the orchestra.
In these smaller cities building up a theatre orchestra is often a matter of years. The leader is frequently
obliged to induce young men of whose musical talent he is assured, to take up orchestral instruments which are
needed, and who in time make good men for the orchestra.
In choosing his people the leader should try to get comparatively young men, who will improve, and not a
lot of old fossils who have never studied their instruments thoroughly, and who have gotten as far as they will ever
get. An old man who has mastered his instrument thoroughly is all right, but the middle-aged or old musician, who
has no tectonic, and who is really a beginner, is a hopeless proposition, as far as making good in an orchestra is
concerned. It is also important to get as far as possible, men who have keen musical ears, so that they will play right
on the pitch, and not out of tune. If one man plays out of tune he spoils the effect of the whole orchestra, and what is
worse, the audience, although it knows that the music sounds badly, cannot locate the culprit, and so condemns the
whole orchestra, or in many cases the wrong men.
THE THEATRE PIANO
Above all, the theatre piano, if one is used, should be a good instrument, and kept in tune. A theatre piano
suffers terrific usage, and has to be tuned at intervals of a very few weeks. Traveling leaders treat a theatre piano as if
it was their mortal enemy, and do everything to the keyboard except get up and stamp on it with their feet. In towns
where the orchestra is small the leader tries to make the piano sound like a whole orchestra, and hammers out the
notes as if he was working at a forge. Theatrical managers in the smaller places think a piano should be tuned only
once or twice a season, and not more, and the house leader often has much trouble in getting it turned. After the
piano has been beaten down in pitch with a few weeks of hard playing, the wind instruments of the orchestra cannot
get in tune with it. If high pitch is used it will be especially difficult to get the piano to stay up to it, and nothing but
constant tuning will achieve the desired result. Much less trouble will be experienced if international pitch is used.
The treble of the piano sinks much quicker than the middle and the bass strings, and then we have that
miserable nuisance, a piano out of tune with itself, where the higher notes are badly flat with the lower notes of the
same degree. If the wind instruments tune to the middle A of the piano they will be sharp with the upper notes of the
treble. The result is that the orchestra sounds out of tune at all times.
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Many managers are penny wise and pound foolish, and while they may be paying an orchestra a high price
for playing at their theatres, they will allow the entire effect to be spoiled in order to save a couple of dollars in piano
tuning.
SIZE OF THE ORCHESTRA
In the smaller towns some fearful and wonderful combinations are met with. A traveling leader told me that he once
ran across the following theatre "orchestra" in a southern town-accordeon, guitar and clarinet. These three showed up
at rehearsal to play the show music, but the leader diplomatically explained to them that he did not have parts for
those instruments, and played the show with piano alone. Piano and drums, or piano and violin is a combination
frequently met with. for a very small orchestra, say of four pieces, the combination most generally used is piano,
violin, cornet and drums. In the smaller cities of the United States it is probable that the greater number of theatre
orchestras consist, of the following combination of seven; lst violin, piano or 2nd violin, double bass, clarinet,
cornet, trombone, and drums. An orchestra of eight would add viola or flute and of nine would include both viola
and flute. If more men were required, an extra first violin, a 'cello, horns, oboe, bassoon, etc., would be added until,
if required, the instrumentation of a full orchestra would be reached.
Of course the instrumentation of an orchestra of seven, as outlined above, is a musical absurdity, owing to
the great preponderance of the volume of tone of wind and percussion instruments over the strings. Still as the main
point is to get as much effect as possible in playing the music of the various shows which play at the theatre, and as
these instruments are all required for special effects, it is doubtless as good a combination as could be devised.
THE CLASS OF MUSIC TO PLAY
A theatre orchestra in a small town, in a large number of cases, fails to please its patrons because too
difficult music is attempted. a small orchestra of beginners which could render ordinary two-steps, waltzes, first
grade overtures, and medleys with fairly pleasing effects, makes a laughing stock of itself by attempting to play
overtures like "Zampa," "Poet and Peasant," difficult operatic medleys, etc., with the tempi wrong, intonation bad,
wrong notes galore, and every man playing on his own hook a great portion of the time. Orchestras in the small
towns are exceedingly ambitious as a rule, and insist on trying to play things which properly belong to metropolitan
orchestras composed of good professional musicians. The wise leader will confine his orchestra strictly to
compositions which are within the ability of his men. Where cadenzas, difficult movements, and passages which
cannot be played by his men occur, he will make cuts, change cadenzas, and alter passages so that they can be
played. A blundering cornet or clarinet player, falling all over a difficult cadenza will often cover an orchestra with
ridicule, whereas if the leader had been thoughtful enough to pencil in a few notes within the ability of the player, in
place of the difficult cadenza, the piece would have made a fairly pleasing effect. I once heard an orchestra of five
men in a small town attempt to play Liszt's "Second Hungarian Rhapsodie," and it was a "scream." To a musician, no
burlesque sketch in vaudeville could have been more excruciatingly funny. The orchestra no doubt imagined it was
making a great hit, and so it was, but in an entirely different way than it supposed. When will musicians learn that
people judge by their ears and not by the names of the pieces on the program? A difficult piece, wretchedly played,
can give pleasure to no one. it is like cooks in country hotels, who try to get up an elaborate menu without having the
slightest idea of how to cook or serve the dishes with high sounding French names, but who would do very well with
ham and eggs, and corn beef and cabbage.
Every publisher has many pieces in his catalogue which can be played by orchestras of limited ability, and
which produce a pleasing effect. The popular music of the day also is, as a rule, not difficult, and can be played by
the average orchestra in small towns.
DISCIPLINE OF THE ORCHESTRA
Another thing which must be considered by the inexperienced orchestra is discipline. The orchestra is part
of the performance, and its members should act with as much decorum as the people on the stage; yet we find in the
smaller towns and even in good sized cities orchestra men who will continually watch the stage when they should be
playing, talking and laughing with each other in so loud a tone as to annoy the actors, watching the audience, and
trying to flirt with the girls in the front rows, and indulging in all manner of unprofessional conduct. It is astonishing
how prone theatrical musicians are to watch the stage during some interesting or exciting action of the play, a
sensational dance or something they wish to see. Raw recruits will almost drop their instruments and gaze with wide
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open mouths at the stage when they ought to be playing their parts. Even fairly experienced musicians will frequently
"fake" and play by ear, so as to look at the stage and not their part, when something sensational is going on. I have
known leaders to impose a fine of 50 cents on any musician caught looking at the stage when he should be playing
his part, and it is on the whole an excellent idea, so as to insure the notes of the various parts being played as they are
written, and not "vamped."
The members of the orchestra should be neatly dressed in black or dark suits, if evening dress is not
required by the management, and should sit erect in their chairs, and not sprawl all over the orchestra as is so often
seen in small towns. They should on no account try to attract the attention of friends in the audience, or talk to people
in the front row, unless it is to answer a question briefly if it is asked. In other words the discipline should be as rigid
in the orchestra as it is on the stage.
REHEARSALS
After a young orchestra has had a taste of practical theatrical work, the members usually object strenuously
to having special rehearsals to work up entr'acte music. They will forget these special rehearsals, come late, and
insist on leaving early. this is where the leader should display firmness, and insist on all the members being present at
such rehearsals, under the penalty of a fine if they are not. If a young orchestra expects, to succeed, it must rehearse,
so as to get a repertoire of music ahead. There is seldom time at regular rehearsals where the show music is gone
over, to play the entr'acte selections as well, so these should be rehearsed in advance. An orchestra is judged more by
its between-act music than by the music played during the stage performance, since the attention of the audience at
such a time is concentrated on the orchestral performance. Some fearful blunders in the music can be committed by
the orchestra when the curtain is up, without attracting the attention of a great portion of the audience, but which
would be noticed by almost everyone were the orchestra playing between acts. An orchestra of comparative
beginners often gets credit far beyond its ability, by having its between-acts overtures rehearsed so thoroughly that
everything goes smoothly. Constant rehearsal will also enable an orchestra to play more difficult selections.

1911 - MUSICAL AMERICA - DEC. 2
WORKS OF AMERICAN COMPOSERS REVEAL RELATION OF RAGTIME TO ART-SONG by
Arthur L. Judson - My friend, Dr. Henry G. Hanchett, physician, author, theorist, pianist, lecturer, a man of
encyclopedic knowledge and the possessor of that rarest virtue, common sense, once said to me: "I sometimes marvel
at the inspiration shown in cheap popular songs and in trashy modern hymns. They may lack workmanship, but there
is melodic invention enough in one such song to last a real musician throughout an entire symphony."
In these few words he touched on a much-mooted question. We have composers like Schubert, who have an
apparently inexhaustible fund of melodic inspiration, but who are weak in formal structure, and musicians like
Brahms, whose works are perfect in form, but contain either borrowed melodies or original ideas which are
unmelodic, unmusical, lacking in inspiration. It is the old question of tune or form.
A melody cannot be constructed by hard labor. True, a composer may get the gist of a melodic phrase and
develop it, refine it, until it presents his idea in final and perfect form, but he cannot sit down with a blank mind and
construct from the notes that form the scale an inspired melody. There is more than musicianship in the conception of
a tune-there is inspiration.
After the composer has been inspired with a melody his musicianship enables him to construct an art form,
perfect or imperfect, according to his talents. Structure in music can be studied and analyzed; melody cannot. We
may examine a melody and point out its salient features to the student, but we cannot inspire him to compose
melodies. Formally, we can teach the student how to obtain certain effects of proportion, of perspective, of
development.
Cannot Define Melody
Frankly, I do not know what a melody is, neither can I define inspiration. It is easy enough to say that a
melody is a tune or a succession of notes arranged in an orderly succession, or to limit the word even more precisely,
but when we get through we are no nearer a definition than before. Inspiration is closely akin to genius; we know that
it exists and we recognize its manifestations, but we cannot define it.
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It is, therefore, dangerous to discuss a question which closely concerns both art and inspiration, for the line
where one ends and the other begins is very faintly marked.
Some time ago the house of G. Schirmer presented in Berlin a concert of American songs. They were well
received, but failed to make the impression which their merit warranted. They were applauded enthusiastically, yet
the impression on the German audience was not profound. Melodic inspiration was not denied (though one critic
found that every melody had a larmoyant tinge), but there was some question as to the musicianship of the songs and
their ultimate musical value.
Rag-time and the Art-song! Strange bedfellows, but the two extremes are really related. In America music
has developed in a free and untrammeled way, each composer writing as he felt and with no previous artistic epoch
to guide him. The great European schools undoubtedly had their influence, but, after all, the American environment,
the life in a new world had the great influences coloring the composer's products.
They say that there is no American school of composition. This is manifestly untrue. This Berlin audience
immediately recognized that these songs were different, that they all had certain racial characteristics, and if that
does not indicate an American school, what does?
New Form Evolving Gradually
The trouble is that we, in this country, have been looking for some tremendously new and strange form to
arise suddenly. We have not been content to observe a gradually evolving form. Possibly we have not had the ability
to perceive this gradual evolution. At any rate, the American composer had caught in his songs the buoyant spirit of
the popular song and has employed a melodic inspiration typical of this country and its life.
The German, however, does not write songs; he writes in an art form which takes precedence even of
inspiration. Just like the master singers of olden times, whose songs were so hedged in by rules that inspiration was
stifled, so the modern German song composers are becoming musical Beckmessers'. A composer mirrors his
environment and taste of his audience, and German song writers compose in a stilted form, not because inspiration
dictates, but because audiences demand.
This, then, is the reason why American songs failed to impress deeply a Berlin audience. Here was melodic
invention, sometimes inspiration, freely working out its course in the song, the whole tinged by a characteristic
Americanism. There was the German audience with its preconceived idea of the art song, of Franz, of Brahms, of
Schubert, and, to its amazement, the style set by their idols was not followed. What were these Americans that they
should venture to be different! There may be good will on both sides, but with conceptions so far apart it is
impossible that the German should appreciate the American song, and neither is it possible that the American will
grow nearer to a form typically foreign, which stifles his freedom. Perhaps the American composer has not arrived
yet, but he is getting nearer to the goal which he has set for himself.

1911 - VARIETY - DEC 23
RAGTIME vs. CLASSICAL - Are we becoming a nation of music lovers in the legitimate sense of the term
"music"?
C. H. Ditson & Co. as representative dealers in all kinds of sheet music, both "classical," operatic and
"popular," were called upon to answer the question. Their Mr. Priauix asked that a series of questions be written out
for him, so that he might give them careful consideration. Variety did not receive the answers within a reasonable
period of time. Mr. Priauix was phoned to. He declared his answers had been written out and turned over to their Mr.
Cragen, who was then switched on the wire. Asked regarding the written interview Mr. Cragen replied the firm did
not care to supply any written statistics but that if Variety desired any figures, Mr. Priauix would supply them orally.
Mr. Priauix was again called upon with a duplicate list of the original questions, and again referred the
interviewer to Mr. Cragen, explaining he had fully answered the interrogations in detail and that the copy was in the
possession of Mr. Cragen. Mr. Cragen explained that "Mr. Ditson" had placed his veto on the written statement, but
that Mr. Priauix would surely furnish oral answers. Nothing daunted Variety's representative again sought out Mr.
Piauix and requested the statement. At this juncture Mr. P. was called to the phone, listened attentively and said "All
right." Turning to the interviewer in a changed manner, he declared abruptly there was nothing to say on the subject,
and would "Variety please forget all about it!"
Other dealers in the "classics" were unanimous in their refusal to commit themselves on the subject of the
inroads being made by the more popular form of sheet music, establishing thereby the conclusion that the sale of the
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"classics" is not holding its own with the demand for the lighter forms, and that the dealers are averse to acquainting
outsiders with this condition.
The New York music publishers themselves, on being visited, made some interesting statements on the
subject, each one of course speaking from his own viewpoint and drawing his own conclusions.
Jerome H. Remick (Jerome H. Remick & Co.) said:
"We are steadily advancing in the class of songs that are in public demand." He was asked:
"Is ragtime on the want?"
"I should say not - emphatically not," he replied.
"Then how do you reconcile the statement that we are advancing in the quality of popular demand with the
fact that 'ragtime' is not on the wane?"
"I do not concede that 'ragtime' is not high grade music - in fact, quite the contrary. So-called 'ragtime' is
merely a syncopation of melody of almost any kind. The old style 'rag' song like "Back, Back to Baltimore" has
given way to such melodies as "The Red Rose Rag," a passage of which bears a close resemblance to Liszt's
Rhapsody. Then take , for instance, Irving Berlin's "Mysterious Rag." I mention this one specifically because we do
not publish it, and hence are totally unprejudiced in referring to it. The music is as high grade as anything produced
in years. The popular composer of America today is turning out more classical music than all the other nations put
together.
"Then again the nation is rapidly becoming a nation of music lovers from the fact that sheet music is now
within reach of all through its sale in the five and ten-cent stores. There are nowadays a hundred times as many
places where music can be purchased as there were a few years ago. Don't worry about America's musical
advancement. It is taking care of itself."
Harry Von Tilzer, who has had annually for the past fourteen years from two to five nation-wide successes,
says of ragtime:
"Ragtime is not a type of song; it is a type of song-treatment; in fact it is the distinctive American treatment
of song in general. It reflects the spirit of the American people, their extraordinary activity, restlessness, initiative,
joyousness and capacity for work, and for play. "Ragtime" bears the same relation to European music, that the
American commercial spirit bears to the commercial spirit of Europe. "Ragtime" pervades all styles and classes of
American music, from the coon song to the parlor love song, and I think that I am safe in saying that so long as
America remains the land of the brave and the free and the busy, particularly the busy, so long shall we have
"ragtime."
Edgar Selden, manager for the Shapiro company says:
"Answering your question, "Is the Sale of the Higher Grade of Sheet Music Increasing Proportionally With
the Population of This country?" would say that of my own observation, I am of the opinion that it is, despite the fact
that so-called ragtime songs are very much in evidence and in general demand. While the better class of everything
may appeal only to the select few, I am of the opinion that everything in general is slowly but surely attaining a
higher plane, and that the discriminating public is proportionately increasing. The appeal of symphony recitals,
classical concerts, oratorios, and kindred other musical entertainments, are patronized now, greatly in excess over
former seasons. The ragtime song is the song of the moment. The former is quickly forgotten, the latter grows
stronger and in greater demand as time progresses. "This condition is applicable to the sale of both these style of
composition, giving the ballad a shade the best of the proposition. It is not to be taken for granted that because a
ragtime song is hummed or whistled on the streets, that the party so assisting in its popularizing has purchased a
copy, but the lover of the ballad is pretty sure to be the possessor of some sort of musical instrument and generally
with the price to buy a copy; therefore the sale of the ballad is generally in greater proportion than that of the rag or
novelty song."
When J. Fred Helf was asked if ragtime was on the want he said: "Ten years ago I was asked the same
question. I thought then that it was practically through, but it is now more popular than ever. Ten years hence I will
probably be asked the same question. Ballads are not over popular just now, but will come back, and the time is not
far off. I find that you can place a ballad with vaudeville acts that a year ago would not use anything but a novelty
song. There is never any telling what the public will buy in the way of sheet music. They will purchase a production
number and a trashy song at the same time. A high class hit lasts for years but a popular one last but six months at the
longest."
Henry Sltern (Jos. W. Stern & Co.) makes the following commentaries:
"To anyone conversant with the output of the various music publishers, it must be apparent that we have
been for the past few years favoring better-class compositions and operatic productions, in preference to the lighter
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forms of American ballads and ragtime numbers, our reason for this being that we have found the American public is
becoming more and more discriminating and educated in music, demanding better material all the time.
"The increased patronage of grand opera and the high-class foreign musical productions, beat witness to this
fact. Moreover, the returns from the sales of a popular song success are not commensurate with the enormous amount
of plugging and expenditure required to land a hit, a popular hit being an ephemeral proposition, lasting nowadays
about six months at the most; and when you couple this fact with the ridiculous price of 6 to 7 cents at which this
class of music must be sold to the trade, the point of our argument becomes apparent.
"The public has evidenced a decided preference for musical shows written by eminent composers (mainly
foreign), whose scores contain real music of lasting qualities."
Albert Von Tilzer (York Music Co.) said:
"In looking over the popular music field of the present day, I find that the situation has changed somewhat
from that of a decade ago. There is no doubt but that the demand for ragtime music is increasing, daily, and at the
present time it has not as yet reached its zenith.
"There has also been quite a demand for risqué songs. The demand for the rustic ballad has entirely died
out, at the present time, but, like all other popular demands, which usually move in cycles, it is only a question of
time before that will come back again."
Ted Snyder said: "Look at our professional rooms. You see they are all filled with performers learning our
ragtime songs. That should speak for itself. No, I hardly think that the 'classics' are holding their own with the
enormous demand for ragtime."
The United States may be advancing in many directions in the matter of education. So eminent an authority
as Professor Charles Eliot, of Harvard University, says that, in the main, it isn't. Judging by the popular demand for
the simpler melodies and the increasing craze for ragtime, we are not advancing as lovers of the musical classics.
Jolo
1912 - DONALDSONVILLE CHIEF - MAY 25
NEGRO FOLK-SONGS - Quaint Ballads of Southern Darkey, Some of Which Are Echoes of His Primitive
Life in Africa-Rhythm a Prominent Part of His Emotional Make-up. Austin, Texas, May 15, 1912. Editor Chief:
Dear Sir-As a Sholdon Fellow of Harvard University I am engaged in collecting the folk-song of America my work
being at present especially concerned with the songs of the negro; his "reels," his spirituals, and his pray songs. I ask
your aid in gathering together the words and music of the most distinctive negro "ballets" precisely as he has sung
them and in many places continues to sing them. Almost all Negroes sing. Sometimes their songs are versions of
music hall ballads; oftener they are a crude, natural expression of his emotions, his real life. Perhaps some are echoes
of his primitive life in Africa. He improvises readily and rhythm is a prominent part of his emotional make-up; and
his songs seem to rise spontaneously to match every emergency of his experience. In the cotton-patch he sings. "Fus'
time I saw de voll weevil He was settin' on de square: Nex' time I saw de boll weevil He had all of his family dare,dey was lookin' for a home, jes a-lookin' for a home." As a teamster on the levee: (first line depleted in paper stained) Billy done holler for its oats an' hay- Gwine t' harness in de mornin' soon, soon, Gwine t' harness in de
mornin' soon.
As a Mississippi riverman:
"Long come de Katie Adams with her headlight turned down stream And her side wheel
a-knockin'. Great-God-I been redeem'."
Of one of his desperado friends:
"Twas on a Christmas morning, the hour was about ten
When Stagalee shot Billy Lyons and landed in de Jefferson pen-O Lawdy, po' Stagalee."
In his church:
"When my blood run chilly an' col' I'se got to go (Thrice) When by blood run chilly an' col', I'se got to go way
beyond de sun." Among the reels, "Alabama Bound," "Frankie and Albert," "The Blues," "Big Jim's Dead an'
Gone," "Railroad Bill," among the spirituals, "Couldn't Hear Nobody Pray," "There's a Little Wheel a-Rollin' In My
Heart," 'God's Goin' t' Ride on a whislin' Chariot," "Norah Hist de Winder," are all genuine negro folk-songs. Many
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of your readers know such songs or know where they can be had. I shall heartily appreciate any help given me in
getting into a permanent form this illusive material, both the words and the music. Possibly the music of the negro
will turn out to be his most important contribution to American culture. It can be easily caught on the phonograph.
Others of your readers who have not been thrown into contact with the negro may know ballads equally as
interesting. There are current in America many ballads of the cowboy, the gold-seeker, the soldier, the mountaineer,
the sailor, as well as interesting versions of the traditional old world ballads. All are of interest to the student of
music, of literature and of social customs; and I shall be most grateful for any help in collecting this shifting, fastvanishing expression of the American ballad spirit. I particularly invite the correspondence of persons who are
willing to help in collecting this material. Sincerely yours, John A. Lomax, President, American Folk Lore Society.
1912 - JACOBS

AUGUST - 1912 - ORCHESTRA MONTHLY
THE ETHICS OF RAGTIME - A new "Websterian" dictionary gives as a definition of ragtime, "syncopated music,
characteristic of negro melodies," which is about as clearly concise as to define the horse as energized pub,
characteristic of carts that are not pushed. Ragtime, to be sure, is a form of syncopation, and one of the most
beautiful of syncopated passages occurs in the solo "With Verdure Clad" from Haydn's Creation, but the latter is
never classified as "ragtime," although it may be a sublimated example of it.
Like many another newcomer that is behowled as calamity, ragtime is berated, bethumped and bewailed,
but, nevertheless, ragtime is become. It is here, and strongly encamped upon the melodic reservation , where it bids
fair to remain for some time to come, Perhaps one of its musical virtues is the rigid adherence to rhythm that is made
necessary in order properly to "do" it, for ragtime cannot be rag-ged and be well "ragged." But to the ultra it is not
accredited with even one virtue and is looked upon as a musical tatterdemalion.
It is difficult to imagine ragtime as making a musical dent in Teutonic phlegmatism, but such is the fact, and
the German music publishers are most gravely considering its deteriorating effects upon German musical taste and
culture. But, mind you, only as a sacred "duty" (imagine the average music publisher making obeisance to duty), and
not at all blind to the accruing profits from its sales, which is a mild tempering of the ethical with the political. A
Berlin correspondent to the New York Times writes:
"The German Music Publishers' Association is out with an official statement to the effect that between
American coon songs and Viennese operettas Germany's traditional and vaunted taste for good music is rapidly
being lost."
"The association says the situation has become so flagrant that pieces like "Alexander's Rag time Band" and
"By the Light of the Silvery Moon" and waltz melodies from "The Chocolate Soldier" and "The Count of
Luxembourg" are making the Fatherland forget that Wagner, Beethoven, Chopin, Brahms, or Liszt ever lived.
"The music publishers say that they have no complaint to make from the standpoint of profits, as the sale of
the so-called 'popular music' is rising by leaps and bounds but they feel that it is their duty to call the nation's
attention to the fact that the public's artistic taste is deteriorating to a corresponding degree."
Ragtime, as well as other forms of musical composition , unquestionably has its ethical side, and if there
were no reasons for its existence, in all probability it would follow the universal law of annihilation. It is, after all, a
matter largely to do with the personal equation - what I like may not please you and what pleases you I may not like.
The public, as a rule, has very pronounced opinions as to what it likes and will have, as producers and managers ere
not have many times found out, and much to their financial sorrow. To lead the public into an educating influence is
one thing, while to drive it to pedantic learning is quite another.
Under the title, "The Ethics of Ragtime," Mr. Arthur Farwell in an article in Musical America, expresses
some wholly sane and common sense views of the "ragtime" and the "popular" as musical factors. We are inclined to
question, however, Mr. Farwell's statement relative to the composing of ragtime.
"To begin with, one must realize for and by whom popular music exists. Its beneficiaries, or victims,
according to one's point of view, will probably be allowed some consideration in a discussion of the matter. They are
scarcely slaves for whom everything is to be decided by their masters. Popular music pertains to the 'people,' which
is to say, the mass of the people, rich and poor, ignorant or educated (in other than a musical way), in
contradistinction to those who are specially educated in music. Popular music is for the genus man, special musical
predilection and knowledge left wholly aside. Its appeal is to the unenlightened instinct for melody and rhythm which
every healthy man is supposed to have in some measure.
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"Thus we must recognize at once that it is outside the jurisdiction of musical culture, that it has nothing in
common with the aims of musical culture, and makes no pretensions of being, and does not desire to be, a step
toward such a thing. One may have a positive passion for ragtime without evincing the slightest interest in music, i.e.,
music, the art. Popular music is fixed and complete in its altitude, at least so long as we do not figure in Darwinian
cycles of evolution, and can rise no higher than its source, which is the primitive universal sense of rhythm implied in
the dance-step, coupled with the primitive universal sense of melody coexistent with such a rhythmic sense.
Harmony, a later and slower development, can never, in popular music, be allowed to rise to the point where it
interferes with the main elements on which popular song rests.
NOT FOUNDED ON CULTURAL BASIS
"In short, popular song rests not upon an artistic or cultural basis, but upon a universal psycho-physical fact,
with the physical chiefly in evidence. Popular music is a matter of the feet rather than of the soul. To make out a case
against popular music, as was done by a teacher of singing in the New York Evening Journal recently, is something
like making out a case against the sense of sight, or of hearing. and to proceed against popular songs because the
verses often have 'unsavory meanings,' is about the same as it would be to make a crusade against the senses of sight
and hearing because they were often employed for seeing and hearing 'unsavory things."
"The man of 'the people' will no more forego the exercise of his primitive musical sense than he will forego
the exercise of his other senses in their primitive capacities. He does not train this primitive musical sense to a higher
musical culture, but neither does he train his eye to comprehend the principles of beauty-he merely sees what his eye
falls on. In music he merely picks up what his rhythmic, that is his dance sense, and his melodic, or tune sense, can
grasp without effort or training. And the broad average of these senses in any race determines and fixes the altitude
of its popular music, the level of which is therefore about as definitely determined as the level of the ocean. The
same is true of the moral status of the popular song, which has had its Anthony Comstocks since the beginnings of
musical history.
"The makers of this popular music are representatives of this same 'people,' but who happen to have the
creative or shaping faculty, which enables them to make music which meets sympathetically this inexorable
rhythmic-melodic average. They are born to this function as certain bees are born to fulfill certain functions in a hive,
or as a Beethoven is born to respond to the highest ideal music demands.
THE MEN WHO COMPOSE POPULAR MUSIC
"This unique ability of the popular music composer implies no musical culture; at least it does not
necessarily do so. Many composers of popular songs do not even take the trouble to learn harmony, and others
cannot even write down a melody, being content to whistle or sing a tune of their own composition, or 'pick it out'
with one finger on the piano, leaving others to write it down and put chords to it. "Listen to the Mocking Bird" was
composed in that way. If popular music composers learn enough harmony to serve them, it does not alter their
fundamental position as identical with 'the people' and outside of what is known as musical culture.
"The little garden of musical culture, on the other hand, is almost microscopic in comparison with the great
wild of popular music. The devotee of cultivated music considers popular music bad because it is vulgar. Compared
with his highly organized and subtle music, responding to thousands of the mind's imaginings and the soul's
sensibilities, it is crude and coarse, knowing only a few rough rhythms and a few stereotyped kinds of tune. Besides,
it is always getting in his way. There is so much of it, and it so constantly on parade. It seems as it its barbaric hordes
would sweep down the little shrine of culture which he maintains with such difficulty and so great a devotion to his
ideals. And it would, without a thought or a
regret.
ART VS. NATURE
"But what right has the man of culture to pass judgment upon the goodness or badness of ragtime, of
popular music as a whole-in short, to make out a case against the popular song? One might as well make out a case
against the grass! The cultured man's province is that of art, and popular music, while requiring a bit of skill in the
handling, is much more closely related to nature. The mere fact of the high refinement of his music does not make it
any better than ragtime, it merely makes it more refined. There can be good and bad cultivated music, and there can
be good and bad popular music. Good cultivated music is faithful to the subtle realities of the cultivated mind, but
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good ragtime is no less faithful to the crude realities of the uncultivated mind. As to the truth of both to nature,
psychologically considered, they are on a plant of perfect equality and the difference is one of refinement, not of
goodness.
"That is good to me which I can do, and if my mind happens to be totally incapable of following a
symphony, or getting any pleasure from it, the symphony has no worth to me. But if I can use a popular song as a
means of satisfying such sense of rhythm and tune as I have, for me it is good, and a positive means of heightening
the sense of life.
"And that is the case in which the millions who enjoy popular music find themselves. They are blind to the
truth who suppose that ragtime is usurping a place in the popular mind and soul which would otherwise be occupied
by something which is 'good,' or who imagine that popular music is responsible for the deterioration of taste,
manners and morals. The masses who are enjoying ragtime, would have no music to enjoy if that were taken away,
unless something equally practical and sympathetic were given them, and this is a psychological impossibility in
view of the fact that 'the people' have created their popular music precisely to their need and their taste. As to its
having a deteriorating effect on them, vulgarities and all, such a claim is absurd in view of the fact that it is not the
music which makes the people, but the people who make the music to suit them. Popular music is not forced upon
the people, it is created out of their own spirit.
"This is not a study in pessimism." It is only a picture of conditions at the bottom of the pit, musically
speaking, and an indication that, even there, that which is creative is good, because thorough it is the heightened
consciousness of life. The bottom of the pit stays at the same level, but this is very different from saying that one
music stick at the bottom of the pit. Individuals are constantly rising out of it to a higher level, and greater means are
being provided for their doing so today than ever before."

1912 - MUSICAL AMERICA - SEPT. 21
DANGERS THAT LIE IN RAGTIME - To the Editor of Musical America:
From time to time I have read with great interest various articles on the value of ragtime, written by Arthur
Farwell. The gist of these articles is:
1. That the line of the psychological boundary between popular music and music the art is a very sharp one.
2. That popular music, including ragtime, is created by and for the people, and is therefore creative and
good.
With the first of these points I do certainly agree. But with the second one I cannot, because it includes
ragtime, and to my mind ragtime is not creative and good.
Taking Mr. Farwell's second statement as applied to ragtime: Is ragtime created by and for the public, and is
it, therefore, creative and good? Mr. Farwell thinks that, because the composer and publisher manufacture ragtime in
order to supply a demand for it, it must be created by and for the public. This is true, but does it necessarily follow
that it is creative and good? Because there is a large demand for yellow newspapers, burlesque, shows, saloons,
gambling houses and other dens of the underworld, could we with justice say that these things are created by and for
the public, and are, therefore, creative and good? There is a desire for them, and that is the reason for their existence;
but we cannot give any good arguments in their favor. I will try to prove that ragtime is as bad in its effects in a
musical way as these other things are in a moral and social way.
Mr. Farwell says that if there were no reason for the existence of ragtime it would follow the universal law
of annihilation. Very true, and there certainly is a reason for its existence-the demand for it. But what if the supply of
ragtime were suddenly cut off? Would it not then follow the universal law? How long would the pieces of ragtime
that exist at present last? Ragtime is something which does not appeal to the real, primitive sense for music, but,
rather, it fascinates the public by sensationalism and 'catchy' rhythm. Because it does not appeal by any real sound
worth but merely by sensationalism it is a fad, much like the fads and fashions of dress, changing continually. Ask
any publisher how long the average piece of ragtime lasts. Just until something 'newer' appears, with different rhythm
and more sensationalism. It is evident that the people quickly tire of it, and only by the continual output does ragtime
hold its grip upon them and fascinate them into buying more.
Does the public need ragtime? That it does need some primitive form of music we all agree, but is that need
best answered with ragtime? No one need think that if ragtime were abolished-completely obliterated-there would be
nothing to take its place, leaving a sort of musical vacuum. No, indeed! What is the condition in other countries?
They have no ragtime. Are the masses, therefore, without any music at all? No, they have a higher standard, that is
all. That is the real reason why Europe is ahead of America in music-because the popular standard is higher, because
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the people demand better music. They have the same 'deadline' between popular and artistic music, but the popular
music is raised to higher level because there is no non-progressive and non-elevating element like ragtime in it.
Ragtime certainly does not elevate the soul. what good is there in it? It gives enjoyment. How does it give
that enjoyment, buy which of its musical elements? Principally by the rhythm. Ragtime does 'train the feet.' But are
we not aiming continually to have progress in music" This progress cannot come by training the feet but by elevating
the soul. Mr. Farwell tells us to 'feed the people the kind of music that trains the soul, by all means' but here we
encounter an obstacle. Here is the detrimental part of ragtime.
It positively hinders a musically uncultured person in gaining an appreciation of higher music. Not only
with people who, as Mr. Farwell to aptly expresses it, come up to one with a chip on the shoulder, saying "You can't
learn me nothing," but also with persons otherwise broad-minded and open to conviction, ragtime so fascinates them
that they cannot even listen to higher music, much less enjoy it-in many cases because of the absence of the
syncopated rhythm, the so-called "rag." Ragtime has dulled their taste for pure music just as intoxicants dull a
drunkard's taste for pure water. Ragtime becomes a habit, and, like all other habits, it is very difficult if not
impossible for its victim to break away from it.
Especially with young people ragtime takes up so much time and thought that they lose in higher musical
cultivation. This is the harm in ragtime. It does not affect the musically cultured in any way. Neither do I claim that
ragtime in itself is bad. It is not; but its effect on the musically uncultured mass of people is certainly deteriorating.
Mr. Farwell points to the Central Park concerts as giving examples of musically uncultured people, people
who no doubt have a great deal of ragtime in their daily lives, enjoying symphonic music, and this phenomenon is
effected, just as Mr. Farwell says, by this wonderful element of "crowd psychology" which, "Vivifies and sensitizes
individual souls to their highest potency, and makes each the possessor of the faculties of all." But Mr. Farwell
forgets that this mass-application is really but a small portion of the musical influence in one's life. It is in the home
and to the individual taken separately that the greatest part-of the musical influence comes. And it is here in the home
that ragtime works its mischief. Ragtime is a quagmire for "musical civilization."
For these reasons I believe that ragtime ought to be suppressed. Exactly how to go about doing this and
whether we would succeed or not is another question. Since ragtime is so deeply rooted in the people I think it would
be as hard if not harder to stamp out than any of the social evils. If Mr. Farwell means to champion the cause of
popular music, which is good both in itself and in its effect, therefore excluding ragtime, I am with him heart and
hand. But if he includes ragtime I must disagree. Herbert Sachs-Hirsch.

1913 - VARIETY - FEB. 4
"RAGTIME" SPREADING ALL OVER CONTINENT Paris shortly due for syncopated wave. Berlin and
Vienna reported preparing for it. Orders for American acts abroad increasing. (Paris, Feb.) The advance indications
are that American ragtime will spread all over the continent, following its present big wave of popularity in England.
Parisian music hall managers are said to be going into the chances of putting over an American show or
revue with plenty of rag in it. One of the halls is about to branch out in that direction very shortly.
The foreign agents are also taking notice. H. B. Marinelli is reported to have decided the fad is due here and
is preparing for it by submitting to manager's lists of available American sets that can handle the syncopated songs or
dances.
From Berlin and Vienna are coming inquiries to Paris about "ragtime." It is said here that if Berlin takes to
rag, she will gather it in more fondly than even London has done. Vienna has been supplying America with music in
its comedies for a long while. Now Vienna wants to hear the American music that is so much talked about.
While Paris is going to get into action almost right away, nothing decided will be done at the other
Continental capitols before next season, it is expected.
Orders for American acts to be imported over here have increased until now the agents really have standing
commissions to secure them.

1913 - ENGLISH REVIEW - MARCH
RAGTIME: THE NEW TARANTISM by Francis Toye. A large number of people, from a well-known musical critic
to a writer in Grove's Dictionary, have tried to define ragtime. They have agreed that it is a syncopated or broken
rhythm and leave it at that, generally adding that examples can be found in the classics. But I do not think that
ragtime can be denied as a rhythm at all. True it has a characteristic rhythm and usually a syncopated one. But not
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invariably. The popular "Hitchy-Koo" and "Dixie," for instance, are hardly syncopated, yet it were pure pedantry not
to class them as rag-time. For rag-time is essentially a popular term, and to the popular mind these particular tunes
are not only "rags," but perhaps the best known examples of "rags."
As a matter of fact, in the popular acceptance of the term, rag-time is rather a school than a rhythm. It
denotes a species of music almost invariably associated with particular dances of a lascivious or merely ridiculous
kind, with a peculiarly hideous lurch of the shoulders like a ship lopping from side to side in a swell, and, usually,
with yells or interjections of most revolting sound. in any case, it seems to me as useless to define rag-time as the
traditional camel. Everybody knows what it is, and, alas! as one of their own poets has said, "Everybody's doing it
now."
To most sane people, doubtless, the existence of rag-time is just a mild bore, a matter of ridicule rather than
apprehension. that is not my view. I believe that it is a direct encouragement to hysteria, and that in a society where,
as Sir Thomas clouts writes in his 'Neuroses of Development:' "The social needs and restraints of modern civilized
life unite with subtle hereditary nervous defects to make hysteria as common as it is," such encouragement is really
dangerous. For be it noted in passing, rag-time, in just that technical sense of the work which I declaimed above, has
never taken any hold on the populace. They whistle and sing the tunes, of course; but the rhythm escapes them. They
turn it, as a matter of fact, into ordinary two-four, preferring the tunes like "Hitchy-Koo," which are practically in
that rhythm already. doubtless this is partly due to their inability to reproduce a complex rhythm, but I suggest that it
is also due to the fact that, from the nature of their lives, they are not so receptive of hysterical suggestion as the
upper-classes. In any case, it is an undeniable fact that among these upper-classes rag-time appeals especially to the
more neurotic individuals and cliques. Ex hoc disce omnia.
It is too often forgotten nowadays that rhythm has a direct effect on the brain. The Greeks knew it well
enough and that is, largely, what Plato meant when he insisted on the kind of music proper to education. "Rhythm
and Harmony," he writes in the Republic, "find their way into the inward places of the soul, on which they mightily
fasten." And it is amusing to note how much more modern is his point of view than that of his editor Jowett, who is
inclined to scoff at him for attaching so much importance to music. For modern educationists and scientists are more
and more coming round to the view that a proper rhythmical sense is the basis of character. To any skeptic
"Eurhythmics." This gentleman's system of rhythmic training has, it is well known, worked little short of wonders in
musical education. An Englishman, Dr.Yorke-Trotter, has with methods somewhat similar, achieved no less
remarkable results. And it must not be forgotten that in the former case, at any rate, not only musical but general
education is aimed at. Could anything be more significant of the influence of sane rhythms? For what is education
but the training of the motor-centers of the brain to act in harmony?
And without wishing to betray my ignorance by discussing psycho-therapeutics or psycho-physical
polemics, I can assure the curious that an afternoon at the British Museum or the London Library will corroborate
this point of view in the most weighty (and often unintelligible) fashion. Edith Somervell, for instance, in her book
on "The Rhythmic Approach to Mathematics," says: "Laws of curve-formation do not deal only with happenings
among inanimate things and forces, but are a notation of laws of thought-sequence." And if an individual dancing
and singing rag-time can be expressed in a curve, as I suppose he can, I am sorry for his thought-sequence!
Moreover, it must not be forgotten that all these dynamic associations act and react on one another. Thus Feininger,
Muensterberg, Clouston, all the authorities I chanced to light upon, agreed, from various points of view, in saying
much the same thing, to wit, that there are true rhythms and true movements that are in accordance with nature,
which is sanity, and false rhythms and false movements, which are allied with hysteria, neurosis and nervous
instability generally.
Of course, it may be objected that rag-time is not rhythmically unhealthy at all, but merely a kind of "free
declamation" with the accents falling in unexpected places. This point of view was lately put forward by a very able
writer in The Times. He claimed to begin with, that it had at least the merit of having dealt a fatal blow at the sloppy,
rhythm-less amateur. True, and we are all grateful. Moreover, I would add that it has exterminated that peculiar,
slow, sensual waltz which once devastated our ballrooms. But because a very bad man murders a bad man we do not
call the very bad man a saint. The Valse Lente might and doubtless did, drive people to conjugal infidelity, but ragtime, I verily believe, drives them to mania, and of the two alternatives I prefer the former-as a bachelor at any rate.
Further, this writer assumes that the association of the tunes with the dances, which he admits to be disgusting and
depraved, is purely accidental. He has absolutely no right to make such an assumption. Why should the inventors of
such dances choose such rhythms or the composers of such rhythms patronize such dances unless they had something
in common? Any dance is but the expression of music, imagined or heard. If the sentiments of the dance and the
music are not allied the result is inevitably a failure from every point of view. and nobody could deny to rag-time,
both in music and dance, at least the quality of success. But the writer of the article finally gives himself away, I
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think, in saying that the characteristics of rag-time are absolutely identical with those of the hymns formerly sung by
the Negroes in the "white heat of religious fervor during some protracted meeting in church or camp." Exactly so.
They show precisely the kind of "vitality" associated with Revivalism, and especially the type of Revivalism peculiar
to the negro! What need have we of further witnesses? For of all hysteria that particular semi-religious hysteria is
nearer to madness than any other.
But, quite apart from all this theorizing, I would ask any person accustomed to analyze his own and other
people's emotions whether he thinks that the effects of rag-time are beneficial. I have, personally, taken the trouble to
do so in the case of two or three of my more intelligent, though disreputable friends who frequent the haunts where
nothing but rag-time is played. All except one are emphatically of the opinion that since the introduction of rag-time
people are much more given both to excitement and drink-and that not only when they are dancing. The one says that
"he doesn't know, but it's certainly more stimulating." Naturally, Absinthe is more stimulating than good claret, and
methylated spirit, so I am told, is far more exciting than whisky. Nobody denies the rhythmical power of rag-time,
and rhythm is always "stimulating." But in this case the stimulus is that of an irritant. These "crotchety" accents,
these deliberate interferences with the natural logic of rhythm, this lengthening of something here and shortening of
something else there, must all have some influence on the brain. The behavior of the chorus during the rag-time
songs of the Alhambra revue, for instance, is not without significance. Any unsophisticated visitor from Mars, who
did not know of their excuse, would judge from their looks, their movements, and their strident but pathetic yells that
they were raving lunatics only fit for the Martian equivalent of a strait-jacket. Besides, I can speak from personal
experience. During the three weeks round Christmas I happened to hear no music but rag-time. I could not get them
out of my head; I could not concentrate, and I could hardly think. Indeed, till the advent of a respectable concert I
suffered all the mental ills one is accustomed to associate with the advertisements of patent medicines. What, then,
must be the effect on those who never hear anything else? Doubtless they are not so sensitive, because they are not
accustomed to musical and rhythmical receptivity as is a musical critic. But, in a greater or lesser degree, the effects
are there all the same, working, unnoticed, to the general detriment of efficiency and even sanity. if it were not
obvious that six months at the most would see this new Tarantism in its coffin, I might be tempted to approach the
member for one of my two constituencies-there are, mark you, advantages in plural voting-and beg him to persuade
Parliament to deport Messrs. Hirsch and Melville Gideon and their various satellites, both male and female, as highly
undesirable aliens, before this unhappy country should be converted into an even larger lunatic asylum than it is at
present.

1913 - MUSICAL COURIER - MAY 28
REMARKS ON Ragtime - Two letters which appeared recently in the Paris edition of the New York Herald
are not without interest to musical readers on this side of the salty pond. The first of the communications, headed
"Demoralizing Rag Time Music," was this:
To the Editor of the Herald:
Sirs-Can it be said that America is falling prey to the collective soul of the negro thorough the influence of
what is popularly known as "rag time" music? Some sociological writers of prominence believe so; all psychologists
are of the opinion. One thing is infallibly certain: If there is any tendency toward such a psychological amalgamation,
toward such a national disaster, it should be definitely pointed out and extreme measures taken to inhibit the
influence and avert the increasing danger-if it has not already gone too far.
There is nothing more vital in the expression of the life of any race than its music. Its music is the
symbolism for the summary of its emotional attainment and possibility. There is no need saying that the "rag time"
music has its visible source in the ancestry of negro music. It is negro music more modernly adapted. It was
"typically" Negroid in the years prior to the Civil War. It bears radical resemblance to the fantastic waywardness of
Creole song. It is a modulated derivation. Now, the most significant fact about this music is that it has become
typically American. It has outgrown its Negroid limitations and has achieved national importance. There is a popular
"demand" for it.
There is a certain sway and swing, a certain indescribable, sensuous something appealing and suggestive,
about the ring and melody, of rhythm and versification of this music. Scrutinizingly criticized, every one of the songs
is insidiously perverting; they are indicative of relaxative morality, of disparagement of the martial tie, of triviality in
relationship of sex, etc., and the entire moral code might be included. There is not even an attempt made at
concealment of the thought conveyed in the song. It is out and out vulgarity.
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It has been implied that the music of a nation or a race is symbolic of its collective character and the
discrepancies of its individual character. accordingly, the American "rag time" or "rag time" music is symbolic of the
primitive orality and the perceptible moral limitations of the negro type. With the latter sexual restraint is almost
unknown, and the widest latitude of moral uncertainty is conceded. Be that as it may, it is of relative importance
isolatedly considered. Its significance lies in whatever influence it may exercise over the average American mind.
I hope you will find space to give publicity to a dancer that is threatening the morals and the very life of
America. Walter Winston Kenilworth.
From picturesque Nice, on the sunny Riviera, came a quick answer to the Kenilworth effusion, and the
writer of the reply was no less a person than Alma Gluck, the operatic soprano. Her letter, captioned "America and
Good Music," read as follows:
To the Editor of the Herald:
Sirs-I read with indignation the jejune apprehensions of Walter Winston Kenilworth in your issue of April
23. I say indignation-because while to a certain number his remarks are jejune, there are unfortunately a great many
more who would take these remarks seriously.
During the past season America has been visited by the greatest living musical artists.
We all know that, while these artists are lovers of natural scenery, it is not that brought them to America. In
other words, I mean to say that it is the great demand for them and the consequent remuneration (this is the best
proof of their popularity) that attracts them to America. I must, in justice to Americans and in defense of their
musical tastes, call attention to the fact that a country that spends millions of dollars annually for good music is not in
imminent danger of being influenced by rag time. Rag time music, as your worthy correspondent informs us, has
existed in America since before the Civil War. Classical music was only introduced at that time. From its colossal
growth in popularity it is evident what a role it plays in the present life of the American.
Rag time music is to us Americans what Mayor is to the French. I leave it to the mind of the public to
determine which is the more injurious morality. Alma Gluck
Alma Gluck makes Mr. Kenilworth a good answer, but it is not sweeping enough, nor does it exactly take
hold of the point of his letter. His claim appears to be that rag time is the cause, or will be the cause, of degeneracy.
He says that this danger "is threatening the morals and the very life of America." That, of course, is not true, for,
even if we acknowledge the degeneracy of rag time, it is evident that it cannot be the cause of America's degeneracy
but can only be the effect of that degeneracy. Music, of whatever kind it may be, is the expression only of a certain
mental attitude. Mr. Kenilworth's argument may be that this music is spreading among the many the mental attitude
of the few. But that cannot be the case either, for it requires a very strong natural leaning towards a certain form of
musical expression on the part of a very great majority of the people to bring about the enormous popularity of that
particular form of musical expression. In other words, although most of us cannot write rag time we find our
innermost sentiments and feelings exactly expressed by that particular rhythm. There are even many among us who
have been brought up in the strictly classical school and yet find pleasure in good rag time, and to say that, because
of this, we all have a tendency towards degeneracy is hardly correct. Rag time is the expression of a strong, vigorous,
healthy nature, and for this very reason it is making its way all over Europe, where the healthy, normal portion of the
population are welcoming this expression of their own natural feelings which their native, effete musicians are
unable to give them. Rag time is the expression of boisterous good humor. "It is to laugh," and that's all there is to it.
Of course, some of the texts allied with rag time music are-but that is not the subject under discussion.

1913 - MUSICAL OPINION & MUSICAL TRADE REVIEW - FEB.
"RAG-TIME" on PARNASSUS - "There is nothing new under the sun," said the wise man of old, and the
present craze for eccentric rhythm is but one more reminder of the fact. It is also a proof that there is something in a
name, despite the Shakespearean dictum. Syncopation is of course one of the oldest of musical devices, yet under its
proper name and used artistically it has so far left the public cold. Vulgarized however and called "rag-time," it has
sent nine-tenths of English and American people agog. While all public crazes are of interest to the student of human
nature, this particular one is specially so to the musician, since it is surely the first time that the public has gone mad
over a mere musical artifice; though, as I shall show later, something of the kind happened in the eighteenth century,
and them curiously enough the craze was caused by a kindred rhythm. Still, the vogue was not to be compared to the
present rage for stuttering and hiccoughing measures.
One is never surprised at the public showing a strong preference for any particular musical forms, but to
lose one's head over a mere matter of accent! It is on a par with some of the ridiculous catchwords that from time to
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time take the town by storm,-those apparently meaningless questions that make the boy in the street a terror and
reduce the most ready witted of his victims to impotent rage. Just now, rag-time fills such a place in our corporate
life. All, face such sober sides as you and I, are bitten. Why it has so suddenly captured us who shall say? It has been
a familiar feature in the strains of the music hall for some years without attracting very much attention. Indeed, it has
quite a respectable past history, as we shall see. There is no denying its appeal, though like other good things one
may have too much of it. The present boom will have served a good purpose, however, if it drives home to our
composers and performers-and especially our singers-the importance of rhythm.
To begin with, what is it? My Grove tells me that it is "a modern term of American origin signifying in the
first instance broken rhythm in melody, especially a sort of continuous syncopation. 'Rag-time tunes' is the name
given in the States to those airs which are usually associated with the so-called 'coon' songs or lyrics, which are
supposed to depict negro life in modern America." It may be added that the peculiar rhythm is to be found not only
in 'coon'' songs but in practically all religious songs popular among Negroes in the southern states before the
abolition of slavery. Oliver Ditson's publish several collections of these under the title of "Jubilee songs." One of the
most interesting of the works of Coleridge-Taylor is a collection of "Twenty-four Negro melodies." Of the twentyfour melodies, sixteen are religious plantation songs or "spirituals" as they were called. In almost every case, ragtime rhythm is a prominent feature. I have just been comparing them with an album claiming to contain "the latest
rag-time successes," and a comparison supplies yet another proof-if such were needed-that the mob never lays an
appreciative hand on art without leaving traces of its grimy paw.
There is the widest of distances between these pathetic songs of slavery (which were sung with swaying
bodies and with religious fervor at camp revival meetings) and the vulgar tunes with their ugly titles that are just now
a public obsession. As an instance of a melody with great emotional and harmonic possibilities and as a good
example of sustained syncopation, take "Oh He Raise a Poor Lazarus:"

Here is a phrase from "Wade in the water," the first bar of which is by no means easy to sing:

while I have not so far discovered any piece of music hall rag-time with a lilt to beat the song commencing:

- 188 -

Further examples of such religious songs may be found in Grove's Dictionary: "Negro music of the United States."
How far these songs owe their origin to Africa is a debatable point. Probably the rhythmical peculiarities
only hail from thence, as many of the melodies show decided traces of civilized influence. Some are curiously Scotch
in idiom. The rhythms are often very difficult, but these dusky singers are credited with a very highly developed
feeling for rhythm, due probably to their accompaniments consisting mainly of such primitive percussive effects as
the clapping of hands, stamping of feet and the clacking of bones or pieces of wood. The banjo seems to have been
very little used. (Sic. editors bold added)
As I said above, it is not easy to see why the public should go suddenly mad over a rhythmical peculiarity
that was well known in England even before the day of the nigger minstrel. It must be nearly-if not quite-a half
century ago that the Jubilee Singers were touring Europe, singing genuine plantation songs and hymns. What is still
more odd is the apparently sudden discovery of the fascination of rag-time. The power and width of its appeal are
shown by the fact of its existing in almost all folk music. The form most familiar to us Britishers is of course that
known as the "Scotch Snap." It is not without interest at the present time to recall the fact that in the time of Burney
the musical world was suffering from it in pretty much the same way as we are now from its American cousin. The
historian, writing of the Italian opera in 1748, complains that there was too much of the "Scots catch or cutting short
of the first of two notes in a melody," blaming especially Cocchi, Perez, and Jomelli for being lavish with the "snap."
Later, popular song writers such as Hook made liberal use of the trick and probably not a few songs since called
Scotch were produced in this way. For example, "Within a mile of Edinburgh Town," for all Caledonian flavor
imparted to it by the "sea'," was born on the wrong side of the Tweed, having been composed by this same Hook and
sung by Mrs. Wrigthen at Vauxhall Gardens in 1780. Even Handel could not escape the infection, as the most
cursory examination of his instrumental music will show.
While there is considerable difference between rag-time and the "snap," they are both alike in being
manifestations of the popular love of spicy rhythm. No folk music is without it. European examples are now so well
known that quotation is unnecessary. Plenty of examples of real rag-time are to be found in the Hungarian
Rhapsodies of Liszt, in the dances of Brahms and in Grieg's arrangements of Norwegian melodies. Here is a "Scotch
snap" from a less familiar source:

This liking for disturbed accent is by no means confined to the worldly-minded. There are plenty of examples to be
found in church music of all periods. Even plainsong had some dalliance with it, as in such passages as:

which is a commonplace of plainchant. Here is one from the old German tune "Es ist ein' Ros' entsprunger:

while the ancient English carol tune, "This endris nyght," has for its last line:

A rhythm often found in the early versions of some old psalm tunes. Indeed, the original forms of many of our most
popular early hymn tunes present us with some interesting rhythms. The wholesale simplification to which they have
been subjected is a loss. They looked difficult, and for that reason they were ruthlessly made to fit the Victorian
church musician's idea of what a hymn tune should be. But the difficulty is more apparent than real; and I have heard
some rhythmical curiosities taken up quite quickly by congregations and enjoyed on fuller acquaintance. After all,
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why should people who can pick up the latest catchy popular song find any difficulty with such a passage as this line
from the Generan Psalter, 1551:

But you may be sure that the average hymnbook editor would feel it incumbent on him to turn the eighth and ninth
notes into crotchets.
Nor should it be forgotten that to this feature in popular music we musicians owe much. This displaced
accent, taken in hand by the great composers, has been the basis of some of their finest effects. One can scarcely
imagine classical music without cross rhythm and syncopation, or curtailing, extension and overlapping of phrases,
all being developments of this germ. Its charm lies almost entirely in its capacity for surprising; and it is this quality
of the unexpected and even incongruous that makes it especially suitable for humorous purposes, though it can be
sinister enough on occasion. It is not easy to explain the difference; but it may be said that, while rag-time is
syncopation, syncopation is not always rag-time. Still, many pages of the great composers contain music that is as
pure rag-time as any so labeled. For example, the opening of the main theme of the second and third "Leonora"
Overture would surely answer to this description:

But would your music hall habitué‚ be excited when later on Beethoven uses the rhythm of the first bar for twentythree bars in succession? Not a whit. He would know that he was listening to classical music and his frame of mind
would be appropriately chastened. Call the same figure rag-time and let it be banged and screamed out by some
American comedians and he will be duly roused. So, as I said before, there is something in a name after all.

Apropos the difference between rag-time and syncopation, I should say that this figure, also from "Leonora" No. 3: is
better described by the latter than the former term, though I should be sorry to be suddenly asked why. I can only say
that I feel in my bones that it is so; just as surely as I feel that this, from "Die Meistersinger" Overture;

is rag-time, albeit very expressive, thanks largely to the bebung in the first bar. Here, however, are two extraordinary
rhythms of Wagner that are just as certainly not ragtime:

Here is a teaser from "Gotterdammerung:"
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One wonders how often at rehearsal the weary players have found themselves drawing on the title for a due
expression of their feelings!
Perhaps no one composer's works give us the germ and the fully developed result more completely than
those of Bach. In his numerous little dances are to be found examples of just the little catch in the rhythm that
belongs to folk music, while his mastery of complexity needs no mention. I may be allowed however to call your
attention to the Fifth Partita, the Sarabande and Minuetto of which are specially interesting examples of rhythm.
Surely the scheme of the latter must have caused astonishment. I can recall nothing similar in Bach or in any other
composer of that period:

And so on for fifty bars.
The whole subject of rhythm is so interesting that volumes could be written on it. I must pull up, lest I find
myself in the toils of a most fascinating theme. My object in these desultory remarks is to remind some of my brother
musicians who may feel inclined to curse rag-time and all its works, that the thing itself is a pleasing device which
has existed from the early days of music and is moreover one to which composers have been indebted for many fine
effects. I will give you one last strain and ask you to guess the composers;

There! A piece of pure rag-time, if ever there was-naked and not ashamed. The composer? No, he is not American or
English. French, did you say? You are getting warm now. It is so unlike the composer that you are hardly likely to
guess,-Debussy! It is the opening of the last number in his "Children's Corner"-a piece called "Golliwog's Cake
Walk"-wherein you will find plenty of piquant rhythm and abundant humor. Surely, after these examples, rag-time
may be allowed to peg out a claim in some humble corner of the Parnassian slopes?

1913 - THE BIRTH PROCESSES OF RAGTIME - MARCH 29
A PRODUCT OF THE NOISE AND RUSH OF THE CITY - PUBLIC SCHOOL MUSIC TEACHING NOT
CALCULATED TO DISCOURAGE IT-THE "TIRED BUSINESS MAN" AND THE COMMERCIAL ASPECT
OF THE PROBLEM-ACTION AND THRILLS WITHOUT ART OR SOUL-WHAT OTHER NATIONS THINK
OF IT. by IVAN NARODNY
Having watched the birth processes of a folksong in the cradle of a nation's emotions in Russia, it was
natural that I should become deeply interested to find out how ragtime melody has become such a dominating factor
in the mind of the average American. In analyzing the public mind concerning the folksong, I was led into the rural
districts. A folksong is and remains the product of idyllic village atmosphere. It mirrors the joy and sorrows, hopes
and passions of the country people. It is molded under the blue sky, in sunshine and storm. The songs of birds and
the voices of nature form its phonetic background. A village troubadour or poet is usually its individual father; and
simplicity is its fundamental trait. Like a fairy tale, it exalts sincerity, poetry and an idea. The ethnographic
characteristics of a race are translated phonetically with a few symbolist strokes. The folksong contains all the
essential elements of a racial psychology.
Taking a ragtime melody under the searchlight of scientific analyses, we find that the place of its birth and
growth is the city. It is the product of an individual whose idea is to make money with his composition. It exalts the
noise, rush and vulgarity of the street. It suggests repulsive dance-halls and restaurants. There is no trace of any
racial idiom in a ragtime composition. It leaves rather images of artificiality in the mind.

- 191 -

Distrusting my personal judgment in the matter, I mailed four copies of the most popular ragtime
compositions to critical friends in Russia and Germany, requesting them to experiment as to whether America's
popular musical novelties would appeal to the people over there. I indicated that they should make their experiments
not only in musical circles, but in average public circles. About two months thereafter I received replies from Mr.
Ostrovsky, a music critic in St. Petersburg, and Dr. Frey, of Berlin. Mr. Ostrovsky wrote:
A ST. PETERSBURG EXPERIMENT
"My experiment with your American ragtime compositions, of which two were songs and two piano pieces,
proved that the circle of musicians-mostly people of established musical convictions-found them interesting as
studies of aesthetic sentiment in the new world. They all agreed-there were about fifty of them that this American
music expresses distinctly, in its peculiar affected vigor and rhythm., the purposeless energy of never tiring and
always alert minds, but with out best will we could find no traces of any art, new or old, in it. As a whole, all were
interested in the strange tunes that seemed to us imitations of Negro melodies.
"Following your advice, I arranged the compositions for performance in a couple of regular cabaret
restaurants, places where mostly students and artists gather, and then at public concert halls for the working people
and soldiers. There the effect was far more unfavorable than we had expected and than that produced in intelligent
musical circles. The managers of all the places told me that such 'novelties' would soon rid them of their regular
customers. The audiences expressed utter indifference or disgust."
Dr. Frey wrote from Berlin:
WHAT BERLIN THOUGHT
"After playing over your successful American popular compositions, I could already see that they would not
make a success here, no matter how hard I might try to advance them. I would not have been able to convince my
listeners even with the argument that these were the American cubist compositions. Their whole melodic
construction was too obvious to fool the Germans. Well, complying with your wish, I gave a special musical evening
at the house of a friend and the American novelties were the leading numbers of the program. The unanimous
opinion was that the American 'best sellers' would be utter failures in Germany, simply because the numbers sounded
as debased imitations of our boulevard songs. Almost the same effect was produced at the two beer halls where they
were given thereafter." Backed by this foreign judgment, I was encouraged to go ahead with further investigations.
Having witnessed a couple of music lessons in the New York public and private schools, I got the impression that the
foundation they laid musically was rather unfavorable for developing ragtime sentiment. I found the methods used in
New York public school music lessons superficial and primitive as compared with those of any country of Europe.
First of all, the method is too mechanical, and kills musical feeling in the bud. On the other hand, it does not inspire
the child it disclose individual qualities in any way. The few patriotic songs, hymns and whatever else the child
learns to sing in school convey no intimate meaning, especially when the singing is in one roaring voice, as is usually
the case. Out of school the youth finds at home no occasion to hear anything musically that would have a refining
influence. At restaurants, in vaudeville and popular music stores, he hears ragtime, and it is quite natural that this
becomes the foundation of musical conception for him. This is the sociological side of the case, but I am more
anxious to devote a few lines to the psychological explanation.
HOT BED OF RAGTIME
I found that a restaurant is the real hot bed of ragtime music, especially in New York, and that it is, at the
same time, the best place to observe the peculiar tastes of those who affect it. For several evenings I made tours of
New York entertainment places, where I had arranged with the managers or artists to have both ragtime numbers and
classic compositions played. The results were astonishing. The ragtime had twice as extensive an appeal as the other
compositions. However when, on two occasions, I explained the meaning of a Schubert number and on another
occasion that of a composer whose name I do not recall, the effect was electrifying, simply because the aesthetic
attention was focused upon something definite.
I found that ragtime is music meant for the tired and materially bored mind. It shows the same stirring
qualities as a sensational newspaper story does. It is essentially obvious, vulgar and yet strong, for the reason that it
ends usually fortissimo. Like a criminal novel, it is full of bands and explosions devised in order to shake up the
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overworked mind. Often there is a strain of affected sentimentality and what may be termed as the melo-dramatic
element. But I have found no genuine emotion in a ragtime composition.
To get the opinion of a regular ragtime artist, who told me that he had been playing this class of music for
the last five years, I asked him why the public liked it.
"IT PAYS"
"Ragtime is the real thing for America." he explained, "because it pays. And as long as money is the ideal of
the country ragtime will be its national music. The public likes it because it has plenty of noise and thrills. If I played
classics or serious 'stuff' by the modern, composers they would all go to sleep. Ragtime represents a clever way to
amuse the masses. The people don't like to listen and think at the same time, as they would have to if you played
serious music to them."
My further investigation of the matter revealed the fact that ragtime melodies are a natural product of a
cosmopolitan atmosphere in a country where races of the old world are melting into one-a nature reaction against
everything ethnographic. It has a slight tendency to an adventurous character, but in its conception it is rude and void
of art and thought. A product of rush and noise, it betrays the same qualities in its message. There is always action,
always hurry. Like an American short story, drama or news article, it is altogether artificial, and without life and soul.
It has no value in itself as a foundation of any future American music; but it gives at least one good suggestion, that
there may possibly be art in action and rush which idea has so far been absolutely absent from the art of the old
world.

1913 - MUSICAL PROGRESS - APRIL
THE RAGTIME MENACE - A Word of Warning Against the Present Day Ragtime Revelry and Sigh for the Good
Old Ballad Days.(by Charles H. Scoggins)
First you get a lady, Bo, go grab your kid:
Then you start to prancing like you're off your lid.
Do the honey shuffle, Babe, right on your toes,
Cuddle, cuddle next to me, everybody knows.
See that fiddle, fiddle man, he's havin' a fit.
Hear that red-faced trombone man, say, kid, he's it!
Wheel it! Reel it! Lordy can't you feel it?
Howl! Growl! Honey, don't you scowl (Bow-wow, wow.)
That's the Bull-Dog Rag.
Meaningless doggerel, a jumble of illiterate, senseless words set by some clever note juggler ... an air that
hypnotizes your better self and sets the devil in you to doing the cakewalk, ...and another twentieth century ragtime
success in being screeched, howled and howled into a jaded public's ears.
Someone has said "Let me write the song...and I care not who make their, .....," the man who said that never
had ... today rag-time contortions in mind nor understood the powerful influence that the ... of a people have on their
lives and morals.
The songs that are sung by wanderers from their motherland represent the loves, the joys and hopes of the
dwellers in their native land and these songs blend so well with their native characteristics that we know them by the
songs they sing.
Americans, too, are great travelers and wander over the face of the earth and sing of their native land. Did
you ever see or hear tell of a native American when homesick and far from his native land, singing "The Dippy Rag,"
"The Kangaroo Hop" or "The Ragtime Doughnut Man?" Oh, no! When a man is homesick his better nature is to the
fore and he thinks of sacred things. He thinks of home, of children, and of wife. Perhaps he is thinking of his mother
and tears roll down his checks in a hot stream as he softly hums "My Old Kentucky Home," or perhaps he is thinking
of his wife as he so feelingly whistles to himself "Silver Threads Among the Gold," or perchance he dreams as a
lover as he sing "My Rosary."
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There is no ragtime in that man now, he is in his right senses and if some one near him should be so
indiscreet as to start to whistling "The Honky Donky Rag" I very much fear that he would lack for applause from our
homesick wanderer.
I merely cite the foregoing in order to make the point that ragtime music never stirs any feelings in a man's
breast, but ragtime feelings. The words of this kind of songs, which of late years have occupied the place of honor on
the music counters, to the detriment of the love songs and ballads of other days, are debasing and nonsensical and
oftimes carries a double meaning cleverly hidden, that is degrading to the thousands of young girls and boys who
unthinkingly shout these lewd, suggestive words as they gracefully glide to the alluring strains of the music over the
waxed surface of the ballroom floor.
I do not mean to say that this class of rag-time songs is not popular, because you and I both know that it is. I
do not mean to say that there is no money in this class of songs for the writer and the publisher, because everyone
knows that a ragtime "hit" is a profitable production for both the author and the publisher. But I ask you to fancy
your daughter, the idol of your dreams, exhaling the very essence of girlish innocence, swaying in abandon over the
floor of a ballroom encased in the arms of an undeveloped youth who suggestively contorts his thin shoulders as he
breathes these words into your daughter's ear:
Snuggle closer, Pigeon Face,
To cuddle up is no disgrace.
Honey, honey, ain't this heaven?
Make each minute seem like seven.
Hug me tight, my brain is reeling:
Lordy, Lordy, what a feeling,
Honey, I'm your slave, I just can't behave
While we're doin' the monkey glide.
Overdrawn, you say; not at all. Thousands of ballrooms are echoing to words that are even worse. No one
can calmly analyze one of the present day ragtime successes without feeling a blush of shame creep over him.
The modern music publishers laugh and wink as their busy presses click off the thousands of copies of the
latest hit. They like to handle ragtime songs because they are less trouble and expense to popularize, the air is
generally one that sticks on the first singing. It is quickly taken up by the muck and riff-raff of society, and is
whistled, squawked and bawled into a weary public's ears; in a week's time it is a back number and no one can listen
to it without a shudder.
This state of affairs does not hold good with one of the old style songs of home-ballads we used to call
them. The lyrics of these former day successes were always written with the object of touching the heart strings, and
the air always blended with the words. It took longer to popularize one of these songs, but they sold steadily for years
after.
The writer has in mind his first effort of the ballad class, for a year it wavered between success and
oblivion, they a lucky incident happened that started it on its way with a whoop. It sold into the hundreds of
thousands of copies in a year's time-that was twelve years ago. Passing by a local music store a few weeks ago I
noted a window full of my old ballad on display. I stepped inside and asked the salesman if he was trying to get rid
of some of his old stock. He was surprised at my question. "Oh, no," he assured me, "that song sells as good now as
it ever did," and every six-day ragtime hit on that man's music shelves turned fairly green with envy.
So I say that the publishers are making a mistake who exploit nothing but such miserable excuses for songs.
The vicious-minded, the unthinking riff-raff, make more noise in their musical choice than the lovers of ballads and
home songs, but the quiet, home-loving millions are not swayed by the discordant barking of these ragtime
degenerates, but are quietly buying the old songs, the love songs of other days.
No ragtime song, no matter how popular it becomes, ever lives in the public mind (it never reaches the
heart), more than a few months, but songs of worth, heart songs like "Ben Bolt," "My Rosary" and "Oh, Promise
Me," are reprinted and again become popular after long years of apparent forgetfulness, and the writers of ragtime in
their effort to trade on the hold that these old airs have on the public, have been going so far as to set the most sacred
of our old-time songs to ragtime gyrations.
It almost seems that you can't kill a good ballad, and we have to-day a most striking example of this truth in
"Silver Threads Among the Gold," published for the first time about 1880. This song enjoyed a good, steady sale for
a number of years and then publisher of to-day realized that this song was ready to be born again. He took the chance
and yielded its place to other songs equally as good. Just two or three years ago a big song probably sold half a
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million copies of a song which many would have said was dead twenty years ago. But go over in your mind the titles
of some of the most popular ragtime songs of to-day and see if you think that thirty years from now our children will
be playing and enjoying these same songs.
Nearly twenty years ago an impecunious space writer on a Denver daily in an idle moment sat at his desk
and penned a couple of verses to his absent sweetheart. The verses caught the Editor's fancy and he ran them in that
evening's issue of his paper. The paper was picked up and read by a minstrel in a distant city. The verses attracted his
attention and he corresponded with the author and asked the privilege of setting the verses to music. The permission
was given and the great love-ballad hit, "Sweet Marie" was the result. The minstrel's name was Ray Moore. Moore,
the writer of the verses was Cy Warman. Mr. Moore was possessed of a beautiful voice and inspired by the sweet
words of the poem, he wrote such a musical setting to them that they both reaped more in royalties from the sale of
the song than either one had ever dreamed of possessing before. That song is twenty years old now, but still sounds
as sweet to me as it ever did.
Compare its sentiment to one of the rag-time nightmares of the present day:
SWEET MARIE
There's a secret in my heart, Sweet Marie,
A tale I would impart, Love to thee;
Every daisy in the dell knows my secret, knows it well,
And yet I dare not tell Sweet Marie.
When I hold your hand in mine Sweet Marie,
A feeling most divine comes to me,
E'en the stars that deck the sky
Seem to stop and wonder why
They're no brighter than your eye, Sweet Marie.
.
The inspiration for almost all of the rag-time successes on the market comes from sources that never attempt
to elevate the mind, they invariably appeal to the passions. The home songs, the love songs and the winning march
songs always tend to uplift the listener and often times leave a powerful impression for good. The inspiration for the
better grades of ballads spring from any incident that has a touch of human nature or human sympathy in it.
The writer can recall very vividly how he, while making his daily rounds as a letter carrier happened to
glance at the head lines of an article in a newspaper on his arm. The article arrested his attention and he paused to
read it thorough. The story was pathetic. It told of the death of an old mountaineer far up in the wildest portion of the
Rocky Mountains. He had come to his wild mountain home many years ago with his young bride, who soon sickened
and died and had been buried on the mountain side near his cabin. The husband refused to leave and maintained his
lonely vigil until death relieved him.
The incident suggested a song and the natural title "Where the Silvery Colorado Winds its way," came
without effort. The words to the refrain almost wrote themselves;
"There's a sob on every breeze
And a sigh comes from the trees
The meadow larks now croon a sadder lay,
For the sunlight plays no more
'Round my cheerless cabin door
Where the silvery Colorado wends its way.
The song, after patient and persistent efforts, made an international hit and is to-day the State song of
Colorado. A handsome two-story brick and stone residence stands in the author's name today proof that the public
always loves and always buys a song that touches the heart.
here is money still to be made by writing songs and the public cares not the least whose name is signed to
the song so long as it hits the spot. Not everyone can turn the trick, but patience and persistence go a long ways in
helping new recruits in this most fascinating field. In my mind's eye I can see a fireside-the flickering light from the
blazing logs within casts an almost sacred spell over the old man and wife who sit silently watching the shadows
come and Go. I look closer and recognize the snowy-haired old man the author of many of the most popular ragtime

- 195 -

songs of near half a century ago. Even he has forgotten the names of them. The old man leans closer and touches his
wife's head. "Sing for me my lady" his voice is soft and pleading.

1913 - THE CADENZA - SEPT.
SOMETHING ABOUT RAGTIME - By Myron A. Bickford - "RAGTIME," like the term "mandolin duo,"
has become a most comprehensive word in recent years, and, at least with a certain class of musicians who should
know better, it means pretty nearly anything and everything not included under the head of serious or classical music.
If the rhythmic element predominates or is at all prominent, it is "ragtime," no matter whether a single
instance of syncopation occurs in the music or not. This, as well as the stigma attached to all syncopated and
"popular" music in the eyes of many musicians, is to be deplored, for it puts matters in a false position. Light, and socalled "popular" music, has its place in the musical life of a people, and in this American nation of ours, the place it
occupies is a very important one. For musicians who have made a deep study of the subject in its higher phases, and
who find their enjoyment solely in music which appeals to the intellect and higher emotions, to decry everything that
appeals to the senses and which can therefore be understood, appreciated and enjoyed by the great mass of people
who have not made a deep study of the language of music, is foolish and senseless-to say the least.
Today there are probably a hundred persons who know something about music-to the extent of singing,
playing some instrument or operating a player-piano or phonograph, to every one of twenty years ago. And what has
brought about this musical growth? What single factor is most responsible for this condition?
Beyond all doubt it is due to the extreme popularity of the "ragtime," light and "popular" melodies that have
had such a vogue during the last decade. It is not the writer's purpose to champion all the light and trashy music that
has been, and is being put upon the market every day, for much of it does not even deserve a first reading. But it is
his wish to protest against the almost wholesale condemnation of everything not bearing the stamp of so-called
legitimacy; for light music certainly serves a purpose when it gives pleasure to a multitude of people.
The writer, for one, is in favor of restricting the word ragtime to its original definition, as meaning that time
or rhythm in which the dominating and characteristic feature is syncopation.
Syncopation is almost as old as musical composition, and was frequently used by Bach, Mozart, Beethoven,
Schubert and many other great composers. It appears in their compositions, however, only to produce certain
occasional effects, never as a feature. It was reserved for America and the enlightened twentieth century to give it
predominant importance! In commenting on this subject some fifteen years ago, the Chicago Inter-Ocean said:
"Ragtime is not new-it was written by southern musicians, and whistled, sung and danced by the Southern Negro fifty
years ago. In what shape the jerky, peculiar rhythm called 'ragtime' first appeared in this country is not known, but
from the testimony of musical experts it was a wildly savage affair until harmonized and made melodious by French
and Spanish-Creole influences."
Probably the first published composition in which syncopation was the characteristic feature was, "The
Pasquinade," by Louis Moreau Gottschalk, the famous American pianist who lived in New Orleans. This was written
in the early fifties, and was such a novelty and of such high musical value, that it was extensively used by concert
pianists, and is seen on programs even at the present day.
The term "ragtime" (probably a contraction of ragged time) was not coined until about twenty years ago, but
it has had a very active existence since that time, and shows no immediate signs of being obliterated. "The Mobile
Buck," a peculiar "stop time" Negro dance, popular about two generations ago, was one of the first numbers of this
character to become the rage, and in its wake came "The Darkey's Dream" (still well liked) which contains
considerable syncopation, though it is not strictly a ragtime composition. Soon after this Kerry Mills' "Rastus on
Parade," "Georgia Camp Meeting" and "Whistling Rufus" swept the country (England as well) and American
ragtime was thoroughly and irrevocably launched.
These compositions had no sooner been placed upon the market than other composers and publishers,
realizing the demand for this sort of music, forthwith undertook to meet and nurture it. To attempt to chronicle the
compositions that have made ragtime history would be an interminable and all but impossible task. They seem to
have been hurled at the public at the rate of several a day ever since.

1914 - CHICAGO DEFENDER - MARCH 7
Constantly evidences are being brought to light showing the brilliancy and ability of some worthy AfroAmerican. The musical intelligence of Mr. James Reese Europe is not new to music lovers. He has not only
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composed a number of very fine songs and directed the orchestra of one of the biggest road shows, but organized and
directed the leading orchestra in New York City. His work became no effective that the real musicians of Gotham
had to give him favorable recognition. Mr. Europe's orchestra soon found its way into the best society in New York
City and vicinity.
Music For the Wealthy.
It has played social affairs in the wealthy homes and functions at the Tuxedo Club, Hotel Baltimore, Plaza,
Sherry's, Delmonico's, the Astor and others. Wealthy society leaders in New York never think their functions are
complete without Europe's orchestra playing. For tangos, maxixe and turkey trot music this orchestra leads all New
York.
Praised by Press.
The rhythm that is sustained throughout every number, the unique instrumentation, which consists of
banjos, mandolins, clarinet, cornet, traps and drums, makes a class of music that has set the society and wealthy
people wild. So powerful has become his influence that the Sunday Press says, "Europe is the Paderewski of
syncopation." Mr. David Mannes, a musical critic, says: "Europe has created a new sound n the orchestra world."
Engaged for Records
In order that the world should be given an opportunity to hear this wonderful orchestra, the New Victor
Record Company has engaged Mr. Europe and his orchestra to make dance records. Among the series are "Too
Much Mustard." "Turkey Trot," "Down Home Rag," "Irresistible," "Tango Argentine," and "Amapa," Maxixe
Brazilian. Bert Williams and the Fisk Jubilee Singers have been the chief entertainers for the Victor Record
Company but now another star has been added to the list, Mr. Jesse Reese Europe. Such a recognition proves
conclusively that for talent and ability members of the Afro-American race stand as high as any other race.
Syncopated music has New York crazy and it is Europe's society orchestra that has won an unparalleled place in the
hearts of New York's dancers. As ex-Governor Deneed said: "The race is making good along all lines."

1914 - MUSIC COURIER - AUG. 12
CADMAN ON 'RAGTIME' - To the Musical Courier: - Some weeks ago you brought forward a very
interesting curiosity in that example of "ragtime" pulled from Frederick Kell's collection of "Elizabethan Love
Songs."
The example may well keep company with its sisters and brothers in syncopated rhythm (otherwise
ragtime), since you, classic MUSICAL COURIER, use this term yourself, as, for instance, those of Oriental, early
Occidental, traditional Celtic, primitive African, and primitive American-otherwise Indian.
How can a student of comparative folksong be blind to the fact that the "soil-element"-for want of a better
term dominates true folk melodies, incidentally giving birth to a coordinating syncopation? There are, of course,
exceptions and I shall include in this category the old French, German and Italian folksongs, with a few English
examples thrown in; but I speak of those infant forms of folksong, those of a more primitive contour-with regard to
my contention of related "soul element" and syncopation. An examination of hundreds of American Indian songs of
various tribal origin and comparison with Hindu, Chinese, Moorish, Australian, early English and Celtic,
Scandinavian, and Slavic songs gives rise to a conviction that the underlying principle of human musical expression,
regardless of age or evolution, is subjectively the same.
It is the objective form which alters, and that aided by intellect and human ingenuity. One may find the soul
of music in these exotics of musical expression, as he may find it in the more evolved forms culminating with the
modern school, although we regret many of the moderns have lost sight of this vitalizing principle.
Did you ever stop to think that "soul" and "soil," though etymologically at variance, are singularly,
philosophically, related? The most vital music, the music which has come down through the past three centuries, and
which is accorded a place of honor, is tinged with a simple folk element, and this in turn by syncopation or almost
syncopation. The present Broadway ragtime is dangerously near to corroborating my contention, although highbrow
brethren will scoff at this.
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Please remember that underneath all the inanity, the asininity of most of the Broadway output the elemental
emotional appeal, is found the germ of a national expression. It may be quite embryonic, quite crude, quite primitive,
but it is obviously pregnant and needs but intelligent guidance to lead it to fruition and development.
So far as the writer is concerned, the study of aboriginal songs has brought with it the firm conviction that
syncopation is a dominant and therefore dynamic concomitant in the development of a healthy national music. This
does not in any way mean that in order to have an unmistakable. American music it is necessary to insert literally
Indian. Negro Creole or idealized ragtime tunes, nor is it necessary to have syncopated rhythms in every single
composition turned out. Such a procedure would be absurd; it would make us a laughing stock. There are many
ways, many forms of employing these dynamics and it remains for future composers to find them.
I am not sufficiently bold, sufficiently credit to compound a recipe for the use of my brother composers, so
that all we can hope to do is to work out the problem each in our own way.
The question of ethnological relationship is not argued for or against. What is implied is that the beginnings
of a healthy, red-corpuscle American music may be achieved by employing certain idealized and dignified forms of
syncopation, coupled with a proper sense of balance and sanity in the creation of such music. The restless energy and
indomitable will of America is somehow symbolized in terms of an intelligent syncopation, and this statement is not
made in any jingoistic spirit either.
Such a musical form will of course, be merely the inception and not the solution. A few American
composers have consciously or unconsciously cast certain large orchestral and chamber works in this pattern and
have achieved a relative success. Why not experiment still further?
With anticipation of your own views of this question which seem pertinent at this time, I am, Sincerely
yours, Charles Wakefield Cadman.

1914 - THE MUSICAL OBSERVER - SEPT.
RAGTIME - A pernicious Evil and Enemy of True Art. - by Leo Oehmler - Ragtime music is chiefly a
matter of rhythm and not much a matter of melody or fine harmony
It is based almost exclusively upon syncopated time. Elson's Music Dictionary defines Syncope as follows:
"An unequal division of the time, or notes; irregular accent; binding the last note of one bar to the first note of the
next; accented notes occurring on the unaccented part of a bar."
"Syncopation is an artificial accent, an interruption of the natural pulsation of the music."
"It can be produced by giving an accent where none is expected, by taking away the accent from a point
where it is expected, or by both methods combined."
"The natural rhythm must be restored after the syncopation has been used for a short time, otherwise the ear
will accept the artificial accent as a natural one and the effect of syncopation be lost. Syncopations in
accompaniments must be strong to be effective."
Now, this manner of note contraction, by cutting off part of the value of one note and giving it to the
following note, thereby creating a restless pulse beat is probably as old as the art of music itself and has been used by
great composers in all ages. But their genius determined to a nicety just how and when to use it to produce certain
desirable emotional or dramatic effects.
In the hands of a superior composer who is a master of all the devices of composition, melodic, harmonic,
contrapuntal and architectural design in general, syncopated rhythm becomes an unlimited resource for surprising
and delightful effects, especially in the domains of operatic and orchestral music.
But in the hands of the average ragtime composer it becomes merely a vehicle for the exploitation of the
rhythm itself, often with frantic attempts to intensify its peculiarities by eccentric perversions of melody and
harmony.
By these popular exploiters of the rhythm, a noble melody, beautiful harmony, interesting ideas and clever
transformations of themes are usually absent factors.
The composer of ragtime music is only too frequently an illiterate musician, a devotee of the dance hall or
cabaret and be it candidly stated, his inspiration does not come from above as a Heaven-sent message, but only too
often is born of fire borrowed from a flask or the inspiration of a rendezvous in the underworld.
The genuine composer cherishing high and artistic ideals desires to enrich art by worthy efforts, wherein the
good, true and beautiful are the supreme factors. His desire is to benefit and uplift humanity to a higher mental plane
and to gain, more or less, the approval of the elect in Art and of the race.
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But the ragtime producers' exclusive motive for composing is to make money fast and with a reckless
abandon he even violates the grammar and syntax of the art. His slogan is "perversion!"
He often tramples on natural melodic phrases; frequently violates the rules controlling the natural setting
and blending together of chords. He delights to pass from one key to a very remote one without due preparation and
usually with the use of chords unsuited to such a procedure, thereby frequently offending the fundamental principles
of harmony.
Frequently, he also tampers with architectural outlines, obscuring, through a meaningless hail-storm of
notes, the feeble melody he was endeavoring to usher into life.
All the cherished traditions of Art suffer at his hands and melodic beauty and harmonic sound are stifled
into oblivion by the baneful and restless pulsations of syncopated notes, quivering with a diseased life, the hectic
flush of modern degeneracy encompassed in veritable whirlwinds of senseless notes appropriately termed "Ragtime."
Now, right here some reader may interpolate the query, "Where did the term 'Ragtime' originate?" It
originated in the South at a darkey dance! Some dance musicians had played a certain dance wherein considerable
syncopated rhythm occurred.
One of the dusky dancers stepped up to the first fiddler and asked him to repeat the dance.
"Which one?" inquired the first fiddler.
"Oh, the one that had a sort of ragged time to it, a sort of ragtime piece!"
This reply made the musicians laugh and thereafter they always referred to that particular dance as "The
Ragtime Number."
Every time they rendered it at one of their "engagements" it seemed to exercise a sort of hypnotic spell over
the dusky dancers, who seemed to get excited when dancing to its restless pulsations.
But as yet no genuine ragtime opus was set afloat on the musical sea, to endanger, like a pirate craft, the
safety of the regular steamers, the classic and semi-classic productions, the salon and folk song creations, sailing
serenely on the great ocean of sound.
Mr. Kerry Mills of New York was probably the first person to launch a ragtime piece on the musical
market, no doubt innocent as a lamb at the time he set afloat his "Georgia Camp Meeting," that the syncopate fever
would follow in the wake of this famous opus.
The writer once read the following anecdote, as to how Mills came to write the "Georgia Camp Meeting."
Mills was a teacher in New York and also played at dances and receptions. Harassed with tone-deaf or
careless pupils, as are many of our music teachers (including the writer), Mills one day announced to his suffering
fellow dance musicians, "That he intended to do something desperate to extricate himself out of poverty and
unsatisfactory musical environments." He did do something desperate! He wrote the "Georgia Camp Meeting,"
which, however, in all justice to art and to Mills, is a clever little composition and far more meritorious than many of
the popular dances of to-day, and Mills could not have had the remotest idea then, what a syncope conflagration his
original little composition would ignite.
But, as the article informed us, Mills' desperation did not end in writing the "Georgia Camp Meeting."
He published it himself and vended it, leaving copies at various music stores in the big metropolis.
At first the sales were insignificant and the fortune Mills expected to "roll in" was not forthcoming.
So he, we were told, resorted to a clever ruse! He rigged himself out in a swell suit of clothes, new patent
leather shoes, silk hat, fancy cane and other accessories, so that he looked as though he had just shelled out of a
band-box. Then he visited each music dealer and each vender of sheet music looked Kerry over, dumb-struck at his
elegant and prosperous appearance.
They would intimate, "That business must be good!"
"Yes!" Kerry would reply, "that Georgia Camp Meeting of mine is going like wild-fire."
"Is that so," the dealer would reply, "why, we are not having much of a demand for it."
Then Kerry would get excited and declare, "that Mr. So and So" (naming some dealer many miles away in
another part of huge New York) "was selling cart-loads of it" and that he, the dealer, should follow suit and fill his
window and show cases with "Georgia Camp Meeting" and to talk it up to every customer that drops in.
And so Mills got the dealers interested in his once famous opus and shortly thereafter, the jolly tune had
captured the world.
We were also told that Mills netted a snug fortune from its sales.
Be this story true or not, the fact remains, that after the advent of the "Georgia Camp Meeting," ragtime
dances began to multiply, so that now this jingling rhythm has become a veritable pest and there are as yet no signs
of any abatement of the evil.
There are both physiological and psychological reasons for the popularity of the nuisance!
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Ragtime or syncopated rhythm excites the nerves! Being chiefly rhythm and not much more, it appeals
primarily to the feet, as it cannot make any high emotional or intellectual appeal, because destitute of both.
Then again, the majority of people who lack taste and understanding for music prefer lively rhythm, because
the mob lacks brains and ragtime effectually annuls, or put to sleep, what little thinking power operates in the mob.
But its greatest destructive power lies in its power to lower the moral standards and to injure the nervous
system.
Its demoralizing power is of course greatest when its restless rhythm is coupled to immoral or suggestive
words, for it has been discovered, that many ragtime songs as well as dances received their inspiration in the brothel,
where young sports (often unaware of the evils they are conjuring up for the world), would go, with a musical chap
amongst them, who, urged to play, may often begin to improvise some crazy ragtime rhythm, which later on, is
tossed upon the musical market to corrupt the minds of the young.
Music dealers sell a great deal of this stuff to the "Demimonde," to uneducated and loose-moral young girls
and young fellows, and in general, to people who lack artistic taste and education, and whose ideas on moral
questions are not high.
Ragtime may be aptly termed "diseased music" or "Music for Paranoids," for its tendency is to befuddle the
mind and to excite the nervous system and lower the moral conceptions.
Clear thinking can not be indulged in while one is playing it, as perversion of healthy musical factors
exclude sane and healthy thought.
The word syncopation is derived from "Syncope," a medical term, meaning, "a heart beating unevenly
through excessive agitation, or diseased in some way."
No doubt, you have all experienced great uneasiness and agitation, even a strong feeling of impending
diasaster at times, when the heart-action has been unduly disturbed!
As the heart-beat is to the human organism, so is rhythm related to music.
Both constitute the pulsation of an organisum, imparting either healthy or unhealthy life, according to the
steadiness or unsteadiness of the pulse-beat.
A person once inoculated with the ragtime-fever is like one addicted to strong drink! Both desire again and
again the unhealthy and un-natural stimulation which goes violently for the nerves.
We can gauge the general culture of an individual or a family, just as readily by the kind of musical
literature strewn over a piano as by the kind of books sstrewn over the library table!
Whenever we enter a home, no matter how humble or how luxurious that home, if we see ragtime music
plentifully in evidence, we know at once that the general culture in that home is of a low order.
As well have the Police Gazette, Standard, Sporting News, old sleuth, the detective stories, and similar
literature on your tables, as have ragtime music on your pianos.
Our Police authorities have informed us, that in the dens of vice and in the vilest of the cabarets, ragtime
music, sporting papers and salacious novels are always found
"As a man thinketh in his heart so is he!"
The lover of ragtime proclaims to his fellowmen, "that he thinketh evil in his heart."
Such underworld productions as "The Dippy Rag,' "Bunny Hub," "Devil's Ball," "Grizzly Bear," "Baboon
Baby Dance," with title pages picturing contortioned, partly clothed dancers in attitudes suggesting inebriated
Hottentots, are out of place in respectable homes.
What mental uplife, too, can be secured from word such as:
"A want to be way down in Dixie,
Where the hens are dog-gone glad to lay,
Scrambled egges in the new-mown hay."
Or,
"Do the honey shuffle Babe, right on your toes,
Cuddle, cuddle next to me, everybody knows,
See that fiddle, fiddle man He's havin' a fit!
Hear that red-faced trombone man! Say, kid, he's it!
Wheel it! Reel it! Lordy, can't you feel it?
Bow! Wow!
That's the Bull Dog Rag."
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Let us all take a united stand against the Ragtime Evil as we would against bad literature, the horrors of war
or intemperance and other socially destructive evils.
In Christian homes, where purity of morals are stressed, ragtime should find no resting place.
Avaunt with ragtime rot! Let us purge America and the Divine Art of Music from this polluting nuisance.

1915 - THE CADENZA - MARCH
RAGTIME PIANO PLAYING - by Edward R. Winn. INTRODUCTION - It is assumed that the pupil is
able to read and play compositions of average difficulty for, as the heading implies, this course is not for the
beginner in piano playing.
Aside from the tectonic required, ragtime presents two unusual problems to the pianist; namely, the ability
to harmonize off-hand or enlarge upon and make additions to the harmony given, and then to syncopate (rag) the
tones thus produced. To play a composition as arranged and written for piano is one thing; to convert a melody and
accompaniment into effective ragtime is quite another.
To the natural pianist, who now is able to play popular music with "straight"-or, as it is sometimes called,
"swing" bass-and full harmony (chords) in the treble, this course will prove to him what he already instinctively
knows, and will enable him to readily impart his special knowledge to others.
To the student of harmony, who has become discouraged and possibly disgusted with the mass of rules
involved, this course will prove a revelation, and enable him to perform automatically what he never has been able to
accomplish spontaneously by means of the theoretical knowledge possessed.
It must be borne in mind that ragtime is decidedly a "free" style of music, and that no pianist can be
expected to play ragtime until able to play strongly accented "straight" time. To play straight time requires the
employment of a substitution for strict note reading that will classify the chords off-hand, so as to avoid scattered or
difficult forms and to produce full harmony where a "thin" or incomplete chord is given in the notation of the sheet
music. This feature of the course, known as "Bass for Piano," will come to students as something distinctly new to
them, as it will lay a firm and sure foundation in practical keyboard harmony, based upon the principle of classifying
all combinations of tones as one of three chords-known in theoretical harmony as tonic, sub-dominant and dominant
seventh-by consulting the notation as given in the sheet music.
WORKING IN THE ORCHESTRA PITS.
As an example of carrying a theme through a picture, and by counterpoint and counter melody "fitting the
music to the picture," we are appending a letter from a young lady, Alice S. Burton, who evidently has the courage of
her conviction. She writes from Honolulu, Hawaii, to the Motion Picture World, and we wish there were more
pianists whose ideas coincided with her views: After selecting her theme and designating her method of deviating
from it by the term "dramatic composition," she continues: I mean by dramatic composition to depart entirely from
the original theme, and composer or improvise melody to fit the action of the characters in the picture. Use in this
case either melodramatic agitato, or running of horses, etc., modulating your melodies to blend like a transcription
ending with your original theme, and making a complete musical setting for a picture. Do you think this can be done?
I don't believe in using different melodies, viz., six or eight measures of "Indian Summer" then another part measure
of some andante movement, for the reason that few melodies blend, even when modulated from one key to the other.
They don't blend with your original theme, because the "character" is not there. Character music must be descriptive.
In regard to changing tempos, if the music were written 6-8 you change to 2-4. I think in this case, if you change the
tempo, the same tempo or movement should be observed all through, improvising to fit as above stated. I find very
often a waltz changed to 2-4 time makes a music setting for a picture; for example, "Vision of Salome" changed to 24, Spanish movement, fits a "Spanish Dramatic Picture." A person must in this case understand music to change the
tempos correctly. Often runs, trills and chords have to be introduced to make the music and harmony complete.
However, in changing the music in this way, simply make a rearrangement of the theme itself, executed at sight.
There are few pianists who have the "knack of playing for the pictures," as you term it. Some can play vaudeville,
others make good accompanists. But I think the picture pianists are in a world of their own for this reason: A good
picture pianist must have dramatic talent and also be able to interpret character. In music one must have technique as
well as expression to interpret properly the scenes as they appear on the screen. I mean by interpreting character, to
let the music talk, as it were. For example, a Scotch dramatic picture requires a Scotch melody, not a Scotch dance.
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Sailor scenes, something in 6-8 time with a hornpipe swing. For simple stories as told to children, ofttimes I use
songs from McDowell to the finish of the story, and so on. For Oriental high-class pictures I use such pieces as the
"Chinese Serenade," by H. Filiege; "Hannako" and similar sketches. For Mohammed and Egyptian pictures I use
such pieces as "Marche des Gilbaros," by Gottschalk. It would depend on the picture where I would start to play this
march. The "Rakoczy Marche," by Liszt, is another good one. For war pictures I use Sousa's "Marche Ludeos," E. T.
Paul's marches or "Fraternity."........etc. Letter from Salt Lake City, Utah. "When you're lonesome, play ragtime."
"When you're blue, play ragtime. "When your temper gets away, play ragtime." "If your head aches, play ragtime."
"If you don't play it, sing it, but whether you sing or play, let it be always ragtime." "Give me ragtime every day. I
love it, and don't you forget it, so do the very ones who declare it below their standard of musical entertainment."
(Maxims of Rae Samuels, appearing recently at the Orpheum Theatre.) John Philip Sousa appeared here recently and
reasserted his right to the title of "March King." All the numbers played, from the happy syncopated rag to the most
sympathetic melodies, demonstrated his art.(excerpt)
THE DANCE PIANIST by Basil Sadler. The most important man in a dance orchestra is the pianist, for a
good one can hold up the whole orchestra, regardless of its size. Good pianists who know "the tricks of the trade" are
therefore in great demand.
To know these tricks the pianist has only to pay a little attention to things that are going on about him. For
instance, the pianist who plays for pictures and vaudeville must he wide-awake and up to the minute; he must watch
the pictures or the performer and play "with them" rather than against them. This is something that is often
overlooked by the average dance pianist, who generally plays the music as he sees it, and lets the dancers follow him,
instead of his following the dancers. A good performer should always keep an eye upon the people on the floor and
get the swing from them.
This incident recently occurred in a new dance hall on the opening night: The manager with all good
intentions engaged a four-piece orchestra, one of the best that could be found. The men were fine "concert artists,"
but for dancing "they were no good," as someone present remarked. As a result the dancers began leaving the hall at
10 o'clock. The outcome was that a colored orchestra was engaged immediately to replace the "concert artists," and
they are still holding the engagement. Why? Because the rhythm of the colored orchestra was perfect, and pure
rhythm is the backbone of the dance.
Now the pianist who "plays alone" for dances must watch all these little details, especially in class
work,....must follow...instructor at all times, and play according to the teacher's counting and step. What he plays
makes no difference, it's the way he plays it that counts. On a wager, recently, I proved that I could get just as much
applause from "The Shade of the Old Apple Tree" and Sweet Rosie O'Grady" for a waltz as I did from "Millicent."
The dancers were concerned in the even time more than the number I was playing.
I know an ear player who demands a big price, and yet he does not know one note from another. He still
plays "The Horse Trot" and "Apple Blossom Time in Normandy" for the dances, but people overlook that, for they
say, "He keeps such perfect time." Now isn't that enough, pianists, to convince you of what you must do if you would
play for dances?
At a recent meeting of dancing masters, a very prominent New York teacher said, "I would not employ a
pianist who could not watch me continuously while I am teaching. I don't want a man whom I must ask to play each
step as I teach it. I want him to strike the piano as I count without having to be told."

1915 - THE CHICAGO DEFENDER - MAY 1
WILLIAM MARION COOK - by Cary B. Lewis - Will Marion Cook, the greatest champion of the race in
folklore songs, was in the city last week and stopped at the Wabash Y. M.. C. A. This noted genius was to have
appeared at the "All Colored Concert" at Orchestra Hall but owing to a physical breakdown had to return to his
mother at Washington, D. C., the city of his birth. For a number of years Mr. Cook has lived in New York City and
here he has labored in the musical world. His songs, for the most part racial, have been sung up and down Broadway
with wonderful success. He has put more talented members of the race on the road than any of our musicians,
namely; Holland Hayes, Abbie Mitchell, Harry Burleigh, Melville Chalton, and others of this character. Mr. Cook's
forte is chorus directing. It is in this particular that made him famous by directing the world renowned Williams and
Walker Company. His genius, however, is known for his folklore compositions. Musical critics here and abroad
claim that Mr. Cook has out classed all other composers of this character. Some of his biggest songs are
"Springtime," "My Lady," "Love's Lane," "My Love is in de sky 'Mid de Moon," "Exhortation," "Rain Song,"
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"Swing Along, " "My Lady's Lips." These are the numbers that stamped his individuality and ranked him as the
champion of racial composers. A score of his compositions are among the incidental music in the shows of the race
that have appeared in the past twenty-five years. All the great singers of the race that have become successful used
compositions from Will Marion Cook. His success as a director and composer of both the orchestra and the chorus
and in developing of talented individuals is widely know both in this country and abroad. Chicagoans greatly
regretted to learn of his serious illness last Thursday and hope he will be able soon to be at his desk to carry on the
work which he has so nobly and ably begun. Speaking of "Afro-American music and musicians," he said:
The Beginning - 1619-1850
The songs of sorrow, of joy, of humor, and of sentiment, were the natural growth of a race, musically inclined, in
Africa, and whose melodious outpourings were intensified by the conditions of slavery. 1850-1865 - Minstrel songs
full of character, but less lofty of sentiment, and less true of real Negro aspiration and inspiration. (See songs of Jim
Bland and others.) 1870 - Advent of jubilee singers-an artistic triumph. 1875-1888 - No further development in
Negro music. Cause: The Afro-American had been so thoroughly taught by the white man that his color, condition
and accomplishment were inferior, that the younger generation at once threw aside all tradition. Any reference to the
past became a disgrace. Except in a few schools of the South, to sing jubilee melodies to an Afro-American audience
would be an insult, and would lead to the dismissal of teacher urging them. The Moody and Sankey hymns were used
exclusively in our churches and schools-the glorious old slave hymns and spirituals frowned upon as "reminding us
of a past full of shame and misery." (This is quoted from the protest of a prominent music teacher twenty years ago
in the city of Washington.) Talented Negroes sought in their musical study to eradicate all traces of that individual
character that had attracted the attention of the world. Result, milk and water imitations of inferior white musicians.
Beginning of Ragtime
About 1888. The starting and quick growth of so-called "ragtime." As far back as 1875, Negroes in the questionable
resorts along the Mississippi had commenced to evolve this musical figure, but at the World's Fair, Chicago,
"ragtime" got a running start, swept the Americas, then Europe, and today the craze has not diminished. Cause of
Success: The public was tired of the sing song, same, monotonous, mother, sister, father, sentimental, songs. Ragtime
offered unique rhythms, curious groupings of words, and melodies that gave the zest of unexpectedness. Many
Negroes, Irving Jones, Will Accoe, Bob Cole, Johnson Brothers, Gussie L. Davis, Sid Perrin, Ernest Hogan,
Williams and Walker and others wrote some of the most celebrated rag songs of the day. In other instances white
actors and song writers would hear in St. Louis such melodies as "New Bully," "Hot Time," etc., would change the
words (often unprintable) and publish them as their own creations. At this time came Dvorak. He saw that from this
people, even though their material had been debased, must come a great school of music-not necessarily national-but
rather new and characteristic. The renaissance in Negro music. A few earnest Negro music students felt as did
Dvorak. They studied the man-so broad, genial, and human-carefully and thoroughly.
Harry Burleigh's work. Some Negroes of real musical accomplishment: Harry T. Burleigh, a pupil of
Dvorak, is baritone soloist at St. George's Church, New York City,....George W. Walker, the late lamented partner of
Bert Williams. His has been the greatest influence in the development of modern Negro music. At 28 he could not
read a note and could hardly write his name, yet day and night he talked Negro music to his people, urged and
compelled his writers to give something characteristic. Each year he wanted bigger, better things. He engaged the
best Negro voices in the United States, and their success in ensemble singing was a great in London, Paris and Berlin
as in New York, Boston and Chicago. (See criticisms of "In Dahomay," "Bandanna Lond," "Abyssinia") Dvorak
would have been proud to have known such a man. In all reverence -Dvorak George Walker. They had high ideals
and they showed the way. Perhaps in a vast hereafter these two men may meet. The rough, uncouth, but genial
Bohemian master; the uneducated but highly polished, ebony-hued African, with the gleaming ivory mouth. Do you
doubt that with one impulse their hands will join, and the mastiff smile of the Bohemian will match the lazy grin of
the American "Zulu" as they both whisper one word: "brother."
Race Music In America
Today. Developed Negro music has just begun in America. The Afro-American is finding himself. He has thrown
aside puerile imitation of the white man. He has learned that a thorough study of the masters gives the knowledge of
what is good and how to create. From the Russian, he has learned to get his inspiration from within; that his
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inexhaustible wealth of folklore legends and songs furnish him with material for compositions that will establish a
great school of music and enrich musical literature. The Menace. The Afro-American wants results quickly. He does
not believe in making haste slowly. He quickly turns to false white and colored friends, who wish to exploit him for
ulterior motives. The political "carpet bagger" of '68 and '72 has his prototype in the musical "carpet bagger" of
1915. Dvorak, Safonoff, Hirsh and other great European directors and composers; De Bachman, D'Albert,
Paderewski, as well as many great singers, have told of the coming glory of the Negro musician. It is becoming a fad.
In some of the large cities of the country, New York in particular, well meaning but ill advised white people are
gathering together large choruses of poorly trained singers, without education either musical or general, and, in
conjunction with unschooled instrumentalists, are giving widely advertised concerts, claiming to represent the
accomplishment of an entire race. They promise much-fulfill little. Let them rather show what their particular school
is doing and, with success or failure, no harm is done. There is still an element of doubt in the mind of the cultured
American. He says: "We concede the Negro's talent for music; we doubt his capacity for thorough development."
The right way. What the Afro-American has thus far accomplished is only a promise-an expectation; the realization
belongs to the future. A school must, and will, be established, perhaps at Washington D. C. To head this school, an
eminent European composer and teacher secured (preferably a Russian) who, unhindered by prejudice, will
understand, appreciate, and foster the peculiar musical genius of the Afro-American child. While giving the child the
same grasp upon the science of composition as was Beethoven's he will also show that strength of character and
profound knowledge of his people, as well as technical skill, made Beethoven the master individuality, and then,
more individuality. Such a school will require money. It will not be forthcoming if, as soon as a few Negroes have
learned the first principles of breathing, or being able to play the scale of G one or two octaves without serious
offense to tonality, they are at once exploited in some temple of music, where, may be, the Boston Symphony
Orchestra had just finished a concert, perfect in every detail. The Negro composer (and there are a few in the United
States who are receiving serious consideration) should mainly find his inspiration in the imperishable melodies of his
enslaved ancestors. When he shall have developed works worthy of rendition be will find both Negroes and Whites
ready and willing to offer them. All through the South, Southwest and West there are Negroes with beautiful voices.
What is known, because of the home life of these people they are gaining real culture. They are laying aside their
shame of the past, and are beginning to glory in their unmatched heritage folklore and folk songs. The "AfroAmerican Folk Singers," Washington, D. C., the chorus at Howard University, and others, are ready to do justice to
the choral works of a Negro Beethoven, should he appear. See note below. To them we look for results, by them
would we be judged. New York and other large cities of the North are neither seeking nor finding "the right way."
Continuing, he said: "I do not mention Hampton, where they sing the primitive slave melodies so beautifully, for this
reason: To sing works of development to which the composer gave thought and culture requires thought and culture.
It you, admitting an inferior condition, fail to give to the child opportunity for breadth, which only come from
comprehensive development, just so far you have hindered his understanding., appreciation and rendition of all
masterpieces."

1915 - RAGTIME REVIEW - AUGUST
RAGTIME IN NEW ORLEANS. by Sam L. Rosenbaum. A word about the New Orleans School, the
largest in the South. When Mr. Wooters opened a school for teaching ragtime, the last of February, just after the
conclusion of the famous Mardi Gras Festival, savants in the music line said he was crazy. They said ragtime would
never flourish in New Orleans in a hundred years.
Yet it has. And it didn't take but a month for the people to take to it. Mr. Wooters is a young man, just a
year out of college-a graduate of the University of Illinois, by the way-and full of ideas for boosting business. He
worked in the newspaper business for two years, wrote musical comedy in college and developed a lot of enthusiasm
for ragtime in the meantime. But to return to New Orleans. The Christensen School was opened right in the busiest
corner in the city. Advertising and plenty of it became the slogan. At the end of the second month Mr. Wooters put
on another teacher. At the end of the third month a music publishing department was opened in connection with the
school.
The reason for our success? The best way to express it is to adopt the slang expression-"plenty of pep."
We haven't let the grass grow under our feet. We've advertised every day of the week in the two morning
papers. We've put out young lady ragtime players on a house to house census to find out just who are interested in
ragtime. We've got a circular full of dozens of testimonials from our New Orleans pupils and graduates. We got
Grunewalds-the leading music house in the South-as our reference. We've placed handsome framed show-cards in all
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the sheet music counters in the city. Our "ad" is everywhere people that like music are apt to see it-in cabarets, on
excursion steamers, parks, etc.
Our rent is high-but we've maintaining a front. That's part of our advertising theory. Our teachers-and we
have three now-are required to be courteous, to constantly study new ways to hold the interest of pupils. If business
is a little slack we find out the reason and correct it. Nothing succeeds like success.
In addition to the regular follow up system supplied by the main office, Mr. Wooters writes personal letters
to all his prospects. As the last letter after the personal letter and the four follow-ups and the booklet, he mails them a
coupon, good for one free lesson. All he wants is a personal interview. I believe he could convince one of the old
masters that ragtime is on the calendar.
These are only a few of our methods. Mr. Wooters is constantly figuring out new schemes for building up
our school. This fall he's planning to hold a number of ragtime piano playing contests at the different theaters in the
city. Next month he's going to furnish the music shops of the city with free ragtime players-who are incidentally
going to demonstrate the Christens System in addition to the "hits."
Watch us grow! We're on the map to stay. We'll be tickled to death to hear from other schools and to know
their methods and to answer any letters they may wish to write us.

1915 - RAGTIME REVIEW - AUGUST
THE TEACHING OF RAGTIME VERSUS CLASSICAL - by Axel Christensen. It is a fact, that very few
piano students of classical music go very far with their studies. Out of the great mass of pupils who go to the
conservatories few go far enough with their studies to accomplish any real results.
In most cases they do not realize the magnitude of the task that lies before them. Their idea being simply to
learn to play, they go at it in the orthodox way and begin the long "piano fight" with the inevitable five-finger
exercises, scales, arpeggios and what not. The teacher is no doubt conscientious and, believing that the pupil is
"hungry for punishment," takes particular pains to see that the pupil has to go through exactly the same line of work
that the said teacher went through a generation before.
In every case the routine is the same. If the pupil's desire is simply to be able to play such popular pieces as
"It's a Long Way to Tipperary" or "In the Hills of Old Kentucky," the pupil gets the inevitable five-finger exercises,
scales, arpeggios, etc.
If the pupil aspires to be an organist in the local church, he still gets the five-finger exercises, scales,
arpeggios, etc.
If he wants to learn to play for dances or for moving picture shows, he may not feel that he needs them, but
whether he needs them or not, he is going to get them-the five-finger exercises, scales, arpeggios, etc.
The same if he wants to study for the concert stage.
For the person who loves music with melody and rhythm and who is eager to learn it for the pleasure it will
give him or her, its pretty tough to have to go through the same tedious amount of preparatory work that would be
necessary for one studying for the profession. For such a person; namely, one who wants to play for home pleasure,
all these scales, arpeggios, five-finger exercises, and studies without number, are as unnecessary as the foundation of
a sky scraper would be for a cozy little cottage.
Now, if pupils really prefer ragtime and popular music, why not give it to them direct, instead of first
making them go through the regular routine prescribed for a classical course? After the classical course they usually
have to learn ragtime from a ragtime specialist anyway and are compelled to start almost at the same point with their
ragtime lessons as a person who has never studied before.
All you have to do is to give the pupil who loves ragtime a start in the right direction and he learns almost
without effort. All ragtime is made up of certain movements, or styles of rhythm, which can be easily distinguished
and analyzed and as soon as a few of these movements have been learned, the rest is easy.
Given a few lessons in mastering the principal ragtime movements, which in a course of ragtime takes the
place of the usual scales and arpeggios, and the pupil as rhythm at his finger tips-such rhythm and preciseness of
touch that is seldom found except in persons who have spent a long time in working out the usual routine. Even a
simple major scale played with that ragtime swing is beautiful.
After the short time required to learn to play the principal movements upon which ragtime is based, the
pupil's entire time is then devoted to transcribing melodies into that wavy, swaying lilt that makes you want to dance.
I have no criticism to offer on the time honored orthodox method of piano instruction. For those who aspire
to great things, who want to investigate the art of piano playing as far as their ability and unceasing labor will permit
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them to go-for those who want to study for the profession or to those who love classical music-to such as these, the
orthodox course, is the thing.
But, if you love ragtime music, study ragtime under a school that makes a specialty of just that one thing,
and whose successful pupils are to be found on every hand (we modestly refrain from mentioning the name of such
school in this article) and you will have found the quickest road to the goal you desire.
There is nothing in ragtime, properly taught, that can possibly interfere with the study of classical music at a
later date. On the contrary, the firm legato touch and the absolute even tempo required in good ragtime will be a
great help to the student who later takes up the classical work.

1915 - RAGTIME REVIEW - AUGUST
WHAT ABOUT RAGTIME? In the following story by T. Fred Henry, the celebrated band master of Des
Moines, La., much will be found of interest to the lover of ragtime. Mr. Henry's remarks are breezy, direct and to the
point and coming from a man of his standing are a great boost for the "cause." The article follows:
When you stop to consider that in America and, in fact, all the civilized countries of the world ragtime is the
musical craze of the hour, it must be admitted that it has something very fascinating about it.
To begin with, American ragtime is syncopated time and in its original form is therefore not a new-born
idea, for you find it embodied in the works of almost all the old masters.
Of course it is then called syncopation, for none of the worshipers of the great Richard Wagner will admit
that he ever wrote a bar of ragtime.
Well, maybe he did not, but he certainly missed a great chance to make an awful big hit with a lot of good
fellows that cannot see anything else. Still if we are indebted to those great pioneers in the field of music for our
waltz movements, barcarolles and other ballet and dance music, we should also give them some credit for the
syncopated movement which forms the very foundation of ragtime.
But to the American composer belongs the real glory of having developed modern ragtime and that is
something after all, for it is the most popular style of music ever written.
When I say it is popular I do not insist that its popularity is entirely due to its merits.
Business methods in publication help and when you stop to consider that at least 90 per cent of the music
publishers in the country publish popular music only and spend thousands of dollars annually to have their numbers
featured by stars in the big productions and in vaudeville, by the famous bands and orchestras, by the cabaret singers
in the fashionable cafes and then have them reproduced on hundreds of records for the phonograph, their numbers
are sure to become popular, especially if they have the swing and go to catch the ear.
The words, too, are a great factor, generally corresponding to the melody in character and always humorous.
And let me say right here that ragtime is the real comedy in music, for it is absolutely devoid of anything
serious.
It makes no difference how bad the weather, how hard times or how cold the audience, you can cheer them
up and set them going the instant you start a bit of ragtime. Everybody sits up and takes notice and the chances are
that it will bring a burst of applause that will warm things up for that remainder of the program. It is a guaranteed
cure for the blues.

1915 - THE NEW REPUBLIC - OCT. 16
RAGTIME - It has been nearly twenty years, and American ragtime is still officially beyond the pale. As the
one original and indigenous type of music of the American people, as the one type of American popular music that
has persisted and undergone constant evolution, one would think it might receive the clammy hand of fellowship
from composers and critics. There is very little evidence that these gentlemen have changed their feeling about it in
the last ten years. Then they asserted that it was "fortunately on the wane," now they sigh that it will be always with
us. That is the only difference.
I can't feel satisfied with this. I can't help feeling that a person who doesn't open his heart to ragtime
somehow isn't human. Nine out of ten musicians, if caught unawares, will like this music until they remember that
they shouldn't. What does this mean? Does it mean that ragtime is "all very well in its place?" Rather that these
musicians don't consider that place theirs. But that place, remember, is in the affections of some 10,000,000 or more
Americans. Conservative estimates show that there are at least 50,000,000 copies of popular music sold in this
country yearly, and a goodly portion of it is in ragtime.
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And these musicians prefer to regard themselves as beings apart. This is a pretty serious accusation for the
musician to level against himself. I don't mean that wherever 10,000,000 Americans agree on a thing they are
necessarily right. Their sentimental ballads are the mere dregs of Schubert and Franz Abt. But ragtime is a type of
music substantially new in musical history. It has persisted, grown, evolved in many directions, without official
recognition or aid. You may take it as certain that if many millions of people persist in liking something that has not
been recognized by the schools, there is vitality in that thing. The attitude toward folk-music at the beginning of the
nineteenth century was very similar. A Russian folk-song was no less scorned in the court of Catherine the Great than
a ragtime song in our music studios to-day. Yet Russian folk song became the basis of some of the most vigorous artmusic of the past century, and no musician speaks of it to-day except in terms of respect. The taste of the populace is
often enough toward the shoddy and outworn. But when the populace creates its own art without official
encouragement, then let the artists listen. I haven't a notion whether ragtime is going to form the basis of an
"American school of composition." But I am sure that many a native composer could save his soul if he would open
his ears to this folk-music of the American city.
But the schools have their reply. "Ragtime is not new," they say. "It is merely syncopation, which was used
by Haydn and Mozart, Beethoven and Brahms, and is good, like any other musical material, when it is used well."
But they are wrong. Ragtime is not "merely syncopation." It is a certain sort of syncopation-namely, a persistent
syncopation in one part conflicting with exact rhythm in another. But of course this definition is not enough. Ragtime
has its flavor that no definition can imprison. No one would take the syncopation of a Haydn symphony to be
American ragtime. "Certainly not," replies the indignant musician. Nor the syncopation of any recognized composer.
But if this is so, then ragtime is new. You can't tell an American composer's "art-song" from any mediocre art-song
the world over. (Permit me to pass over the few notable exceptions.) You can distinguish American ragtime from the
popular music of any nation and any age. In the first instance the love of ragtime is a purely human matter. You
simply can't resist it. I remember hearing a Negro quartet singing "Waiting for the Robert E. Lee," in a cafe, and I
felt my blood thumping in tune, my muscles twitching to the rhythm. I wanted to paraphrase Shakespeare"The man who hath no ragtime in his soul, Who is not moved by syncopated sounds"
and so on. If any musician does not feel in his heart the rhythmic complexities of "The Robert E. Lee" I should not
trust him to feel in his heart the rhythmic complexities of Brahms. This ragtime appeals to the primitive love of the
dance-a special sort of dance in which the rhythm of the arms and shoulders conflicts with the rhythm of the feet, in
which dozens of little needles of energy are deftly controlled in the weaving of the whole. And if musicians refuse to
recognize it, as they once refused to recognize Russian folk-music, they criticize not ragtime, but themselves.
But ragtime is also "good" in the more austere sense of the professional critic. I cannot understand how a
trained musician can overlook its purely technical elements of interest. It has carried the complexities of the rhythmic
subdivision of the measure to a point never before reached in the history of music. It has established subtle
conflicting rhythms to a degree never before attempted in any popular or folk-music, and rarely enough in art-music.
It has shown a definite and natural evolution-always a proof of vitality in a musical idea. It has gone far beyond most
other popular music in the freedom of inner voices (yes, I mean polyphony) and of harmonic modulation. And it has
proved its adaptability to the expression of many distinct moods. Only the trained musician can appreciate the
significance of a style which can be turned to many distinct uses. There is the "sentimental manner," and the
"emotional manner" and so on: but the style includes all the manners, and there have not been so many styles in
musical history that they couldn't be counted on a few people's fingers.
It may be that I am deceived as to the extent of ragtime's adaptability. But I think of the rollicking fun of
"The International Rag," the playful delicacy of "Everybody's Doing It," the bustling laziness of "Waiting for the
Robert E. Lee," the sensual poignancy of "La Seduction" tango, and the tender pathos of "The Memphis Blues."
Each of these pieces has its peculiar style-in the narrower sense-deftly carried out. And I know that we are dealing
here with a set of musical materials which have no more than commenced their job of expressing a generation.
We must admit that current ragtime is deficient on the melodic side. Some of the tunes are strong, but many
of the best ragtime pieces have little beyond their rhythmic energy and ingenuity to distinguish them. If we had a
folk-song tradition in America our popular melodies, doubtless, would not be so permeated with vulgarity. The
words, also, too often have the chief vice of vulgarity-sluggish conventionality-without its chief virtue, the generous
warmth of everydayness. And this latter quality, when it exists, resides not so much in the words themselves, as in the
flavor of the songs, the uninspired but tireless high spirits of the American people.
But ragtime words have at least one artist quality of the highest rank. They fit the music like a glove. These
songs appeal to the people who expect to sing them, a people who have no oratorio or grand opera tradition behind
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them, and who come quite naturally to the ideal of wedded music and verse which Wagner had to struggle for against
his whole generation. I shouldn't be surprised, in fact, if the origin of the "rag" is to be found in the jerky quality of
the English-or shall we say American-language, which found in the Negroes its first naive singers. One of the Negro
"spirituals" runs thus:
"An he gave them commishun to flu, Brudder Lass'rus! An' he gave them commishun to fly."
The tune, as always in negro songs, follows the exact accent of the spoken words. But just imagine what Messrs.
Moody and Sankey would have done to them!
As you walk up and down the streets of an American city you feel in its jerk and rattle a personality
different from that of any European capital. This is American. It is in our lives, and it helps to form our characters
and condition our mode of action. It should have expression in art, simply because any people must express itself if it
is to know itself. No European music can or possibly could express this American personality. Ragtime I believe
does express it. It is to-day the one true American music. Hiram K. Moderwell

1915 - THE NEW REPUBLIC - NOV.
ANTI-RAGTIME - Sir: Once I asked a rather famous artist to express in music the most immoral feeling
possible. He threw up his hand with a quick snap of his finger, and I had his answer forthwith in a whistled snatch of
ragtime. In your issue of October 16th Hirma K. Moderwell attempts to dignify this delectable sister of folly under
the disguise, "folk-music." His exact words are, "I am sure that many a native composer could save his sold if he
would open his ears to this folk-music of the American city."
The confusion of thought in this article is exasperating because nowadays one hears so much of its kind.
The fundamental idea seems to be that if you can pervert the taste of ten million persons in these United States-no
matter how inferior they are as a class-into liking a thing, you may then, with the fervor of a religious zealot, call the
thing American and insist that it is necessarily the fullest expression of the life of the people. This sort of reasoning
everywhere infests our national life. The editor with his dozen reports of murder and sexual laxity flashing from the
front page of his morning paper; the novelist and dramatist with their liberal laxative of filth and their crass sugaring
of sentiment; the minister with his startling vulgarity and his hypnotism; the music-master with his ragtime-all these
bow the knee to Baal. These men, however, insist that they are expressing the true American feeling by giving the
epole what they want. The concrete product of such reasoning is found in men of the type of William R. Hearst,
Harold Bell Wright, Billy Sunday, and George M. Cohen.
The harm lies in the delusion that these are the true Americans. If one has heard, "Hark! hark! the lark at
heaven's gate sings," how could he save his soul by opening his ears to "When the frost is on the pumpkin and the
fodder's in the shock?" Or if one has comprehended "What a piece of work is a man," why should he imagine that he
is expressing the real American spirit when he spurts through a quid of tobacco, "Lord! we all know we're as
common as sin!" So long as some people remember that America has produced Greeley and Bryant, Emerson and
Hawthorne, Phillips Brooks, MacDonald, Damrosch, and Muck, shall they find their souls when they
"this fair mountain leave to feed, and batten on this moor?"
Would it not be better in these perilous times of the movie and the tango to remember what was said a good many
centuries ago-by Socrates, I believe: "A principle which has any soundness should stand firm not only now and then,
but always and forever." James Cloyd Dowman
(Ragtime is American, exactly as skyscrapers are American-having been invented, developed and chiefly
used in America. On that point there can be no dispute. How much you like it is another matter. The correspondent
feels that the taste for ragtime is a depraved taste and that the class which entertains it is an inferior class. Of course
he is assuming that he is the superior. Now, if I may be allowed the liberties of controversy for a moment, the man
who argues in this fashion is technically known as a snob. A snob, of course, may be right. But just suppose in this
case that the taste for ragtime were not depraved; the correspondent could never know that fact because, being
superior, he could not share the tastes of the inferior. The weakness of the snob is his helpless imprisonment in this
vicious circle. If he should happen to be wrong he could never know it.
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I certainly do not suppose that "ragtime is the" fullest expression of the life of the people. And I freely
admit that bad ragtime is written in about as great proportion as bad lieder and bad symphonies. The important point
is that ragtime, whether it be adjudged good or bad, is original with Americans-it is their own creation. And a people
must do its own art-creation, for the same reason that an individual must do his own lovemaking. H. K. M.)

1915 - THE MUSICIAN -NOV.
ORGANIZED ACTIVITIES - Along the line of choral societies, however, the Negro has achieved some
very fine results. We find these societies giving at least one large concert annually, drawing on nearby towns as well
as from the city population proper. The choirs, of course, only attract their respective church congregations.
Considerable interest, too, has been awakened in the brass band. Quite a number of Negro schools
encourage this feature, and the Ninth Cavalry Band, U. S. A., is a notable example of that phase of musical activity.
Far superior to this effort, is that of attempting to organize symphony orchestras. The result was most
praiseworthy. What these organizations lacked in tone finesse, their members made up in the seriousness of their
purpose. It was the Negro's sole opportunity to perform a great symphony. But many a pianist and violinist has been
given the unusual opportunity of appearing in a concerto with orchestral accompaniment.
As to the composers, perhaps the recognition of Negro musical talent in the eyes of the white world is to
rest absolutely with them. As yet no great composer has come upon the scene. Considerable work of a serious nature
has been done, however. I dare say that development along art-song lines has superseded all other endeavor in
composition. But there is high promise for symphonic achievement as far as native talent goes. Unfortunately it is a
matter of grave concern whether or not the Negro composer will ever be able to free himself, even partly, from the
demands the schoolroom make upon him.
Let us not forget to make mention, too, of Negro festivals, for through these splendid results have been
obtained. They last from two to three days and at least one celebrated Negro artist is engaged to appear. Even in the
lecture field a start has been made. But most of the lecturing is incorporated in the performance. Negroes enjoy, most
of all, the hearing of the music. Who wrote it and the circumstances under which is was composed are of secondary
importance.
It is also interesting to note in the Negro's musical development the fact that he has not omitted tangible
self-help in his development campaign. The race has given two of its worthy young artists scholarships to Europe.
The money given in either case would hardly finance the average college man for one year. But the important fact is
that the scholarships were offered and given.
I have undertaken now as much of a resume of the work covered by Negroes as is possible, being compelled
to depend entirely upon impressions received at random. As was stated at the beginning, the Negro has done
something in every known phase of musical activity.
That and more. He has found the need of what might be termed "extension" work. A single individual-a
woman-has for the past decade traveled from place to place throughout the country, stopping at any one place just
long enough to organize a mixed chorus of usually several hundred voices to create more active interest in Negro
folk songs. To crown her visit with complete success, she engages one of the finest and largest halls in town and
gives a folk-song concert interspersed with compositions by Negro composers with now and then a legitimate classic
thrown in. Such concerts, by the way, find a good deal of interest with the White people who attend sometimes in
large numbers, attracted by the folk-song demonstrations
DRAWBACKS
But as bright at the outlook would appear, there are still some things that bar the negro from higher
achievement. We are constrained to believe that only a certain amount of progress can be effected under any given
set of conditions.
Granting that the negro has accomplished all that could be expected of him under his present economic
restraint, it is but logical and reasonable to assume that he will not advance beyond his present standard unless that
"restraint" is at least temporarily diminished. In order to bring this about, we must assume a charitable attitude
toward his worth and work. His income must be increased.
The income of the negro artist is about one-third that of other artists of his class elsewhere. It is obvious,
then, that he cannot stand the high price of respectable tuition, everywhere demanded. This is borne out in fact when
we stop a moment and compare the financial standing of the negro artist supported entirely by his race to that of the
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one or two fortunate ones who enjoy exclusive white patronage. There is a difference in their living, in the equipment
of their studies, in short, in their intellectual equipment.
There is but one solution to present difficulties, which in reality is not a solution but an ameliorative
measure. That is to give the musical leaders of the negro race an opportunity, now and then, to be heard before white
audiences exclusively, receiving of course the same remuneration as other artists of their particular class. Indeed this
would be more of an encouragement than one would at first suppose, for several such recitals together with their
regular professional work among their own race, would enable them at least to reserve the summer months for
musical research and investigation, which, through the process of instruction and contact, would be passed on to the
lesser lights and future aspirants.
A less charitable attitude than this spells the fate of the American Negro's musical future. An individual
cannot support a family in these hard times on six hundred dollars a year and study with good teachers. In fact, none
of the artists of the race could keep up their work on such a salary were it not for their outside concerts. It is an
amusing coincidence, though, that the length of time given an artist-teacher to concretize is inversely proportional to
his ability to teach. And since practically all of the artists of the race are good teachers, the chance to tour for any
profitable length of time is very slim.
Then there are other conditions which tend to keep the Negro back. Although appreciation and attendance
at concerts is very encouraging, the admission fee is very small. Ten cents is the usual price for concerts. One may
demand fifteen cents for a first-class affair, and occasionally twenty-five cents.
This latter fee will some day become universal if the women's clubs and other organizations succeed in their
present co-operation with the artists. Practically all of the touring in done in the South where the masses of the race
are found.
ENCOURAGEMENT NEEDED
But why mention these disparaging things after the encouraging and hopeful words at the outset? Simply to
show how dearly the negro artist has bought his success. Does he not deserve commendation and tangible
encouragement to do more? Or has this progress been made to no avail? Is it possible for the negro here in America
to produce another Coleridge-Taylor under the conditions mentioned herein? Or is England alone to have the honor
of having given to the world the first and only distinguished musician of negro descent? The negro here in America
has certainly the material. Not many months ago a young colored girl scarcely out of her "teens" won over two
thousand dollars' worth of prizes at one of our prominent Eastern university conservatories in composition. What
more proof of negro talent do we want than that!

1915 - NEGRO FOLK SONG RECITAL - MAY/JUNE
Mildred Bryant, Louisville, Ky.
Program
1 Steal Away to Jesus, Swing Low Sweet Chariot
2 Live-a-humble, Going to shout all over God's heaven.
3 Were you there?, African Folk Song "Loko-ku-tiga" (At the dawn of day.)
4 Listen to the lambs, I couldn't hear nobody pray
5 (a)-The Coppah Moon-Shelley
(b)-I would that my love-Mendelssohn.
6 Lord, I want to be a Christian, Roll on.
Negro music is essentially spontaneous. In Africa it sprang into life at the war dance, at funerals and at
marriage festivals. Upon this African foundation, the plantation songs of the South were built. According to the
testimony of African students at Fisk University, Hampton and Tuskegee Institutes, there are strains in the African
melodies that reveal the close relationship between the music of America and Africa.
The late lamented Samuel Coleridge Taylor, in the preface to "24 Negro Melodies transcribed for the
piano," said:
"There is a distinction between the African Negro and American Negro Melodies. The African seem to be
more martial and free in character, whereas the American are more personal and tender, though notable exceptions to
this rule may be found on either side. The sentiments to which the Folk Song of the American Negro give expression
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are the outgrowth of the trying conditions under which the transported children of Africa lived. Wherever companies
of Negroes were working together-in cotton fields, in the tobacco factories, on the levees and steamboats, these
melodies sprang into life and oft-times in slavery-as in certain parts of the south today-some man or woman with an
exceptional voice was paid to lead the singing-the idea being to increase the amount of labor by such singing. It is
said that the negro works best when he sings.
The Negro Folk Song has for the Negro race the same value that the folk song of any race has for that
people. It should foster race pride as in the days of slavery it furnished an outlet for the anguish of smitten hearts.
The music of these songs comes direct from the heart. Some colored people do not encourage the singing of these
songs because they bring to mind the dark days of slavery, but the race as a whole is beginning to realize that, aside
from the music of the Red Man, the Negro Folk Song is the only distinctively American music, and that though the
songs were the outgrowth of bondage and oppression, they contain surprisingly few references to slavery but,
instead, they breathe forth an abiding faith and trust in the Father of us all who makes no discrimination in the
bestowal of His love and mercy."
About forty-five years ago there was being conducted, in an old army barracks and hospital building in
Nashville, Tenn., a school for Negroes. Rev. Erastus Milo Cravath and Mr. Geo. White were among the leading
spirits of the teaching force. Rev. Cravath was a former chaplain in the army and Mr. White was one of the first
graduates of the Oberlin Conservatory of Music. The pupils increased so rapidly that they outgrew the buildings and
it was found that either they had to be greatly enlarged and repaired or replaced. The American Missionary
Association (under whose auspices the school was conducted) had no funds for this purpose and consequently
decided that the school must be abandoned. Rev. Cravath and Mr. White prayed over the matter and decided that the
school must not be abandoned. Mr. White conceived the idea of taking a band of singers north to try to sing the
money out of the pockets of the people. Everywhere this was looked on as a wild goose chase. nevertheless, he called
for volunteers from his choir and singing class and chose eleven voices which he trained daily.
At last, taking every cent of money he had, all the school treasury could spare and all that he could borrow,
Mr. White started out with his little company. They sang in the churches of many cities. At first their programs were
composed entirely of the White man's music but circumstances and the demand of the public soon changed this and
two or three slave songs were added to the program and, finally, the programs were chiefly composed of the Negro
melodies and only two or three numbers of the White man's music used. Their first campaign ended at Poughkeepsie,
N. Y. and besides having raised the Fifteen Hundred Dollars, necessary to repair the old school buildings, they
carried home with them Twenty Thousand Dollars-with which was bought the present site of Fisk University in
Nashville, Tenn. Mr. White decided to call his little band "The Jubilee singers" for that had indeed been their year of
jubilee.
They were invited to sing at the second World's Peace Jubilee and were to lead the audience in singing "The
Battle Hymn of the Republic." Generally it is sung in the key of C-but Mr. White reasoned that it would probably be
sung in E-the key in which the instruments of the orchestra would harmonize-so day by day using his violin, he
trained them a little higher and higher until their voices were clear and true in E. On the morning of the opening of
the Peace Jubilee, when excited and eager to reflect credit on their beloved instructor, they sang as one voice "He
hath sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat," the vast audience of over forty thousand persons arose
with wild cheering. Strauss, the great composer, waved his violin excitedly and threw his bow into the air.
Through the kindness of friends, they were invited to go abroad and in 1873-while the guests of the Duke
and Duchess of Argyle, they gave their first concert in Great Britain. The newspapers gave favorable criticisms and
Lord Shaftsbury secured for them official invitations to Edinburgh and all of the leading cities of England, Ireland
and Wales. Queen Victoria drove to the dome of the Duchess of Argyle and asked them to sing for her. She wept
over the sadness of their songs but declared that they comforted her. The Queen of The Netherlands had their songs
translated into her language in order that her subjects might correctly understand the songs as they were being sung.
The Crown Prince of Germany had them sing in Martin Luther's room in the old monastery at Wittenburg. At
Brunswick they met Franz Abt and received a warm greeting. At Darmstadt the court theatre was placed at their
disposal.
At last, after having sung before almost every crowned head of Europe and having had undreamed of
financial success, they sailed for America in July, 1878. Jubilee Hall at Fisk University, was built with part of the
proceeds of their foreign tour. The Negro Folk Songs (or Jubilee songs as they are often called) form a part of the
daily program at Fisk University and are sung from the hearts as well as the voices, of the entire student body.
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1915 - CURRENT OPINION - DEC.
WILL RAGTIME SAVE THE SOUL OF THE NATIVE AMERICAN COMPOSER? Periodical defenses
of ragtime music are not uncommon features of American musical journalism. But in spite of these, ragtime is still
officially beyond the pale. Hiram K. Moderwell is the latest champion to take up the cudgels for this unique type of
musical expression. He is a spirited and emphatic championship. In an essay on the subject recently published in The
New Republic, he opens fire upon his opponents by declaring that ragtime is "the one original and indigenous type of
music of the American people, the one type of American popular music that has persisted and undergone constant
evolution." Still it has not yet received "the clammy hand of fellowship from composers and critics." For a while
these academic gentlemen were under the impression that ragtime was on the want, but they have finally been forced
to admit, as Mr. Moderwell expresses their attitude, "that it will always be with us." (Following quotation from New
Republic, Oct. 16, 1915)
"I can't feel satisfied with this. I can't help feeling that a person who doesn't open his heart to ragtime
somehow isn't human. Nine out of ten musicians, if caught unawares, will like this music until they remember that
they shouldn't. What does this mean? Does it mean that ragtime is 'all very well in its place'? Rather that these
musicians don't consider that place theirs. But that place, remember, is in the affections of some 10,000,000 or more
Americans. Conservative estimates show that there are at least 50,000,000 copies of popular music sold in this
country yearly, and a goodly portion of it is in ragtime.
And these musicians prefer to regard themselves as beings apart. This is a pretty serious accusation for the
musician to level against himself. I don't mean that wherever 10,000,000 Americans agree on a thing they are
necessarily right. Their sentimental ballads are the mere dregs of Schubert and Franz Abt. But ragtime is a type of
music substantially new in musical history. It has persisted, grown, evolved in many directions, without official
recognition or aid. You may take it as certain that if many millions of people persist in liking something that has not
been recognized by the schools, there is vitality in that thing.
"The attitude toward folk-music at the beginning of the nineteenth century was very similar. A Russian folksong was no less scorned in the court of Catherine the Great than a ragtime song in our music studies to-day. Yet
Russian folk-song became the basis of some of the most vigorous art-music of the past century, and no musician
speaks of it to-day except in terms of respect. The taste of the populace is often enough toward the shoddy and
outworn. But when the populace creates its own art without official encouragement, then let the artists listen. I
haven't a notion whether ragtime is going to form the basis of an 'American school of composition.' But I am sure
that many a native composer could save his soul if he would open his ears to this folk-music of the American city."
In reply to the charge that ragtime is merely syncopation, "which was used by Haydn and Mozart,
Beethoven and Brahms," and that it is good, like any other musical material, only when it is well used, this critic
asserts that ragtime is not "mere syncopation. It is a certain sort of syncopation-namely, a persistent syncopation in
one part conflicting with exact rhythm in another." But this definition, he confesses, is quite useless; for ragtime has
a flavor that no definition can imprison. Its syncopation is unique and novel. You can't tell an American composer's
'art-song' from any mediocre art-song the world over. You can distinguish American ragtime from the popular music
of any nation and any age."
"If any musician does not feel in his heart the rhythmic complexities of 'The Robert E. Lee' I should not
trust him to feel in his heart the rhythmic complexities of Brahms. This ragtime appeals to the primitive love of the
dance-a special sort of dance in which the rhythm of the arms and shoulders conflicts with the rhythm of the feet, in
which dozens of little needles of energy are deftly controlled in the weaving of the whole. And if musicians refuse to
recognize Russian folk-music, they criticize not ragtime but themselves.
"But ragtime is also 'good' in the more austere sense of the professional critic. I cannot understand how a
trained musician can overlook its purely technical elements of interest. It has carried the complexities of the rhythmic
subdivision of the measure to a point never before reached in the history of music. It has established subtle
conflicting rhythms to a degree never before attempted in any popular or folk-music, and rarely enough in art-music.
It has shown a definite and natural evolution-always a proof of vitality in a musical idea. It has gone far beyond most
other popular music in the freedom of inner voices (yes, I mean polyphony) and of harmonic modulation. And it has
proved its adaptability to the expression of many distinct moods. Only the trained musician can appreciate the
significance of a style which can be turned to many distinct uses. There is the 'sentimental manner,' and the emotional
manner' and so on;' but the style includes all the manners, and there have not been so many styles in musical history
that they couldn't be counted on a few people's fingers."
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Mr. Moderwell goes on to speak of the "rollicking fun" of "The international Rag': the "Playful delicacy"
of "Everybody's Doing it", the "bustling laziness" of "The Robert E. Lee" the "tender pathos" of the "Memphis
Blues." "Each of these pieces has its peculiar style-in the narrower sense-deftly carried out." We must admit that
current ragtime is deficient on the melodic side. Some of the tunes are strong, but many of the best ragtime pieces
have little beyond their rhythmic energy and ingenuity to distinguish them. If we had a folk-song tradition in America
our popular melodies, doubtless, would not be so permeated with vulgarity. The words, also, too often have the chief
vice of vulgarity-sluggish conventionality-without its chief virtue, the generous warmth of everydayness. And this
latter quality, when it exists, resides not so much in the words themselves, as in the flavor of the songs, the
uninspired but timeless high spirits of the American people.
"But ragtime words have at least one artist quality of the highest rank. They fit the music like a glove. These
songs appeal to the people who expect to sing them, a people who have no oratorio or grand opera tradition behind
them, and who come quite naturally to the ideal of wedded music and verse which Wagner had to struggle for against
his whole generation. I shouldn't be surprised, in fact, if the origin of the 'rag' is to be found in the jerky quality of the
English-or shall we say American-language, which found in the Negroes its first naive singers."
When you walk up and down the streets of an American city, Mr. Moderwell concludes, you feel in its jerk
and rattle a personality different from that of any European capital. "This is American. It is in our lives, and it helps
to form our characters and condition our mode of action. It should have expression in art, simply because any people
must express itself if it is to know itself. No European music can or possibly could express this American
personality. Ragtime I believe does express it. It is to-day the one true American music,"
Writing in Every Week, Mr. Moderwell contributes some interesting facts concerning the composition of
ragtime songs. From five million to twenty million copies of popular music are annually sold by the half dozen
leading publishers in America. "No one has been able to compute the total real sales of music 'made in America.,' but
a conservative figure would be 50,000,000 annually-which means an expenditure of $5,000,000 a year (mostly by
women) and $500,000 in royalties to the authors." These songs, he reiterates, are the most original music America
has yet produced. "There are critics who go so far as to say that our future American symphonies and opera will be
written in ragtime."
A poor song, these publishers have discovered, cannot be made popular by any known means. But the good
songs must get a hearing. This is an expensive, complex and persistent problem for the publishers, who hire
"pluggers" to advertise their wares and to drum new songs into the ears of the susceptible public. If a song is truly
"catchy," hundreds of thousands of copies will be sold within a few months. Most of these song are based on
catchwords and catch phrases, and this "catch" soon becomes part of our flexible American language. Witness "My
Wife's Gone to the Country." Mr. Moderwell further explains the process involved in the composition of most of the
popular American ragtime songs (the time is secondary to the idea in most of them):
"Before you can compose your song you must have an 'idea.' An 'idea' is the most precious thing in the
world. It may be worth a solid million dollars eventually. And it can't be manufactured-it just comes. An 'idea' may
come from anywhere, but generally it comes from some little peculiarity of common life. Mr. Berlin says that he got
his idea for 'My Wife's Gone to the Country' from a remark that he overheard in a barber shop."
Such eloquent championship of ragtime as this of Mr. Moderwell could not, evidently, pass unnoticed by
those who are certain of its inferiority and even depravity. James Cloyd Bowman has replied to Mr. Moderwell in no
uncertain terms. In a letter to The New Republic he writes:
"The confusion of thought in this article is exasperating because nowadays one hears so much of its kind.
The fundamental idea seems 'to be that if you can pervert the taste of ten million persons in these United States-no
matter how inferior they are as a class-into liking a thing, you may then, with the fervor of a religious zealot, call the
thing American and insist that it is necessarily the fullest expression of the life of the people. This sort of reasoning
everywhere infests our national life. The editor with his dozen reports of murder and sexual laxity flashing from the
front page of his morning paper; the novelist and dramatist with their liberal laxative of filth and their crass sugaring
of sentiment; the minister with his startling vulgarity and his hypnotism; the music-master with his ragtime-all these
bow the knee to Baal. These men, however, insist that they are expressing the true American feeling by giving the
people what they want. The concrete product of such reasoning is found in men of the type of William R. Hearst,
Harold Bell Wright, Billy Sunday and George M. Cohen.
In reply to this letter, Mr. Moderwell writes that "ragtime is American just as sky-scrapers are American"having been invented, developed and chiefly used in America.
"I certainly do not suppose that ragtime is the fullest expression of the life of the people. And I freely admit
that bad ragtime is written in about as great proportion as bad Lieder and bad symphonies. The important point is
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that ragtime, whether it be adjudged good or bad, is original with Americans-it is their own creation. And a people
must do its own art-creation for the same reason that an individual must do his own love-making."

1915 - NEW REPUBLIC - DEC. 4
EXTOLS RAGTIME ARTICLE - Sir: On reading Mr. Hiram K Moderwell's excellent article on "ragtime"
in your journal a few weeks ago I immediately thought that some person would address you in your columns and
attempt to take Mr. Moderwell to task for claiming that ragtime is a typical American expression.
I see that my thought was correct. Mr. James Cloyd Bowman, in your issue of November 6th, finds
"confusion of thought" in Mr. Moderwell's article. I should be happy to have him point out just where this
"confusion" lies, as I have read the article very carefully and am unable to find it. The fact that Mr. Bowman, at some
time in his career, asked "a famous artist to express in music the most immoral feeling possible" and that "the famous
artist" in response whistled a bit of ragtime, seems to me to be poor proof that ragtime is not typical of America'
bustling life. Mr. Modewell treated his subject in the article under discussion with veritable mastery and I have heard
many persons who are vitally interested in this country's music speak of the article in terms of high praise. Ragtime is
American and no one can prove that it is not. It expresses something that we feel; to be sure, it isn't lofty in its theme.
It may be, for all I know, "music of the feet." But what of that? It surely has a greater justification for existing than
have turgid symphonies by some of our pedantic musicians, symphonies which have in them nothing of the breath of
life, but are purely calculated affairs, brought into being to satisfy their perpetrator, who feels that he must write a
symphony.
I would also like to correct Mr. Bowman when he says that "so long as some people remember that America
has produced men like Greeley and Bryant, Emerson and Hawthorne, Phillips Brooks, MacDonald, Damrosch and
Muck." Mr. Damrosch was born in Germany-I take it that he refers to Mr. Walter Damrosch, conductor of the
symphony society-so was his brother, Mr. Frank Damrosch, and Dr. Muck, conductor of the Boston symphony, also
first saw the light of day in that land which our especially neutral citizens enjoy calling "Barbaria," the land which in
music has given the world Bach, Beethoven, Brahms and Wagner. - A. Walter Kramer.

1916 - RAGTIME REVIEW - AUGUST
ABOUT RAGTIME - A short time ago the question of "Who originated ragtime?" was brought up again,
this time by Ben Harney and McIntyre and Heath, both claiming a prior claim to honor of introducing "ragtime" to
American vaudeville.
Some time recently Jim McIntyre stated in an interview he had done a buck dance accompanied by the
clapping of hands to the tune of an old "Rabbit" song which he had learned from southern Negroes and brought it
into New York at Tony Pastor's theater in 1879.
According to an article in "Variety," Ben Harney, who claims to be the originator of ragtime, came to the
fore immediately and offered $100, besides bowing out of the profession if he can be shown a piece of ragtime music
antedating the two songs he first used, "Mr. Johnson Turn Me Loose," and "You've Been a Good Old Wagon, but
You've Done Broke Down."
Against that Jim McIntyre stated ragtime was never originated by White man and that it was originally
taught to him in the South while he was working with Billy Carroll in a circus, and that an old negro was his teacher.
He sang an old song taught to him in turn by his grandfather, who had come from Africa, and he sang the song in the
form of a real African chant in syncopated time and through this medium Mr. McIntyre learned that ragtime
originated in Africa, he says.
On this same subject Drury Underwood in the "Chicago Record Herald" states:
"The origin of ragtime is referred to periodically by musicians as something probably African, but beyond
analysis. Wherein they are partly right and wholly wrong. Ragtime is African-no probably about it-and the analysis is
simple, leading facts considered.
"Real ragtime on the piano, played in such a manner that it cannot be put in notes, is the contribution of the
graduated negro banjo player who cannot read music."
"On the banjo there is a short string which is not fretted and which, consequently, is played open with the
thumb It is frequently referred to as "the thumb string," The colored performer, strumming in his own cajoling way,
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like to throw in a note at random and his thumb ranges over for this effect. When he takes up the piano the desire for
the same effect dominates him, being almost second nature, and he reached for the open banjo string note with his
little finger.
"Meanwhile he is keeping mechanically perfect time with his left hand. The hurdle with the right hand little
finer throws the tune off its stride, resulting in syncopation. He is playing two different times at once.
"This explanation, unsupported, is logical. Moreover, it was given to the writer by Ben Harney, who was the
first to play negro ragtime on the piano before polite audiences. Harney was frankly an expositor of negro themes
and acquired them from that part of the country whence came May Irwin's song about "The New Bully." He
introduced "Mr. Johnson, Turn me Loose," along with his ragtime and a perfect illustration of flat-footed buck
dancing through the medium of a negro named Strap Hill.
All of this can be traced to the New Orleans levee, where it originated, doubtless. It spread up the river and
"The New Bully" was acquired by Miss Irwin in St. Louis. Still, the man with the memory will recall the first line of
the refrain which ran:
"When I walk dat levee roun', roun', roun'."
"The sentiments of several like songs showed the life on the docks and in the neighboring saloon-dance halls.
"The real buck dance, rarely seen now, is a matter of anatomy apart from flat feet. As a development of
footwork, white men with arched feet imitate it and, curiously enough, the negro dancer who dresses like a cake
walker, copies the white man in doing it as smartly as he can. In that event the buck dance is a showing agility with a
touch of something nearly acrobatic. Johnny Ford used to add what is called "nerve dancing," which is a cultivation
of the main leg muscle controlling the foot. His repetition of a tap into a series was like an immature roll on the
drum.
"But in the original buck dance, like the 'essence' dance, the body played a considerable part with the
grotesque movements of loose joints. These, as well as flat feet, are peculiar heritage of the negro. The conspicuous
white man who can do a negro buck dance is Fred Stone, a marvelously built athlete who can loosen his joints at will
and did so invincibly as the Scarecrow in "The Wizard of Oz."
"The tango, of recent favor, is a dance of the body with elementary footwork-that is, as first contrived. As
diluted for proper presentation it became rather an amateurish exhibition, because its participants, if they had
genuine tango anatomies, were restrained by their won and the public's notion of conventionality.
"Now that the tango has departed, it may be said that while it is credited to the Argentine Republic, a
variation of it, closely edited for northern adoption, was known as 'the loving two-step' on the New Orleans levee,
which is thus shown to have figured largely in inspiring popular forms of our entertainment."

1916 - RAGTIME REVIEW - AUGUST
RAGTIME OUR STANDARD MUSIC - by Axel Christensen - Ragtime is now the accepted music of the
general public. Various ragtime songs and pieces may be born in the fall and die an early death the following spring,
but this is because we have so many ragtime productions to choose from. The public is every clamoring for new
material and as the many ragtime rhythms and styles have opened countless new possibilities of tone combination
there is no reason why the supply of ragtime should ever be exhaustible.
There are also the standard ragtime numbers that are just as popular today as when they were first published
years ago-rags that are indeed classics in every sense of the word.
"The secret of success," old Mr. Barnum, the famous circus man, used to say, "is to give the people what
they want."
Nearly all people, after they reach the age when they begin to form their own opinions and think for
themselves, prefer ragtime and popular music above any other, but most music teachers, were slow to follow Mr.
Barnum's advice in giving what was wanted.
At first it was impossible to take a regular course in playing popular music, because no such course existed.
Although the demand for just such a course was tremendous, no steps were taken to provide for this demand, because
the musical profession catered to the "classic few" and ignored the fact that he people, or most of them, wanted
ragtime. Even now, many teachers of classical music make it their business to condemn ragtime and popular music
every chance they get.
Thus, however, did not affect the situation in the least. You may as well try to drag a man by the hair to a
grand opera performance, when he doesn't want to go, as to try and convince him that ragtime is distasteful when he
knows, (and his own ears tells him so) that ragtime is bright, snappy and sparkling with pulsating melody.
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The field for teaching ragtime and popular music is practically unlimited. Thousands of music teachers
existing today make their living from teaching the "one-tenth" who favor classical music, but the other nine-tenths of
the public want ragtime.
Gradually the teaching of ragtime advanced from being an experiment to a flourishing and money making
profession and it is safe to say that so far the immense field has barely been touched.
Thousands of openings are waiting for good teachers who will teach ragtime-not narrow-minded persons,
hampered by old-time prejudices and worn out ethics, but real, live, wide-awake teachers, who realize that to keep
abreast of these advancing times, one must keep abreast and not lay back, content to live and work in the
achievements of the past.
We are all too busy making a living and trying to squeeze all the enjoyment we can out of life to spend very
much time on anything that does not bring quick and adequate returns, either in the form of profit or pleasure. No
one, who has to work for a living can afford to give up his hours of recreation to study music in the old way, step by
step, unless he has a passionate love for scales and exercises. It takes too long.
Too many teachers allow their own dislike for ragtime (which, by the way, is an acquired dislike, because it
isn't natural) to blind their own business principles. They won't teach ragtime and thereby lose lots of pupils who
would patronize them if they would modify their views.
It isn't reasonable to expect a person who merely want music for pleasure and relaxation, to continue very
long at the dry, tiresome rudimentary work that is required as the foundation of an education in classical music.
You wouldn't think of building the same foundation for a pleasant little cottage, that would be necessary for
a hotel or office building; neither do you have to go through the same amount of rudimentary work in order to play
ragtime, that would be necessary for a thorough classical course in music.
"Music hath charms to soothe the savage beast, to soften rocks or bend a knotted oak," said Congreve.
While these words doubtless had their origination long before the advent of our popular ragtime, it seems to the
writer that they can be as justly applied to ragtime as to any other class of music. Of course, if the statement was
applied to some of the ragtime music, which it occasionally is our ill fortune to endure, it might be well to add to the
above words when speaking of its 'power,' that it can wreck a freight train or lift a mortgage without any effort. It is,
however, only the real, genuine ragtime-artistic syncopation-that is considered here.
One of the most common arguments used by certain individuals against ragtime is that it spoils a person's
time in music, or in other words, a person once having played ragtime is incapable of rendering other music in
correct and proper time.
On the contrary, the thorough study of the principles and construction of real ragtime is the greatest aid to
playing correct time in any class of music that one can find, for in ragtime, correct time is absolutely necessary.
In the theater a ragtime piece is always sure to awaken into life the sleepiest kind of an audience, and the
general appreciation is easily noticed by the universal drumming of fingers and moving of hearts to time with the
music.
To play good ragtime and popular music, it is not necessary to know everything that goes to make up a
thorough musical education. If your musical ambition does not go beyond personal enjoyment and the entertainment
of your friends and the folk at home the greater part of the usual course of teaching can be omitted and good results
obtained in a comparatively short time.
A complete musical education is undoubtedly a fine thing-to those who live to complete it-and is well
appreciated in the sphere to which it belongs, but in a crowd of people, made up of all classes, it will be noticed that
the pianist who can effectively play a good ragtime selection does not need to have a pedigree extending through the
high-priced musical colleges or a lot of diplomas and medals.

1916 - CHOIR LEADER -DEC.
THE ORIGIN OF THE NEGRO SPIRITUALS - While there is less popular interest in the negro spirituals
than there was thirty or so years ago, there is, we believe, a greater interest among artistic musicians. Mr. H. E.
Krehbiel, the eminent musical critic, has written a book on the subject which he has discussed with characteristically
German thoroughness. If he has laid too much stress on the bibliographical sources of information instead of making
first hand investigations, well, that is characteristically German, too.
Mr. Krehbiel argues that these songs, racially African though they be, are an American product, but gives
no clue to the impulse that confined itself exclusively to American Negroes. That is the more surprising, as he was
the son of a German Methodist preacher, and in his boyhood must have heard the German versions of the
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campmeeting choruses that were then so prevalent among the Methodists. Here was the clue to the origin of the
jubilee songs. These choruses were largely pentatonal in scale as are the negro melodies. They had a nerve-exciting
rhythmical swing that led the congregation to self-hypnotize themselves and often produced cataleptic trances. Here
are the essential elements of the negro spiritual. The susceptible African took these white "spirituals" and gave them
a racial twist and so evolved the negro "spiritual." The white and negro "spirituals" shade into each other in such a
way that it is often difficult to classify them. The tune of "The Battle Hymn of the Republic" is a camp-meeting
chorus born among the Methodists of Maine but is often referred to as a jubilee song. "The Old Time Religion" is
another white spiritual often classified as a negro "spiritual. " So the Negroes have been credited with individual
songs as well as the origin of the character of the "spiritual" music.
These white "spirituals" again are not exclusively American in origin. They are closely related in scale,
form of stanza and rhythmical character to sailors' chanteys, and other popular English choruses. The result is that
where the Negroes have heard these English folk melodies, they have evolved negro melodies of the same character,
as the negro "spiritual." In Jamaica, they have been largely secular in character, the impulse coming from sailors. A
missionary from Sierra Leone, an English colony on the West Chanteys Coast of Africa, assured me that the natives
had no songs of this character, but that in the Freetown colored churches they were in constant use. On further
inquiry he stated that these had been introduced from the United States via Liberia.
This seems to justify our position that the negro "spiritual" is not of racially African origin, but is simply an
African variation of the American evolution of the folk choruses of England and Scotland.

1916 - LITERARY DIGEST - MAY 27
CANNING NEGRO MELODIES - "Canned Music" may be scorned by the ultra-critical, but it has one
advantage that no criticism can assail-the actual preservation of folk-songs. The phonograph, with its power of
bringing back dumb and forgotten voices in something very near their original freshness, performs an invaluable
service for us in keeping alive and in our memories the songs of past generations. Efforts are being made in this
country at present to secure and record the tribal chants of the North American Indians, just as their dances are being
recorded by the cinematographer. Hardly less valuable is the service rendered by those who have helped to preserve
the melodies of the "befo' de wah" Negroes. The Musical Courier tells us of the labors of George A. Miller, brother
of Reed Miller, the tenor, along this line. Thirty and more years ago Mr. Miller heard many of the old songs sung by
the Negroes on his father's plantation in northwestern South Carolina, and, as he says:
"For one reason or another I have been interested in the negro, and particularly in negro melody, for a good
many years. About twenty-two years ago I began writing and speaking in public on this question in a more or less
serious fashion when the so-called negro question was being much agitated, particularly by Senator Benjamin R.
Tillman. It was a subject at that time of very considerable interest to the people of the entire country, an interest that
soon subsided. But as to negro melody pure and simple, it, as a subject, is of never-ending interest to those who have
studied it from the point of view of its elementary and original value as any natural art subject, the several songs here
recorded being a few of hundreds that I remember and have often sung. They are in reality what might be called
trade, or occupation songs, the character of the words and music of most of them being determined by the trade or
occupation of the negro who sings them. The music is so elusive in character that it would be almost impossible to
reduce it to notation. Only the talking-machine can record its elusive and peculiar characteristics.
A few of the songs recorded are given, with Mr. Miller's comments on the conditions of the singing as he
remembers them:
The first one used to be sung by Aunt Sarah Warren, as she stood at the hotpot stirring her wash for the
"battlingboard." From morning to night, as long as Aunt Sarah kept at her work, she sang it with unflagging zeal:
Trouble gwine ter war'y me down in der mornin'.
Trouble gwine ter war'y me down, I believe it.
Trouble gwine ter war'y me down, God knows it.
Trouble gwine ter war'y me down.
Jes so de tree fall, jes so it lie;
Jes so de sinner live, jes so he die-den
Trouble gwine ter war'y me down, I believe it.
Trouble gwine ter war'y me down, In der mornin'.
Trouble gwine ter war'y me down, God knows it.
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Trouble gwine ter war'y me down.
Mandy, Tilly, and Louvinia were fieldhands, and as they went up and down the long cotton rows these are
the words they used to chant in unison, keeping time with their hoes:
Somebody buried in the graveyard,
Somebody buried in de sea;
Gwine ter git up in de mournin' shoutin'.
Gwine ter sound de jubilee.
If you git dare befo' I do.
You run an' tell de Lord, I'm er comin' on too oh!
Somebody dyin' in de mount'in.
Somebody dyin' in de bald.
Gwine ter git up in de mornin' shoutin'.
Gwine ter rise up from de daid,
If you git dare info' I do.
You Hunan' tell de Lord I'm er comin' on too.
The next was sung by George Sadler. George was a ditcher. He was a tremendously tall man with arms so long he
could scratch the calf of his leg without bending. They call him the "Monk," for he looked, talked, and sang like an
ape. Notwithstanding his size, George was often hidden in big ditches ten feet deep and, as the mud and dirt flew up
from his spade, out of the depths came this peculiar refrain, the shovel accompanying its rhythmic pulse with
exactness:
Goalman, Goalman, Goalman day,
An er one two-er duncum die.
On the word "Goalman he gave a sort of bellow which sounded like the croaking of a bullfrog magnified a
hundred times. Isham Moore was a young fellow with very high tenor and this was Isham's favorite song:
Old Massa bought a yallow gal,
He fotch her fum de south,
Hair grow'd so tight on de Nigger's haid,
She could not shet her mouth.
Den haughen, haughen, my darlin' Chile,
Haughen, haughen, I say,
Haughen, Haughen, my darlin' chile,
Got no whare to stay.
Old Massa built a fine house,
Sixteen stories high;
Ev'ry story in dat house
filled wid chicken pie,
Den ha, ha, mi darlin' chile,
Ha,ha, I say.
Ha, Ha, my darlin' chile,
Got no whare to stay.
Then there was a dance-song called "Walking on de Green Grass":
Walkin' on de green grass, Dusky, dusky, dark;
Walkin' on de green grass, dusky, dusky, dark.
So fair and pretty, I chose you as a lily.
Oh, han' me down yer pretty lit'le han',
An' take a walk wid me-Oh!
Dogs in de woods tree in up squirrel,
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My true love is de beauty of de worl'.
Miss Dinah she love sugar and tea,
Miss Dinah she love candy.
Miss Dinah she can steal all around an' kiss dem pretty boys nadhy.

1916 - RAGTIME REVIEW - AUG.
WHAT HAS 'RAGTIME' TO DO WITH "AMERICAN MUSIC?" -by Harry Davidson - When Henry F.
Gilbert's vigorous and poetic "Comedy Overture on Negro Themes" was performed in New York recently, certain
reviewers felt it their duty to warn the immediate public that they must not accept this music as true "national
expression." One even lamented bitterly the false impression of the American character, which, he felt, such music, if
heard on the other side, would be apt to make on the supercilious European.
Mr. Gilbert is now well known on account of the originality and imagination of music based chiefly on folk
tunes of the American soil. Perhaps the public has to a certain extent a wrong impression of his talent, for he has
composed other music as far apart from his "ragtime" compositions as the Poles, and a score just completed, a
prelude to Synge's "Riders of the Sea," for full modern orchestra, must be mentioned as one of the most interesting
which have fallen under the writer's eyes in many months. But we are now concerned with the artistic significance of
Mr. Gilbert's resourceful employment of negro themes in those of his compositions which have so far found their
way to the public.
The conclusion that negro music is not American music because it is of negro origin is not necessarily a
sound one. The characteristic rhythm of negro music, in the first place, has been eagerly adapted by this public as a
medium of popular musical expression, and in that light has found favor for about 25 years in America.
Musical history offers many examples of the tonal art of one people superimposed upon that of another, as
the music of the Moors became the music of Spain, in the natural course of events. When a musical manner, however
exotic it may seem at first, is whole-heatedly adopted by a people, even for the comparatively short space of time as
that in which "ragtime" has flourished here, it is something more than a dictate of passing fancy. It is nearer the heart
of the people than that. and it may be said that for most of us who listen with unprejudiced ears Mr. Gilbert has not
only conducted some entertainingly successful experiments with "ragtime" rhythms, he has caught the note of
nervousness of the race and, using a prevalent idiom, has expressed happily and artistically various phases of
American atmosphere and American character.

1916 - OPERA MAGAZINE - FEB.
RAGTIME AND AMERICAN MUSIC - by Charles L. Buchanan - Art Only Incidentally Concerned With
Nationality, and Need Not Represent a Nation's Characteristics - The national music fallacy has been more rife than
usual during the last couple of months. It has been proclaimed through the medium of several excellent publications.
We are told that the soul of the native composer is to be saved through the invigorating influence of ragtime, "the
one true American music." And furthermore, "there are critics who go so far as to say that our future American
symphonies and opera will be written in ragtime."
Now let us purge our minds in so far as it is humanly possible of prejudice and preconceived points of view;
let us approach this matter in an absolutely unbiased state of mind, and see what kind of a case these advocates of
ragtime make out for themselves. From a recent article on the subject we quote as follows: "If any musician does not
feel in his heart the rhythmic complexities of the 'Robert E. Lee' I should not trust him to feel in his heart the
rhythmic complexities of Brahms." The writer here strikes twelve. We credit him with a hit, a palpable hit. It is
undeniably true that a discriminating attitude appraises a thing for the inherent perfection of the thing itself.
Chevalier succeeds was impeccably in what he sets out to do as Duse succeeds in what she sets out to do. One is as
genuine an artist as the other. The relative importance of the thing accomplished is, of course, an entirely different
matter. For the moment, however, let us put this point aside and admit that the rhythmic complexities of the 'Robert
E. Lee' are very probably as sincere, as vital, as ingratiating as the rhythmic complexities of a Chopin mazurka. But
come to think of it, who disputes the point? We know of no one. A few dull, impossible academicians might raise an
issue, but such people are of no account one way or the other. Let us go even farther than this; we quote as follows:
"It (ragtime) has carried the complexities of the rhythmic subdivision of the measure to a point never before reached
in the history of music. It has established subtle conflicting rhythms to a degree never before attempted in any
popular or folk-music and rarely enough in art-music. It has gone far beyond most other popular music in the
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freedom of inner voices (yes, I mean polyphony) and of harmonic modulation." Now although we are some-what
taken aback by the "harmonic modulation" we are nevertheless willing to admit the writer's point. We admit that
ragtime is not only a fascinating phase of music from the standpoint of a mere sensuous enjoyableness, but, as well, a
technical influence of inestimable significance.
So far so good. Now if our writers on this rather facile subject of popular music were content to drop the
matter here, to tell us what rattling good fun ragtime is and now much inherent, irresistible charm it possesses, we
should heartily agree with them. But no. They are not content to allow ragtime to remain one of the influences from
which a future American music may find its inspiration; they urge it upon us as the only influence capable of creating
a genuine American utterance. In other words, they are prescribing a formula to which so occult, so indefinable a
thing as music must adhere if it is to qualify in their estimation as a genuine American utterance. We quote as
follows: "The important point is that ragtime whether it is to be judged good or bad is original with Americans-it is
their own creation. And a people must do its own art-creation for the same reason that an individual must do his own
love-making." Now we can find no particular importance of a constructive nature in the statement that ragtime "is
original with Americans-it is their own creation." It seems to us that we may have as good reason to deplore this fact
as we have to support it. And furthermore, a "people" does not create its own artist art is created for it by a unique
thing called genius. From a poetic standpoint it is all very pretty to think of a people winding their common joys,
fears, hopes and sorrows into beautiful verse and song, but, as a matter of cold fact, if art had to depend upon this
sort of thing there would be precious little art in the world today. Art is ninety-nine times out of a hundred the record
of one man's emotions, nothing more, nothing less. Wagner loved, Wagner wrote, "Tristan," and the world is richer
for a supreme piece of autobiography.
However, let us follow the advocate of the idiomatic speech to greater length. Take the following for
example: "Conservative estimates show that there are at least 50,000000 copies of popular music sold in this country
yearly and a goodly portion of it is in ragtime. You may take it as certain that if many millions of people persist in
liking something that has not been recognized by the schools, there is vitality in that thing." Now what is the
inevitable answer to this-an answer that springs automatically into our consciousness? As we see it-we may be
absolutely wrong; it is not easy to see clearly-the answer is so trite, so shiny at the elbows from much wear and tear
that we hesitate to use it. We should say, however, that we cannot accept as significant the tastes of the majority in so
far as art has had to contend from time immemorial against precisely this demoralizing and disheartening handicap.
Human nature instinctively responds to the tawdry, the fictitious, the cheap and the easily comprehended. It is almost
entirely deficient in discrimination. Nine hundred and ninety-nine people out of every thousand will invariably select
the very worst picture in an exhibition for their approval. Nine hundred and ninety-nine people out of every thousand
will prefer the winter Garden to Hauptmann's "Weavers." And you musicians who may seek to hobnob with
democracy over this matter, do not forget that if we carry the vote of the majority into active service, we must be
prepared to acknowledge "Butterfly" a greater work than "Tristan." There is, of course, the interesting possibility
that if the 10,000,000 Americans who buy the 50,000,000 copies of ragtime a year had as good an opportunity to
hear the "Tannhauser" Overture or the "Ride of the Valkyries" as they have to hear the "Robert E. Lee," they might
grow to like it very nearly if not quite as well. Personally we do not think that they would. Personally, we are
skeptical on the question of public taste. However, that is another matter. For the present let us consider the
following: "The attitude toward folk-music at the beginning of the nineteenth century was very similar. A Russian
folk-song was no less scorned in the court of Catherine the Great than a ragtime song in our studios today. Yet
Russian folk-song became the basis of some of the most vigorous art-music of the past century, and no musician
speaks of it today except in terms of respect." Let us sit down quietly and think this over. First, are we not struck
with a sense of the incongruous in this coupling of Russian folk-song with American ragtime? Without for a moment
presuming to possess anything other than a merely superficial knowledge of the historical aspects of Russian folk
music, we are yet nevertheless tempted to think of it as a thing come down out of the fantastic superstitions, the
homely, frugal hopes and fears of a primitive people who had not lost touch with the purifying influences of Earth. It
seems to us that there is an irreconcilable difference between a people's song which has grown out of an
unsophisticated soil, and a people's song which has grown out of pavements, vaudevilles and cabarets. But let that
pass. What we are really interested in is the statement that this Russian folk-song "because the basis of some of the
most vigorous art-music amount to? Coming right down to the gist of the matter, in just what does Russia's
contribution to the world's music consist of? Glink? Moussorgsky? Borodin? Balakirev? Cui? etc. In other words
does it consist of the contributions made to it by those men who, repudiating alien influences, set themselves to the
task of exploiting a music of the people for the people? At first glance you may answer affirmatively. You may
advance "Boris Godunow" as an instance of a triumphant expression of nationalism in music. Your point may be
well taken. Personally, we do not agree with you. We may be absolutely wrong in the matter, but for our part we are
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skeptical of the present prestige of this interesting work. We believe its appeal is made to one's sense of, to one's
temporary interest in the curious and the unique. Quite frankly, is it not rather an interesting spectacle than that thing
which an enduring art must be, a valid and a satisfying emotional appeal? Is it not, in the last analysis, a work of a
potential greatness rather than a work of an actual greatness? We think it is. So far as we can see, Russia has given
the world one musician and one musician only who is, in the last analysis, worthy to be ranked with the great
composers of all time-Tchaikovsky; he who was censured his whole life long for his cosmopolitan tendencies; he
whose sterling intelligence rebelled at the petty dilettantism exhibited by the dabblers in national color, (the
Borodins, Moussorgskys etc. who could theorize to perfection, but who could not complete unaided ten bars of
correct counterpoint);he who is great because his temperament was great and because an impeccable scholarliness
allowed him to express that temperament with consummate accuracy; he who-to sum up-is Russia's pre-eminent
composer not because of Russia but because of Self. And when we are told that "you cannot tell an American
composer's art-song from any mediocre art-song the world over," it occurs to us to wonder if one of the great songs
of all time, Tchaikovsky's "Nur were die Sensucht Kennt" is any the less great because it is a mood and a kind of
musical language common to the whole world and not peculiar to a locality.
There is another aspect of the matter very little dwelt upon, but, we think, holding a considerable
significance. What shall we say is the particular status of the musician who persistently relies upon material other
than his? With all the best intentions in the world we cannot count Mr. Percy Grainger, for example, a great creative
musician on the strength of his "Irish Tune from County Derry." He is not in this particular instance the creator of a
new beauty, he has merely rearranged a beauty that already existed. Nor is it possible to contend that a Chopin
mazurka bears the unimpeachable testimony to the genius of Chopin that is borne by a Chopin prelude, etude, or
ballade. The mazurka is a clever and often a very beautiful putting together of certain clearly defined national
characteristics of a melodic and rhythmic nature; the prelude, the etude, the ballade are a coming into the world of a
something that had not been there before, a new loveliness self-conceived, an emanation from that indefinable
essence in man we call the spiritual. To compare for a moment the relative merits of a composition such as the D
Minor Prelude, the G minor Ballade, the B minor and C sharp minor Scherzos, the F minor, C minor and A minor
Etudes from opus 25 (compositions absolutely lacking in the faintest trace of national color) with a Chopin mazurka
is sheer, unadulterated nonsense. From the standpoint of a mere loveliness, perhaps you cannot prove the mazurka
any the less worthy. But it is fairly obvious that the amount of imagination, concentration, inventive genius,
constructive ability, etc. displayed in the D minor Prelude, the G minor Ballade, etc. is incomparably superior to the
amount of these qualities that is displayed in the mazurka. After all, the man who conceives his own theme, his own
manner, and his own musical architecture, must be credited a more valuable contributor to the progress of his art
than the man who, however felicitous his methods, contents himself with a mere co-ordinating and amplifying of
what others have suggested.
One other point occurs to us; we jot it down for what it may be worth. Our writer from whom we quote
makes the interesting observation that when you walk up and down the street of an American city you feel in its jerk
and rattle a personality different from that of any European capital. "This is American. It is in our life and it helps to
form our characters and condition our mode of action. It should have expression in art, simply because any people
must express itself if it is to know itself. No European music can or possibly could express this American
personality. Ragtime, I believe, does express it. It is today the one true American music." Setting aside the fallacy to
which we have previously alluded-the fallacy that a people expresses itself in art-let us ask ourselves when and where
music began to express the personality of peoples and of cities? Furthermore, is "jerk and rattle" all we have to offer
in the way of a national personality? Does ragtime conclusively sum up our American temperament? Take, for
example, that chilly, sweet, reticent, grave New England spirit that Mr. Dwight W. Tryon places so consummately
upon canvas; take, for example, the bucolic spirit of those benign golden uplands, those broken, forsaken autumn
lands that Mr. J. Francis Murphy paints with so exquisite an artistry. Will ragtime express these things? We hardly
think so. Nor would we rely exclusively upon ragtime to furnish us with a musical delineation of that man who is, in
the estimation of most of us, the typical American of all time-Abraham Lincoln. Personally, we can think of a few
bars of Beethoven which might not inappropriately convey something to us of the cordial, frank supremacy, the
earth-bigness of the man's soul, but somehow we do not hear this personality represented by-let us say the music of
Mr. Irving Berlin.
The fundamental error committed by these writers on nationality in art is the assumption that art expresses
and must express nationality. Will they never learn that art is a personal not a national matter, that art is only
incidentally concerned with nationality, and is in no way, shape or form under obligation to represent the
characteristics of a nation? From a psychological standpoint it may be possible to argue that the artist comes into the
world with a prenatal accumulation of native influences and reactions back of his work; but to say that the supreme
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music of the world owes anything to or is representative in the slightest degree of nationality is to say something that
is absolutely, ridiculously and demonstrably incorrect. One may-as the writer does, for example-treasure certain
instances in music of a national expression. For our part we know no music more wistful, endearing and
inexpressibly, tenderly sad than certain moments in the second and last movements of Tchaikovsky's Fourth
Symphony. As a matter of fact, there are a few bars in this Symphony which we sometimes think come closer to us
than any other music in all Tchaikovsky. But that is not the point. Aside from your preferences or our preferences the
indisputable fact remains that you will not find a trace of national color in any music that the world calls a preeminently great music. Furthermore the claim is made here that if you or ninety-nine people out of a hundred entered
a concert hall and heard nine-tenths of the music of the world without a previous knowledge of the identity of the
composer, you would be unable to tell whether the music was German, French, Russian or Esquimaux. Take any
theme you choose from "Tristan" and say if you can that it is representatively German or that it owes anything to the
influence of German folk-music. "Tristan" is no more representatively German than Shakespeare's "Hamlet" is
representatively English Both are great works of art solely and simply because both are consummate summing up of
emotions which the world retains a perpetual curiosity about and a large propensity for feeling. An interest in
nationalism in music mostly consists in a perfunctory rising to one's feet when the national anthem is played. The
music that is applauded in the concert halls of the world, the music that the world treasures in its memory is music
that speaks of and is inspired by those two predominant incentives back of all art-love and grief.
If our symphonies and our opera of the future will be written in ragtime what shall we do for a "Tristan" or
a sixth symphony? If our future symphonies and opera are to be written in ragtime, our future poetry and prose will,
we presume, be written in the colloquialisms of Mr. George M. Cohan. Is America so deficient emotionally and
intellectually that rhythm and slang alone may express it? Or are we, perchance, on the threshold of a great upheaval
in esthetic values? Must we abjure our belief in what we had previously supposed to be an essential characteristic of
great art, that is shall represent a universal rather than a local emotion? If we are to heed these advocates of
nationalism in art we shall rank Synge's "Playboy of the Western world" a greater conception than "Hamlet" or
"Lear," we shall cross Byron, Shelley, Keats and Swinburne from the list of English poets, because they are not
characteristically English, and repudiating Poe as a eligible factor in our literature because of his lack of a national
expression, we shall enthrone Mr. Ade in his place.

1916 - FOLK LORE SOCIETY OF TEXAS
THE "BLUES" AS FOLK-SONGS by Dorothy Scarborough - There are fashions in music as in anything
else, and folk-song presents no exception to the rule. For the last several years the most popular type of Negro song
has been that peculiar, barbaric sort of melody called "blues," with its irregular rhythm, its lagging briskness, its
mournful liveliness of tone. It has a jerky tempo, as of a cripple dancing because of some irresistible impulse. A
"blues" (or does one say a "blue?"-What is the grammar of the thing?) likes to end its stanza abruptly, leaving the
listener expectant for more, though, of course, there is no fixed law about it. One could scarcely imagine a
convention of any kind in connection with the Negroid free music. It is partial to the three line stanza instead of the
customary one of four or more, and it ends with a high note that has the effect of incompleteness. The close of a
stanza comes with a shock like the whip-crack surprise at the end of an O. Henry story, for instance-a cheap trick, but
effective as a novelty. Blues sing of themes remote from those of the old spirituals, and their incompleteness of
stanza makes the listener gasp, and perhaps fancy that the censor has deleted the other line.
Blues, being widely published as sheet music in the North as well as the South, and sung in vaudeville
everywhere, would seem to have little relation to authentic folk-music of the Negroes. But in studying the question, I
had a feeling that it was more or less connected with Negro folk-song, and I tried to trace it back to its origin.
Negroes and White people in the South referred me to W. C. Handy as the man who had put the bluing in
the blues. But how to locate him was a problem. He had started this indigo music in Memphis, it appeared, but was
there no longer. I heard of him as facing been in Chicago, and in Philadelphia, and at last as being in New York.
Inquiries from musicians brought out the fact that Handy is now manager of a music publishing company, of which
he is part owner, Page and Handy, and so my collaborator, la Gulledge, and I went to see him at his place.
To my question, "Have blues any relation to Negro folk-song?" Handy replied instantly, "Yes, they are folkmusic."
"Do you mean in the sense that a song is taken up by many singers who change and adapt it and add to it in
accordance with their own mood?" I asked. "That constitutes communal singing in part, at least."
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"I mean that and more," he responded. "That is true, of course, of the blues, as I'll illustrate a little later. But
blues are folk-songs in more ways than that. They are essentially racial-the ones that are genuine (though since they
became the fashion many blues have been written that are not Negro in character), and they have a basis in older
folk-song."
"A general or a specific basis?" I wished to know.
"Specific," he answered. "Each one of my blues is based on some old Negro song of the South, some folksong that I heard from my mammy when I was a child. Something that sticks in my mind, that I hum to myself when
I'm thinking about it. Some old song that is a part of the memories of my childhood and of my race. I can tell you the
exact song I used as a basis for any one of my blues. Yes, the blues that are genuine are really folk-songs."
I expressed an interest to know of some definite instance of what he meant, and for answer he picked up a
sheaf of music from his desk.
"Here's a thing called Joe Turner Blues," he said. "That is written around an old Negro song I used to hear
and play thirty or more years ago. In some sections it was called Going Down the River for Long, but in Tennessee it
was always Joe Turner. Joe Turner, the inspiration of the song, was a brother of Pete Turner, once governor of
Tennessee. He was an officer and he used to come to Memphis and get prisoners to carry them to Nashville after a
kangaroo court. When the Negroes said of any one, 'Joe Turner's been to town', they meant that the person in
question had been carried off hand-cuffed to be gone no telling how long."
I recalled a fragment of folk-song from the South which I had never before understood, but the meaning of
which was now clear enough:
"Dey tell me Joe Turner's come to town.
He's brought along one thousand links of chain,
He's gwine to have one nigger for each link.
He's gwine to have dis nigger for one link!"
Handy said that in writing the Joe Turner Blues he did away with the prison theme and played up a love
element, for in the song Joe Turner became not the dreaded sheriff but the absent lover.
Loveless Love, a blues which Handy calls a blues ballad, was, he said, based on an old song called Careless
Love, which narrated the death of the son of a governor of Kentucky. It had the mythical "hundred stanzas" and was
widely current in the South, especially in Kentucky, a number of years ago. Handy in his composition gives a general
philosophy of love instead of telling a tragic story as the old song did.
Long Gone has its foundation in another old Kentucky song, which tells of the efforts a certain Negro made
to escape a Joe Turner who was pursuing him. Bloodhounds were on his trail and were coming perilously close,
while he was dodging and doubling on his tracks in a desperate effort to elude them. At last he ran into an empty
barrel that chanced to be lying on its side in his path. He sprang out and away again. When the blood-hounds a few
seconds later trailed him into the barrel, they were nonplused for a while, and by the time they had picked up the
scent again, the darkey had escaped.
The song was printed as broadside. I reproduce by permission the words. It is interesting to note that the
chorus varies with some verses, while it remains the same for others.
"LONG GONE"
Another "Casey Jones' or "Steamboat Bill"
Everybody is singing
"Long Gone"
With These Seven Years
Eventually you will sing "Long Gone" with a hundred verses First Verse:
Did you ever hear the story of Long John Dean,
A bold bank robber from Bowling Green,
Sent to the jailhouse yesterday,
Late last night he made his getaway.
CHORUS
He's long gone from Kentucky,
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Long gone, ain't he lucky,
Long gone and what I mean,
He's long gone from bowling Green.
etc.
Handy said that his blues were folk-songs also in that they are based on folk-sayings and express the racial
life of the Negroes. "For example," he said, "the Yellow Dog Blues takes its name from the term the Negroes give
the Yazoo Delta Railroad. Clarksville colored people speak of the Yellow Dog because one day when some one
asked a darkey what the initials Y. D. on a freight train stood for, he scratched his head reflectively and answered: 'I
dunno, less'n it's for Yellow Dog.'" Another one of his blues came from an old mammy's mournful complaint, "I
wonder whar my good ole used to be is!'
He says that presently he will write a blues on the idea contained in a monologue he overheard a negro
address to his mule on a Southern street not long ago. The animal was balky, and the driver expostulated with him
after this fashion:
"G'wan dere, you mule! You ack lack you ain' want to wuck. Wel, you is a mule, an' you got to wuck. Dat's
whut you git fo' bein' a mule. Ef you was a 'ooman, now, I'd be wuckin' fo' you!"
The St. Louis Blues, according to its author, is a composite, made up of racial sayings in dialect. For
instance, the second stanza has its origin in a Negro's saying, "I've got to go to see Aunt Ca'line Dye," meaning to get
his fortune told, for at Newport there was a well-known fortune teller by that name. "Got to go to Newport to see
aunt Ca'line Dye" means to consult the colored oracle.
Been to de Gypsy to get mah fortune tole,
To de Gypsy done got mah fortune tole,
"Cause I'se wile about mah Jelly Roll.
Gypsy done tole me, 'Don't you wear no black'
Yas, she done tole me, 'Don't you wear no black.
Go to St. Louis, you can win him back.'
I asked Handy if the blues were a new musical invention, and he said, "No. They are essentially of our race
and our people have been singing like that for many years. But they have been publicly developed and exploited in
the last few years. I was the first to publish any of them or to develop this special type by name," He brought out his
Memphis Blues, his first "blues" song, in 1910, he said.
The fact that the blues were a form of folk-singing before Handy published his, is corroborated by various
persons who have discussed the matter with me, and in Texas the Negroes have been fond of them for a long time.
Early Busby, now a musician in New York, says that the shifts of Negroes working at his father's brickyard in East
Texas years ago, used to sing constantly at their tasks and were particularly fond of the blues.
Handy commented on several points in connection with the blues-for instance, the fact that they are, he
says, all in one tone, but with different movements according to the time in which they are written. The theme of this
modern folk-music is, according to Handy, the Negro's emotional feeling apart from the religious. As is well
recognized, the negro normally is a person of strong religious moods,-but they do not reveal all his nature. The
Negro has longings, regrets, despondencies and hopes that affect him strongly, but are not connected with religion.
The blues, therefore, may be said to voice his secular interests and emotions as sincerely as the spirituals do the
religious. Handy said that the blues express the Negro's two-fold nature, the grave and the gay, reveal his ability to
appear the opposite of what he is.
"Most White people think that the Negro is always cheerful and lively, he explained. "But he isn't, though
he can be that way sometimes when he is most troubled in mind. The Negro knows the blues as a state of mind, and
that's why this music has that name,"
Handy said that the blues were unlike conventional, composed music, but like primitive folk-music in that
they have only five tones, like the folk-songs of slavery times, using the pentatonic scale, omitting the fourth and
seventh tones. He added that while most blues are racial expressions of negro life, the form has been imitated
nowadays in songs that are not racial.
The blues, Handy pointed out, represent a certain stage in Negro music. "About forty years ago such songs
as Golden Slippers were sung. That was written by a colored man but is not a real folk-song. At about that time all
the songs of the Negro liked to speak of golden streets and give bright pictures of heaven. Then about twenty years
ago the desire was all for coon songs. Now the tendency is toward blues. They are not, as I have said, a new thing
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among the Negroes, for they were sung in the south before the piano was accessible to the Negroes, though they were
not so well known as now."
It is not often that a student of folk-songs can have such authentic information given as to the music in the
making, for most of the songs are studied and their value and interest realized only long after the ones who started
them have died or been forgotten. Rarely can one trace a movement in folk-song so clearly, and so I am grateful for
the chance of talking with the man most responsible for the blues.
Even though specific blues may start indeed as sheet music, composed by identifiable authors, they are
quickly caught up by popular fancy and so changed by oral transmission that one would scarcely recognize the
relation between the originals and the final results-if any results ever could be considered final. Each singer adds
something of his own mood or emotion or philosophy, till the composite is truly a communal composition. It will be
noted in this connection that the song called "Long Gone" announces of itself that while it is first published in seven
verses, people will soon be sing it "with one hundred verses." (Negroes ordinarily speak of a stanza as a verse.) The
colored man appropriates his music as the White person rarely does.
Blues also may spring up spontaneously, with no known origin in print, so far as an investigator can tell.
They are found everywhere in the South, expressing Negro reactions to every concept of elemental life. Each town
has its local blues, no aspect of life being without its expression in song. Here, as in much of the Negro's folk-song,
there is sometimes little connection between the stanzas. The colored mind is not essentially logical, and the folksong shows considerable lack of coherence in thought. Unrelated ideas are likely to be brought together, and stanzas
from one song or from several may be put in with what the singer starts with, if they chance to have approximately
the same number of syllables to the line. Even that requirement isn't held to, for a Negro in his singing can crowd
several syllables into one note, or expand one syllable to cover half a dozen notes. The exigencies of scansion worry
him but slightly.
The Texas Negroes are especially fond of blues, and, as I have said, were singing them for years before
handy made them popular in print. W. P. Webb published, in an article in the Journal of American Folk-Lore, some
years ago what he called a sort of epic of the Negro, which the singer called Railroad Blues, which didn't stick to one
subject, even so popular a one as a railroad, but left the track to discuss many phases of life. Fragments of blues float
in from every side, expressive of all conceivable aspects of the Negro's existence, economic, social, domestic,
romantic, and so forth.
Morton Adams Marshall sends an admirable specimen from Little Rock, Arkansas, which, however, was
taken down in southern Louisiana, reflecting one black man's bewilderment over the problems of love.
DON'CHER LOOK AT ME, CA'LINE!
Don'cher look at me, Ca'line, Don 'cher look at me.
You done busted up many a po' niggah's heart,
But you ain't a-goin' to bust up mine!
Oh, it's hahd to love, an' it's might hahd to leave,
But it's hahder to make up yo' mind!
A fragment sent by Mrs. Cammilla Breazeale, of Louisiana, expresses an extreme case of
depression, without assigning any cause for it.
Ah got de blues, Ah got de blues,
Ah got de blues so doggoned bad,
But Ah'm too damn mean-I can't cry!
A good many of these fugitive songs have to do with love, always excuse enough for metrical melancholy
when it is unrequited or misplaced. Mrs. Tom K. Bartlett, of Marlin, Texas, sends two specimens having to do with
romance of a perilous nature. The first one is brief, expressing the unhappiness felt by a "creeper," as the colored
man who intrudes into another's home is called.
Baby, I can't sleep, neither can I eat.
Round your bedside I'm goin to creep.
Four o'clock, baby, four o'clock.
I'll make it in about four o'clock.
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Mrs. Bartlett says of the next: "You will brand me as a shameless woman when you read this. I wrote it
without a blush, however, and say that I have read as bad or worse is classic verse and fiction."
Late last night when the moon shone bright,
Felt dizzy about my head, Rapped on my door
Heard my baby roar, "Honey, I'se gone to bed!"
"Get up and let me in, 'case you know it is a sin.
Honey, you haven't treated me right.
I paid your big house-rent
When you didn't have a cent."
"Got to hunt a new home tonight!"
CHORUS
"Baby, if you 'low me one more change!
I've always treated you right. Baby, if you 'low me
One more change! I' goin' to stay with you tonight!
Baby, if you 'low me one more chance
I'll take you to a ball in France. One kind favor I ask of you,
'Low me one more chance!" Then this coon begin to grin,
hand in his pocket, pulls out a ten
The her eyes begin to dance, "Baby, I'll 'low you one more chance!"
The central character in a ditty sent by Louise Garwood, of Houston, advocates adoption of more bellicose
methods in dealing with the fair dark sex. No wheedling or bribing on his part!
Ef yore gal gits mad an' tries to bully you-u-u,
Ef yore gal gits mad an' tries to bully you,
Jes' take yore automatic an' shoot her through an' through, Jes' take yore automatic an' shoot her through an'
through!
A similar situation of a domestic nature is expressed in a song given by Gladys Torregano, of Straight
College, New Orleans, through the courtesy of Worth Tuttle Hedden.
A burly coon you know who took his clothes an' go,
Come back las' night But his wife said, "Honey,
I's done wid coon. I'se gwine to pass for white."
This coon he look sad, He was afraid to look mad,
but his wife said, "Honey, I can't take you back.
You wouldn't work, so now you lost your home."
CHORUS
Oh, my little baby, Do you make me go!
I'll try an' get me a job, ef you'll 'low me a show.
All crap-shooters I will shun. When you buy chicken,
all I want is the bone; When you buy beer
I'll be satisfy with the foam. I work both night and day,
I'll be careful of what I say, Oh,
Baby, let me bring my clothes back home!
"Oh, Baby, 'low me a chance! You can even wear my pants.
Don't you give me the sack. I'll be quiet as a mouse.
All round the house. If you'll take me back,
Tell the world I ain't shook, I'll even be the cook
I won't refuse to go out in the snow," "Don't you tell, my little ink-stand,
Life's dreaming is over. So there's the door, and don't you come back no more!"
Mrs. Bartlett contributes another that describes the woes of unrequited love, which she says
was sung by a colored maid she had some years ago.
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Ships in de oceans, Rocks in de sea,- Blond-headed woman made a fool out of me!
Oh, tell me how long I'll have to wait! Oh, tell me, honey, Don't hesitate!
I ain't no doctor, nor no doctor's son, but I can cool your fever till the doctor comes.
Oh, tell me how long I'll have to wait! Oh, tell me, honey, Don't hesitate!
I got a woman, She's long and tall, sits in her kitchen with her feet in the hall!
Oh, tell me how long I'll have to wait! Oh, tell me honey, don't hesitate!
A brief song from Texas uses rather vigorous metaphors in addressing some one.
You keep a-talkin' till you make me think. Your daddy was a bull-dog,
your mammy was amink. Oh, ho, Baby, take a one on me!
You keep a-talkin' till you make me mad, I talk about yore mammy mighty scandalous bad.
Oh, ho, Baby, take a one on me!
A Negro lover does not sonnet his sweetheart's eyebrows, but he addresses other hymns to her charms, as in
the blues reported by Professor W. H. Thomas, of College Station.
A brown-skinned woman and she's chocolate to the bone
A brown-skinned woman and she smells like a toilet soap.
A black-skinned woman and she smells like a billy-goat.
A brown-skinned woman makes a freight train slip and slide.
A brown-skinned woman makes an engine stop and blow.
A brown-skinned woman makes a bull-dog break his chain.
A brown-skinned woman makes a preacher lay his Bible down.
I married a woman; she was even tailor-made.
The colored man in a song sent by Mrs. Buie, of Marlin, obviously had reason for his lowness of spirits. Po'
Lil'l Ella is a favorite in East Texas saw-mill districts.
I'll tell you something that bothers my mind,
Po' Li'l Ella laid down and died. (twice)
I wouldn't 'a' minded little Ella dyin'
but she left three chillun.(twice)
Judge, you done me wrong,ninety-nine years is sho' too long!(twice)
Howard Snyder heard one of the workers on his plantation in Mississippi singing the following song, which
could not be called entirely a paean of praise for life.
I WISH I HAD SOME ONE TO CALL MY OWN
I'm tired of workin', but I can't fly. I wish I had some one to take my care
I wish I had someone to call my own, I'm tired of livin' an' I don't want to die;
I'm tired of coffee and I'm tired of tea, I'm tired of you, an' you're tired of me.
I'm so tired of livin, I don't know what to do;
You're tired of me an' I'm tired of you.
I'm tired of eatin' an' I'm tired of sleepin'']'; I,
tired of yore beatin' an' I'm tired of yore creepin'.
I'm so tired of livin' I don't know what to do;
I'm sotired of givin' an' I've done done my do.
I done done my do, an' I can't do no mo';
I've got no money an' I've got no hoe.
I'm so tired of livin' I don't know what to do;
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You're tired of mean' I'm tired of you.
Other interests of the colored man's life beside love are shown in another song from Professor
Thomas' monograph. Note the naive confusion of figures in the first stanza, "a hard card to
roll."
JACK O' DIAMONDS
Jack o' Diamonds, Jack o' Diamonds, Jack o" Diamonds is a hard card to roll.
Says, whenever I get in jail, Jack o' Diamonds goes my bail;
And I never, Lord, I never, Lord, I never was so hard up before. (Three additional verses)
The music for "A Brown-skinned Woman," "Baby, I Can't Sleep," and "Jack o' Diamonds" is here
reproduced.

And so the blues go on, singing of all conceivable interests of the Negro, apart from his religion, which is
adequately taken care of in his spirituals and other religious songs. These fleeting informal stanzas, rhymed or in free
verse that might fit in with the most liberate of verse-libertine schools of poetry, these tunes that are haunting and yet
elusive within bars, have a robust vitality lacking in more sophisticated metrical movements. One specimen of blues
speaks of its own tune, saying "the devil brought it but the Lord sent it." At least, it is here and has its own interest,
both as music and as a sociological manifestation. Politicians and statesmen and students of political economy who
discuss the Negro problems in perplexed, authoritative fashion, would do well to study the folk-music of the colored
race as expressing its feelings and desires, not revealed in direct message to the whites. Folk-poetry and folk-song
express the heart of any people, and the friends of the Negro see in his various types of racial song both the best and
the worst of his life.

1917 - RAGTIME REVIEW -MARCH
Ragtime is distinguished only by its rhythm. No mere rhythmic formula is capable of creating a tradition in
music. No technical definition can enclose the ragtime tradition, or even its rhythmic formula. For about this
tradition there have grown accretions of formulae, melodic, harmonic and rhythmic, which have made American
ragtime distinct from any other popular music in the world. All these, taken together with the animating spirit (how
shall we describe that spirit except to call it the Rag?) Make ragtime. But the singer may reply that though the music
be worth the experiment, the "lyrics" are impossible; to offer songs sung in the slang of the streets would be too
much. Here I simply can't agree. Since when has the dialect song been ruled out of the concert hall? What futuristic
critic has decreed that nonsense words are improper to folk-song and popular poetry? These lyrics are good just in so
far as they are characteristic and eloquent of the people whom they express, and I am sure that the singer need not go
far to discover verses that are aglow with the life and imagery of the Mississippi Negro or the Sixth Avenue clerk. He
will find characteristic verse of a high order in The Memphis Blues or Roll dem Cotton Bales. But take the poetry of
Sixth Avenue at its baldest; then take the poetry of the American "art-song" as it appears in hundreds of forms: and
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ask yourself which one a supposedly healthy people must prefer: "How many times do I love thee, dear? Tell me
how many thoughts there be in the atmosphere Of a new-fallen year, whose white and sable hours appear The latest
flake of Eternity; so many times do I love thee, dear." With this lyric in praise of love, contrast the following, in
praise of the grand piano: "When a green Tetrazine starts to warble, I grow cold as an old piece of marble, I allude
to the crude little party singer who don't know when to pause." Why should the self-respecting singer be ashamed to
sing the dialect of Sixth Avenue any more than the dialect of Kipling's English Tommy? Is a dialect "literature" when
its home is across the ocean, and "vulgarity" when its home is around the corner? The professional singer might,
however, mistrust a ragtime programme on the score of monotony. Ragtime is, after all, but a single rhythm and
expresses, in general, but a single mood-that of care-free happiness. But the monotony resides more on the surface,
and in the conventional methods of playing ragtime, than in the literature of ragtime as the singer has it spread out
before him. From the most furious allegro, down to the gentlest allegretto, its rhythms include all nuances of tempo.
Among the various "blues" there are even andante movements, in which the rag is no more than the ripple on the
surface of the placid water. The rag of Broadway ranges from boisterous merrymaking to insinuating sensuality, but
the Negro has extended the rhythm to express moods of pathos and homesickness. Musicians have generally failed to
recognize how flexible and adaptable the rag rhythm is. But if the singer is afraid of a monotonous effect."
WHAT IS A JASS BAND? by Gill. The much-talked of Jazz Band has created no little excitement since
they were given the positions of the so-called legitimate musicians. But the real truth is that the average musician and
the general public do not know what a Jazz Band is and why they have been so named. First I might ask that you,
dear reader, make a search in your dictionary and see if you can find the word Jazz. You will then be convinced that
there is no such word, and you will not find one person out of one hundred that could tell you what the word meant
other than it is a slang word of the underworld. To those who are one-step and fox-trot crazed the word when
mentioned will at once express the style of music that is most desired, and if asked to explain what kind of music this
refers to and you were forced to eliminate the word 'Jazz' you would at once say: "Oh, the kind with that er-a-" and
for lack of words begin snapping your fingers and go through the fox-trot step in order to impress upon you
questioner your meaning.
It is known fact that the negro possesses a different rhythm from any other nationality and that he has the
natural ability to apply this rhythmical swing to anything that he is capable of doing, and more so if he finds
enjoyment in his undertaking. Some of the best business musicians of the white race are at a loss to understand why
there is such a vast difference in the way they play a rag number and the way their colored brother plays the same
rag. The secret is that one plays the music note for note, and in a mechanical manner while the other will improvise
at times and be governed by his own ideas as to his style of playing. He will almost unconsciously pay as much, if
not more attention to the musicians surrounding him than he does the music. The result is that by each man following
this method they soon learn to quickly grasp the other fellow's rhythm. Did you ever hear a colored bunch play out of
time? You may have, but I dare say that they were not playing a rag.
In New Orleans the white people wanted that certain rhythm to be played at their dances, and for a while
they could not find enough colored musicians to supply their demands. The white musicians at once started to try and
play like the "Jigs," and finally there were many with a good ear and a fair understanding of music to not only equal,
but surpass the standard that was required to meet the demands of the dancing public. Still they were known as dance
orchestras. A would-be cafe proprietor, in order to outshine the lesser lights of the cabaret world, went to New
Orleans and imported five white boys that were at that time engaged at the Pup Cafe. They set the town afire with
noise and when the smoke cleared away it was found that they could not read, but were a bunch of good fakirs.
They were heralded as the "real Jazz band" playing "real southern Jazz." The "real southern Jazz" was
nothing more nor less than a few of those darky melodies played as raggy as possible with each man slurring and
making as many discords as they could while slipping and sliding to the melody of whatever they were trying to play.
The public went wild over them for a short while. It appeared strange that there were no musicians in
Chicago that played the new kind of Jazz music. Someone asked for one of the latest popular melodies, and right
there they died.
The boys got together and started to playing all the "Blues" they could find and the result was that the
public at once arrived at the conclusion that there were musicians right here that could play that wonderful Jazz
music, hence the cabaret that has not a Jazz Band these days is not considered up-to-date, and the musicians that
these Jazz bands are composed of are some of our best business musicians who are playing Jazz music and don't
know it.
The next Jazz Band you have the pleasure of hearing will convince you that my argument is plausible. They
are like eggs. However, some good and some bad.
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1917 - NEW ORLEANS PICAYUNE - JUNE 17
JAZZ AND JAZZISM: Why is the jazz music, and, therefore, the jazz band? As well ask why is the dime
novel or the grease-dripping doughnut? All are manifestations of a low streak in man's tastes that has not yet come
out in civilization's wash. Indeed, one might go farther, and say that jazz music in the indecent story syncopated and
counter-pointed. Like the improper anecdote, also, in its youth, it was listened to blushingly behind closed doors and
drawn curtains, but, like all vice, it grew bolder until it dared decent surroundings, and there was tolerated because of
its oddity.
We usually think of people as either musical or nonmusical, as if there were a simple line separating two
great classes. The fact is, however, that there are many mansions in the house of the muses. There is first the great
assembly hall of melody - where most of us take our seats at some time in our lives - but a lesser number pass on to
inner sanctuaries of harmony, where the melodic sequence, the "tune," as it most frequently is called, has infinitely
less interest than the blending of notes into chords so that the combining wave-lengths will give new aesthetic
sensations. This inner court of harmony is where nearly all the truly great music is enjoyed.
In the house there is, however, another apartment, properly speaking, down in the basement, a kind of
servants' hall of rhythm. It is there we hear the hum of the Indian dance, the throb of the Oriental tambourines and
kettledrums, the clatter of the clogs, the click of Slavic heels, the thumpt-tumpty of the negro banjo, and, in fact, the
native dances of a world. Although commonly associated with melody, and less often with harmony also, rhythm is
not necessarily music, and he who loves to keep time to the pulse of the orchestral performance b patting his foot
upon the theater floor is not necessarily a music lover. The ultra-modernists in composition go so far as to pronounce
taboo upon rhythm, and even omit the perpendicular line on their bars of written music, so that the risk of a
monotonous pulsation is done away with.
Prominently, in the basement hall of rhythm, is found rag-time, and of those most devoted to cult of the
displaced accent there has developed a brotherhood of those who, devoid of harmonic and even of melodic instinct,
love to fairly wallow in noise. On certain natures sound loud and meaningless has an exciting, almost an intoxicating
effect, like crude colors and strong perfumes, the sight of flesh or the sadic pleasure in blood. To such as these the
jazz music is a delight, and a dance to the unstable bray of the sackbut gives a sensual delight more intense and quite
different from the languor of a Viennese waltz or the refined sentiment and respectful emotion of an eighteenth
century minuet.
In the matter of the jazz, New Orleans is particularly interested, since it has been widely suggested that this
particular form of musical vice had its birth in this city - that it came, in fact, from doubtful surroundings in our
slums. We do not recognize the honor of parenthood, but with such a story in circulation, it behooves us to be last to
accept the atrocity in polite society, and where it has crept in we should make it a point of civic honor to suppress it.
Its musical value in nil, and its possibilities of harm a regrete.

1917 - SEVEN ARTS - JULY
TWO VIEWS OF RAGTIME - I . A MODEST PROPOSAL by Kelly Moderwell -There is a large
professional class in this country devoted to the business of complaining that American music is given no
recognition. It has been estimated that the food which this class consumes would support a whole arm corps in the
trenches and that its hats, if placed end to end, would reach from the Battery to the Bronx. How accurate these
estimates are I cannot say, but it is certain that the complaint, which was articulate ten years ago, has diminished not
a bit up to the present day.
It is astonishing how little imagination, how little courage, this class can show. They have neither a sense of
advertising values nor an appreciation of musical history. They beg a patriotic recognition for works quite lacking in
distinction, and ignore all the original music that exists in this country.
Some time ago a singer (she was not of the class mentioned) asked me to suggest some typical American
songs for her programmes. She had done valuable service in introducing to American audiences the folk-music and
the newer songs of Russia, and was going abroad to perform a reciprocal service for America. She was to appear
before audiences quite ignorant of American music and eager for new and vivid impressions. I suggested a group of
the best ragtime songs. She thought I was trying to be funny.
To the professional American musicians, ragtime simply does not exist. They give it no more recognition
than if it were the beating of tom-toms outside a side-show. Not recognizing its existence they cannot distinguish the
better from the worse. Because most of the ragtime pieces they hear are feeble (As Heaven knows most American
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music is feeble) they lump the whole art in one and call it "vicious" or "Vulgar." What an argument they use against
themselves in that word "vulgar" they never guess. It is an old thought to most of us that the art of the vulgus, the
people, is the material for national expression. Dante, creating his "Divine Comedy" from the vulgar language,
Balakireff creating a national school of music from the vulgar songs, are classic instances. The despised and rejected
of today becomes the accepted of another generation. But even this analogy does not tempt the patriotic American
musician to open his ears to the vulgar music of his land and age. Such distinguished visitors as Ernest Bloch and
Percy Grainger are delighted and impressed by American ragtime; foreign peoples accord it a jolly respect. Only the
native-born, foreign-educated musician scorns and deplores it.
Admittedly the greater part of ragtime music is pretty bad. But this is only to say that the greater part of
current production in any art is weak and inferior. The prevailing snap judgment concerning ragtime is false not only
because it judges the whole from the average, but also (and more particularly) because it overlooks the peculiar
qualities of the thing it judges. Any reviewer of music (commonly called a "critic") knows that not more than onethird of his business is to appraise or "criticize." The other two-thirds is to report and describe. If he hears a concert
in which certain new and significant music is badly played, he does not dismiss it by saying that "yesterday's concert
was a bad one." His "story" is in the fact that new and important music has had its first performance; the quality of
the performance is of secondary importance. If he misses the real "story" he has "fallen down on his assignment."
And I charge that the professional American musician has fallen down on his assignment in failing to recognize
where the story lies in American popular music. He has failed to recognize that ragtime is a certain sort of music; he
has failed to perceive what in ragtime is new, distinctive, expressive, possibly creative. He has judged without
knowing what he is judging. Being unable to report, in good newspaper fashion, the elements of news in his story, he
is quite unable to separate the better from the worse, the significant from the imitative. There is, of course, plenty of
room for difference of opinion as to the musical value of ragtime; it may be as feeble as its enemies charge. But we
shall not accept the judgment of one who does not know properly what he is judging.
To me ragtime brings a type of musical experience which I can find in no other music. I find something
Nietzschean in its implicit philosophy that all the world's dance. I love the delicacy of its inner rhythms and the
largeness of its rhythmic sweeps. I like to think that it is the perfect expression of the American city, with its restless
bustle and motion, its multitude of unrelated details, and its underlying rhythmic progress toward a vague
Somewhere. Its technical resourcefulness continually surprises me, and its melodies, at their best, delight me. The
whole emotion is one of keen and carefree enjoyment of the present. In ragtime's own language, I find ragtime
"simply grand."
This is the feeling of one individual-one who was educated on Haydn, Beethoven and Mendelssohn. It
doesn't count for much as a judgment unless a great number of other persons, similarly educated on Haydn,
Beethoven and Mendelssohn, agree. But how shall they agree, except they hear? How shall they feel the musical
vitality of ragtime unless the musician separates the art from the bluster and noise that surrounds it? If I am at all
right in my judgment, ragtime will stand the test of the concert hall. And this is just what I am proposing-a ragtime
song recital. It is not enough to admit that ragtime is "good in its place." Ragtime should stand being brought out of
the cafe just as well as folk music stands being brought out from "behind the cows." I firmly believe that a ragtime
programme, well organized and well sung, would be delightful and stimulating to the best audience the community
could muster. But is there enough courage in the whole singing profession to make the experiment? I doubt it.
The very idea strikes terror in the average singer. To face an audience with an evening of trash! The average
singer's mind is pigeon-holed more than that of the most rigid theologian. The whole of musical literature is for him
divided into classifications, and what is not in them does not exist. The genius to trace music to its lair, to find and
reveal, is not taught in the schools. The singer has learned how Mozart should be sung, or Schubert, or Strauss. He
knows that ragtime sung this way would be vanity, futility. Therefore he cannot sing ragtime. At the most he
supposes that ragtime must be sung with the "vaudeville technique." But no particular technique is needed. There are
only two kinds of singing: good and bad. Ragtime must be well sung, that is all. By this I mean merely that the notes
must be sung as they are written, with pure tones and natural phrasing. The singer who has the technique to do this,
and the courage to attempt ragtime in public, will hardly fail to catch the special features of the music. But first of all
he must treat his music with complete respect. He must accord it at least as much respect as he would give to any of
those dreary "art-songs" that proceed by the dozen from the imitative pens of our recognized American composers.
With a reasonable amount of technical equipment, courage, and seriousness, I feel that I can guarantee him a success.
The musician will reply, with some justice, that ragtime is distinctive only in its rhythm, and that the
melody, where it is not conventional, is banal. Certainly the average ragtime tune is not a thing to be heard a second
time, and the best falls short of the rhythm in originality. But exactly the same charge could be leveled at the
impressionistic "art songs" of the last fifteen years. Their originality has resided in the harmony of their
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accompaniments; as melody they were nearly always undistinguished. This was not essential to the style any more
than in the case of ragtime; the voice part might well be better, and preferably would be. But the songs as units were
beautiful and distinctive and as such were justified. The same can be said for the best of ragtime. Then, too, by a
careful process of selection, the singer can discover many charming melodies. (Personally, I consider Irving Berlin,
the most creative melodies in America today.) Moreover, it is not true that ragtime is distinguished only by its
rhythm. No mere rhythmic formula is capable of creating a tradition in music. No technical definition can enclose the
ragtime tradition, or even its rhythmic formula. For about this tradition there have grown accretions of formulae,
melodic, harmonic and rhythmic, which have made American ragtime distinct from any other popular music in the
world. All these, taken together with the animating spirit (how shall we describe that spirit except to call it the Rag?)
make ragtime
But the singer may reply that though the music be worth the experiment, the "lyrics" are impossible; to offer
songs sung in the slang of the streets would be too much. Here I simply can't agree. Since when has the dialect song
been ruled out of the concert hall? What futuristic critic has decreed that nonsense words are improper to folk-song
and popular poetry? These lyrics are good just in so far as they are characteristic and eloquent of the people whom
they express, and I am sure that the singer need not go far to discover verses that are aglow with the life and imagery
of the Mississippi Negro or the Sixth Avenue clerk. He will find characteristic verse of a high order in The Memphis
Blues or Roll dem Cotton Bales. But take the poetry of Sixth Avenue at its baldest; then take the poetry of the
American "art-song" as it appears in hundreds of forms: and ask yourself which one a supposedly healthy people
must prefer:
"How many times do I love thee, dear?
Tell me how many thoughts there be
In the atmosphere of a new-fallen year,
Whose white and sable hours appear
The latest flake of Eternity;
So many times do I love thee, dear."
With this lyric in praise of love, contrast the following, in praise of the grand piano:
"When a green Tetrazine starts to warble;
I grow cold as an old piece of marble,
I allude to the crude little party singer
Who don't know when to pause."
Why should the self-respecting singer be ashamed to sing the dialect of Sixth Avenue any more than the
dialect of Kipling's English Tommy? Is a dialect "literature" when its home is across the ocean, and "vulgarity" when
its home is around the corner?
The professional singer might, however, mistrust a ragtime programme on the score of monotony. Ragtime
is, after all, but a single rhythm and expresses, in general, but a single mood - that of care-free happiness. But the
monotony resides more on the surface, and in the conventional methods of playing ragtime, than in the literature of
ragtime as the singer has it spread out before him. From the most furious allegro, down to the gentlest allegretto, its
rhythms include all nuances of tempo. Among the various "blues" there are even andante movements, in which the
rag is no more than the ripple on the surface of the placid water. The rag of Broadway ranges from boisterous
merrymaking to insinuating sensuality, but the Negro has extended the rhythm to express moods of pathos and
homesickness. Musicians have generally failed to recognize how flexible and adaptable the rag rhythm is. But if the
singer is afraid of a monotonous effect from a on a program composed solely of the Broadway rags, let him add a
group of various "recital songs" in ragtime, and another of Negro spirituals representing the origin of the rhythm, and
the American folk-song at its purest. With these groups he would have a programme of the utmost variety of mood
and manner, representing in a single evening almost the sole germinal originality in America's contribution to the
musical literature of the world.
Here is a specimen programme for such a recital. It has been selected almost at random. Better ones can
doubtless be made, and many others equally good could be formed without duplicating a single song. Probably some
re-arrangement would be needed in the accompaniment, since our popular songs are invariably designed for a
moderate technical ability in the pianist. The piano parts could be amplified, varied and enriched without falsifying
the song. Needless to say, the pianist, as well as the singer, would need to be an artist.
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This programme I hereby offer to any singer who has the courage to use it:
I
"Roll dem Cotton Bales"----------Johnson
"Waiting for the Robert E. Lee"--Muir
"The Tennessee Blues"------------Warner
"The Memphis Blues"-------------Handy
II
"You May Bury Me in the East"----------Traditional
"Bendin' Knees a-Achin'"-------------------Traditional
"These Dead Bones Shall Rise Again"--Traditional
"Play on Your Harp, Little Dacid" --------Traditional
III
"Nobody's Lookin' But the Owl and the Moon" ---Johnson
Exhortation --------------------------------------------------Cook
Rain Song ----------------------------------------------------Cook
IV
"Everybody's Ding It" -------------------Berlin
"I Love a Piano" ---------------------------Berlin
"When I Get Back to the U. S. A." ----Berlin
"On the Beach at Wa-ki-ki" -------------Kern
"Ragtime Cowboy Joe" ------------------Muir
The first group comprises four characteristic songs of Negro life as picturesque and as beautiful as any
group of Kipling Tommy songs that could be devised. It ends with a song which is nothing short of a masterpiece. In
sheer melodic beauty, in the vividness of its characterization, in the deftness of its polyphony and structure, this song
deserves to rank among the best of our time. In the second group are four songs, apparently of purely traditional
origin, which are well-nigh equal in beauty and intensity of feeling to any similar group that could be put together
from the folk-songs of the third group two are well known on the concert stage and the third must be regarded as one
of the most artistic "popular songs" of the last fifteen years. All three offer abundant opportunity to the capable
singer. The last group is "pure Broadway." From the strictly musical point of view I should not say a great deal in
their favor, though the first and the fourth are certainly better, less "vulgar," in melody than most of the current songs
which appear on Aeolian Hall programmes. The third suggests an interesting side-current-ragtime counterpoint. The
last is nothing but a trick song, musically quite negligible, but so filled with the energy of the American street that it
fully deserves a place on an American programme. All the songs of the last group, I imagine, would be sung with a
broad grin on the singer's face. There was a grin in the souls of the city folk who first gave them currency, and there
is a grin in the spirit of this one American art which, thank Heaven, does not take itself to seriously.
I feel quite convinced that a European audience would welcome this programme with enthusiasm. Whether
Americans would take to it kindly is perhaps a matter for doubt. The Americans are incurable nouveaux and are
perhaps ashamed to recognize their humble beginnings. But here and nowhere else are the beginnings of American
music, if American music is to be anything but a pleasing reflection of Europe. Here is the only original and
characteristic music America has produced thus far. Whether it can be made the basis for a national school of
composition as great as the Russian I do not know. But I know that there will be no great American music so long as
American musicians despise our ragtime. The very frame of mind which scorns it is sterile. When as Aeolian Hall
public applauds this programme of ragtime, then I shall expect to hear of great American symphonies.
II - RAGTIME and AMERICAN MUSIC by Charles L. Buchanan Perhaps the greatest obstacle that
stands in the way of the development of a fine and equitable art sense is the habit common to much critical comment
of attempting to supply us with specific explanations. Today, to a greater extent perhaps than at any time of which
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we have adequate record, art is concerned less with the significance of the thing said than with the method and
manner of the saying. The next step is to impose upon the artist an arbitrary formula of the reviewer's own making.
This or that system is pointed out to him as an infallible means of securing a commendable distinction. The one and
only consideration of any importance whatsoever - the question as to whether the artist has genius or not - is
obscured and forgotten. Small wonder that there has grown up in the art of our time an overwhelming tendency in the
direction of very self-conscious, mechanical and premeditated forms of expression.
The question of nationalism in music is a conspicuous case in point. Certain writers of an excellent integrity
have attributed the obvious negligibleness of American music to its failure to accept and to utilize a national musical
material. Taking as their premise the totally erroneous assumption that great art finds its inspiration in the soil of a
nation and amongst a nation's people, they tell us that our music will never succeed in achieving a commendable
salience and significance until it has spoken with a national accent and revealed through an indigenous utterance an
unmistakable national character. One of these gentlemen has gone so far as to predict that the future American opera
and symphony will be written in ragtime - "the one genuine American music."
I call attention to the protuberant one-sidedness of this remarkable statement. To say that our future operas
and symphonies will be written in ragtime is the equivalent of saying that our future poetry and drama will be written
in the colloquialisms of Mr. George M. Cohen. No disparagement is intended either to Mr. Cohen or to ragtime. Mr.
Cohen's gifts are as vivid and vital in their way as Mr. Paderewski's are in his. An equitable judgment does not
emphasize the one at the expense of the other; it accepts both for their individual inherent worth. But it does not
commit the error of confusing the relative importance of their contribution. Unfortunately, the advocates of ragtime
are not content to allow ragtime to remain a valuable component of a problematical future American music. If they
were content to tell us what rattling good fun ragtime is and how much unique and irresistible charm it possesses, we
should heartily agree with them. But they are not content to allow ragtime to remain one of the influences from which
a future American music may find its inspiration' they peremptorily urge it upon us as the only influence capable of
creating a genuine American utterance. In other words, they prescribe a formula to which so occult and abstract a
thing as sound must adhere if it is to qualify in their estimation as an original and necessary musical speech. I think
the extremity of this point of view stultifies itself and impairs the validity of its own cause.
I have committed myself elsewhere to the direct and unequivocal statement that there is absolutely no trace
of nationalism to be found in that kind of music that the world calls great music. I repeat this statement. I know of no
single instance where a composition that is built out of national material has achieved a pre-eminent distinction. Take
any composer you please and go over in your mind his accomplishments. Ask yourself what he is best known by,
what has brought him his fame and his prestige. You need not tell me that his point of view is national, whatever his
music may be, because that is not precisely the point. I merely ask you to take the material of any one of the world's
great pieces of music and ask yourself whether, as sheer sound, this material is indicative of any national origin
whatsoever. If you had no previous knowledge of the identity of the composer and you were to hear the prelude to
Tristan or the first and last movements of Tchaikovsky's Sixth Symphony do you think you could tell that the one was
German, the other Russian? Do you think you could detect the nationality of eight-tenths of the great music of the
world? Do you find any traces of "folk" in Debussy, Stravinsky, Loeffler, Schoenberg and Ornstein? Could you tell
the nationality of any one of these men from the sound of their music? I am sure you could not; and for my part I
should prefer that the question be decided from the statistical concreteness of this demonstration. But aside from this
there are two other important aspects of the matter that the advocates of ragtime do not appear to have sufficiently
taken into account.
For one thing, we may well ask whether ragtime supplies us with a legitimate equivalent to a Russian or a
German or an Irish folk tune. Is it, when we closely inspect the matter, the inevitable reflex of our life and character
that its enthusiastic advocates claim it to be? Is it not possible that, for all its dynamic and compelling excellences, it
remains, in the last analysis, a mere excrescence on the troubled surface of our national life? One thinks of a Russian
folk-song as a thing come down out of the fantastic superstitions, the homely, frank, frugal hopes and fears and
desires of a primitive people that had not lost touch with the purifying influences of earth. To me there is an
irreconcilable difference between a people's song that has grown out of an unsophisticated soil, and a patois of the
pavement that has grown out of vaudevilles and cabarets. I should no more like to think that the American
temperament was conclusively revealed and summed-up in this musical slang than I should like to think it revealed
and summed-up in the vernacular of Broadway. I do not think it is. I would go elsewhere in my search for what i
consider the essential gist and pith of this country's emotional and spiritual identity, and I should partially find it in
the songs of Stephen Foster, an authentic genius if ever there was one. Here is a melodist who can hold his own in
any company, and I like to think that the heart and backbone of this country is more accurately expressed in the rural,
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wistful lilt of this music than it is in the kind of sound that beats its brazen way into one's ears above the strident
glare and clamor of cafes and dance-halls.
However, I lay no particular stress on this point. I am perfectly willing to allow a nation that is founded
upon a rather lax immigration law and very little else to seek its musical ancestry in a Mr. Schwartz or a Mr. Berlin.
But does it ever occur to the people that are urging upon our musicians the very premeditated procedure of
recognizing and utilizing ragtime that the great authentic creator supplies his own material, that, in other words, his
worth to us is in proportion to his wealth of individual inspiration? Why, precisely, do we lay any particular stress
upon Debussy and Ornstein? Surely the paramount reason is solely and simply because these men have contributed,
to a greater extent than any of their contemporaries, to the progress of music; they have, in other words, supplied us
with an unmistakably personal and original idiom. Now what shall we say is the particular status of the musician who
persistently relies upon material other than his? With all the best intentions in the world we cannot count Mr. Percy
Grainger, for example, a great creative musician on the strength of his Irish Tune from County Derry. He is not in
this particular instance the creator of a new beauty, he has merely rearranged a beauty that already existed. Nor is it
possible to contend that a Chopin mazurka bears the unimpeachable testimony to the genius of Chopin that is borne
by a Chopin prelude, etude, or ballade. The mazurka is a clever and often a very beautiful putting together of certain
clearly defined national characteristics of a melodic and rhythmic nature; the prelude, the etude, the ballade are a
coming into the world of a something that had not been there before, a new loveliness self-conceived, an emanation
from that indefinable essence in man we call the spiritual. To compare for a moment the relative merits of a
composition such as the D Minor Prelude, the G Minor Ballade, the B Minor and C sharp Scherzos, the F minor, C
minor and A minor Etudes, Opus 25 (compositions absolutely lacking in the faintest trace of national color) with a
Chopin mazurka is sheer, unadulterated nonsense. From the standpoint of a mere loveliness perhaps you cannot
prove the mazurka any the less worthy. But it is fairly obvious that the amount of imagination, concentration,
inventive genius, constructive ability, etc., displayed in the D minor Prelude, the G minor Ballade, etc., is
incomparably superior to the amount of these qualities that is displayed in the mazurka. After all, the man who
conceives his own theme, his own manner and his own musical architecture must be accredited a more valuable
contributor to the progress of his art than the man who, however felicitous his methods, contents himself with a mere
co-ordinating and amplifying of what others have suggested.
Personally, I am convinced that there is something inherently deficient in the substance of the appeal made
by idiom and vernacular. I think a conclusive proof of this is furnished by the preference that the highest judgments
accord to music that is abstract in its quality and universal in its significance. If I have played Percy Grainger's Irish
tune from county Derry for a couple of years' time I have impaired something of the charm that it originally held for
me. Its beauty has become think tenuous, I had almost said a little wearisome. But If I play the openings bars of
Tristan or Tchaikovsky's Adagio Lamentoso I experience the full measure of that sensation of ardor mixed with awe
that i experienced a score of years ago. I can offer no explanation of this; I merely say it is so in my case; it may not
be so in yours. To my view, this kind of music seems a part and parcel of the great, immutable, mysterious balances;
I believe this kind of music hints more acutely of and is more closely allied with the spiritual activities of the
universe than the music of a dialect, of a given locality, of a people.
Lest I be suspected of prejudice, one word more: I enjoy ragtime as heartily as I enjoy a good laugh. As a
matter of fact I have so regretted the prodigality with which it is tossed out by our pied-pipers of the Great white
Way and thrown at last into the great cosmical discard that I have for my own satisfaction jotted down records of it
for many years back. I believe that ragtime with its subtle, interior rhythms, its slouchy hanging back for the
infinitesimal fraction of a second on one note, its propulsive urging forward on another, is the ultimate medium for
the expression of a certain kind of action. There should be no argument over the fact that it is an indispensable
adjunct to the progress of music. But I should no sooner think of demanding that a composer seek his inspiration
exclusively from ragtime than I should think of telling him to pattern himself exclusively upon Ornstein or Debussy.
The two extremes are identical in their utter and very injurious fatuity. I would merely ask that he be himself - not
ragtime or Russia or Debussy or anything else. For after all it seems to me that Self is what we want in an artist, not
racial characteristics. I am for having both, if you will, in their proper proportion. When, in response to a rather
absurd inquiry, Grainger said that he considered Sewanee River the most beautiful song ever written, he said
something more commendable for its audacity than for its accuracy. How much more equitable Grainger's answer
would have been if he had said that Sewanee River was a beautiful song, but that there were songs of Schumann,
Schubert, Brahms, Grieg, Tchaikovsky, etc., that were equally beautiful in a different way. Standards may be
maintained and proclaimed without a resource to arbitrary and artificial distinctions. For example, I would certainly
not dismiss Carpenter's Adventures in a Perambulator, merely because it does not exploit a national idiom, nor
would I accept certain compositions that I have in mind merely because they do exploit a national idiom. Borrowing
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from the million and more tunes of the last twenty years will no more infallibly confer distinction upon a man than
the use of broken color will insure his becoming as interesting a painter as Monet. Away with these prescribed rules
and regulations! The great American composer, if one is vouchsafed us, will be great for the sole and simple reason
that he is a genius and not because he uses this, that, or any other material and mode of expression.

1917 - LITERARY DIGEST - AUGUST 25
THE APPEAL OF THE PRIMITIVE JAZZ A strange word has gained wide-spread use in the ranks of our
producers of popular music. It is "jazz," used mainly as an adjective descriptive of a band. The group that play for
dancing, when colored, seem infected with the virus that they try to instill as a stimulus in others. They shake and
jump and writhe in ways to suggest a return of the medieval jumping mania. The word, according to Walter
Kingsley, famous in the ranks of vaudeville, is variously spelled jaz, jazz, jas, and jascz; and is African in origin.
Lafcadio Hearn, we are told, found the word in the Creole patois and idiom of New Orleans and reported that it
meant "speeding up things." The Creoles had taken it from the blacks, and "applied it to music of a rudimentary
syncopated type." In the New York Sun, Mr. Kingsley rehearses many of the curious facts and customs associated
with the word:
"In the old plantation days, when the slaves were having one of their rare holidays and the fun languished,
some West-Coast African would cry out, Jaz her up,' and this would be the cue for fast and furious fun. No doubt the
witch-doctor and medicine-men on the Kongo used the same term at those jungle 'parities' when the tom-toms
throbbed and the sturdy warriors gave their pep an added kick with rich brews of Yohimbin beer-that precious
product of the Kameruns. Curiously enough the phrase 'Jaz her up' is a common one to-day in vaudeville and on the
circus lot. When a vaudeville act needs ginger the cry from the advisers in the wings is 'put in jaz,' meaning add low
comedy, go to high speed and accelerate the comedy spark. "Jasbo' is a form of the word common in the varieties,
meaning the same as 'hokum,' or low comedy verging on vulgarity.
"Jazz music is the delirium tremens of syncopation. It is strict rhythm without melody. To-day the jazz
bands take popular tunes and rag them to death to make jazz. Beats are added as often as the delicacy of the player's
ear will permit. In one-two time a third beat is interpolated. There are many half notes or less and many long-drawn,
wavering tones, It is an attempt to reproduce the marvelous syncopation of the African jungle.
"Contribution is drawn from Prof. Wm. Moron Patterson's "pioneering experimental investigation of the
individual difference in the sense of rhythm." Thus:
"The music of contemporary savages taunts us with a ....art of rhythm. Modern sophistication has inhibited
many native instincts, and the mere fact that our conventional dignity usually forbids us to sway our bodies or to tap
our feet when we hear effective music has deprived us of unsuspected pleasures. Professor Patterson goes on to say
that the ear keenly sensing of these wild rhythms has 'rhythmic aggressiveness. Therefore of all moderns the jazz
musicians and their auditors have the most rhythmic aggressiveness, for jazz is based on the savage musician's
wonderful gift for progressive retarding and acceleration guided by his sense of 'sings.' He finds syncopation easy
and pleasant. He plays to an inner series of time-beats joyfully 'elastic' because not necessarily grouped in succession
of twos and threes. The highly gifted jazz artist can get away with five beats where there were but two before. Of
course besides the thirty-seconds scored for the tympani in some of the modern Russian music, this doesn't seem so
intricate, but just try to beat in between beats on your kettle-drum and make rhythm and you will think better of it. To
be highbrow and quote Professor Patterson once more:
"With these elastic unitary pulses any haphazard series by means of syncopation can be readily, because
instinctively, coordinated. The result is that a rhythmic tune compounded of time and stress and pitch relations is
created, the chief characteristic of which is likely to be complicated syncopation. An arabesque of which is likely to
be complicated syncopation. An arabesque of accentual differences, group-forming in their nature, is superimposed
upon the fundamental time divisions,'
"There is jazz precisely defined as a result of months of laboratory experiment in drum-beating and
syncopation. The laws that govern jazz rule in the rhythms of great original prose, verse that sings itself, and opera of
ultra modernity. 'Imagine Walter Peter, Swinburne, and Borodin swaying to the same pulses that rule the moonlit
music on the banks of African rivers,'"
For years, we are told, jazz has ruled in the underworld resorts of New Orleans. It has emancipated itself in
part from its original surroundings;
"There in those wonderful refuges of basic folk-lore and primeval passion wild men and wild women have
danced to jazz for gladsome generations. Ragtime and the new dances came from there, and long after jazz crept
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slowly up the Mississippi from resort to resort until it landed in south Chicago at Freiburg's, whither it had been
preceded by the various stanzas of 'Must I Hesitate?' 'The Blues,' 'Frankie and Johnny,' and other classics of the levee
underworld that stir the savage in us with a pleasant tickle. Freiburg's is an institution in Chicago. If you 'go South'
you must visit that resort.
"Now let me tell you when jazz music was first heard on the Great Wine Way. I forgot to tell you that it has
flourished for hundreds of years in Cuba and Haiti, and, of course, New Orleans derived it from there. Now when the
Dollys danced their way across Cuba some years ago they now and again struck a band which played a teasing, forte
strain that spurred their lithe young limbs into an ecstasy of action and stimulated the paprika strain in their blood
until they danced like maenads of the decadence. They returned to New York, and a long time later they were
booked on the New Amsterdam roof for the 'Midnight Frolic,' and Flo said:
"Haven't you something new? My kingdom for a novelty.' And Rosie and Jenny piped up and said that in
Cuba there was a funny music that they weren't musicians enough to describe for orchestration, but that it put little
dancing devils in their legs, made their bodies swing and sway, set their lips to humming and their fingers to
snapping. Composers were called in; not one knew what the girls were talking about; some laughed at this 'daffydingo music.' Flo Ziegfeld, being a man of resource and direct action, sent to Cuba, had one of the bands rounded up,
got the Victor people to make records for him, and the 'Frolic' opened with the Dollys dancing to a phonograph
record. Do you remember? Of course you do. That was canned jazz, but you didn't know it then. First time on
Broadway, my dear. My own personal idea of jazz and its origin is told in this stanza by Vachel Lindsay:
Fat black bucks in a wine-barrel room, barrel house kings with feet unstable.
Sagged andreeled and pounded on the table, pounded on the table;
Beat an empty barrel with the handleof a broom, hard as they were ableboom, boom, BOOM, With a silk umbrella and the handleof a broom,
boomlay, boomlay, boomlay, BOOM.
"Lindsay is then transported to the Kongo and its feats and revels and he hears, as I have actually heard, a
'thigh-bone beating on a tin-pan gong.'
"Mumbo Jumbo is the god of jazz; be careful how you write of jazz, else he will hoodoo you.
"I add to this the opinion of a highbrow composer on jazz. He is a great technical master of music and does
not want his name used. He hates jazz.
"Jazz differs from other music, as it wants to appeal to the eye as much as to the ear. (Picture given)

1917 - VARIETY - OCT. 19
"BLUES ARE BLUES, THEY ARE" SAYS EXPERT IN "BLUES" CASE - Chicago Judge Dismisses
Feist's Application for In junction Against Roger Graham, Music Publisher. "Livery Stable Blues" under discussion.
Testimony Causes Merriment. Graham's Victory Complete. Chicago, Oct. 17. Roger Graham, Chicago music
publisher, and Leo Feist, New York ditto, went to the judicial mat here last week. Graham won. The decision and the
case itself, while of considerable importance in the profession, occasioned a lot of horse-play during the proceedings,
and was made much of by the daily papers as a comic feature story.
Feist attempted to get a permanent injunction to restrain Graham from publishing "Livery Stable Blues," by
Ray Lopez and Alcide Nunez. The temporary injunction was issued against Graham.
The supplementary suit, fought out in Judge Carpenter's courtroom in the Federal building, brought large
crowds. The testimony of a number of "experts," who admitted on the stand they could not read notes, was utilized.
After a full hearing of the facts the bill of complaint was dismissed for want of equity and the injunction
automatically dismissed.
Unless Leo Feist, Inc., remove from the front cover of their "Barnyard Blues" the reference to Graham's
number, which states that the Feist blues are identical with the "Livery Stable Blues," as played on phonographs
under the latter title, Graham will institute a counter action to compel Feist to do this.
Aside from the legal victory the case is in the nature of amoral triumph for Graham's number over the Feist
blues. "Livery Stable Blues" has been the better seller of the two. This was demonstrated when, after the case had
been dismissed, Harry Munns, Graham's lawyer, was approached by Feist's attorney with a proposition to publish
"Livery Stable Blues."
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A most colorful trial it was from the point of view of the lay audience. Among the experts called was one
Professor "Slaps" White. Professor White, a black man, testified, in backing up his claim as an expert, that he had
written blues for Brown's band, which played in a red cafe. It was Professor White who established the origin of the
"blues" melody. Judge Carpenter, a musician himself went into the spirit of the trial, and interpolated dry rejoiners
and permitted the various witnesses to tell their stories in their own way.
The most interesting testimony was the story of how the various cries and calls, imitative of various fowls
and animals, came to be used in the number. It appeared that at the Schiller cafe, where the Dixieland band was
playing (ed. the ODJB), a young woman who had imbibed generously began to cut indiscreet capers on the dance
floor. One of the members of the band ripped out the shrill neigh of a horse on his clarinet. It encouraged the young
woman, and the cornet came through with the call of a rooster.
All the instruments followed with various animal cries. It had such an effect on the people in the cafe that
Nunez suggested their use in the "blues" number.
Professor White accomplished during his testimony what numberless others have failed to do. He defined
"blues." The answer came when White told the judge he was the author of several hundred compositions, including
several "blues."
"Just what are blues?" Asked Judge Carpenter
"Blues are blues, that's what blues are," replied the professor. The answer was written into the records and
will stand as the statement of an expert."

1917 - THE CHOIR LEADER - NOV.
THE PASSING OF THE NEGRO "SPIRITUAL by Thos. M. Carlton. - It is a curious fact that the music
which the Negro originates differs essentially in spirit from that which most pleases his fancy as coming from other
sources. The old Negro "spiritual" a species of folk-song as interesting as it is unique-the most truly characteristic
music the race has as yet produced, is gradually being abolished, owing to the better education of the Negro
throughout the South.
Spirituals are the religious songs composed by the Negroes themselves, never written or printed, but passing
from one generation to another with such additions and variations as may suggest themselves from time to time. In
borrowing he chooses gay, stirring strains, but his own native songs are nearly always minor and sad in character.
Even the dance-tunes, to the rhythm of which bare little black feet while away many an idle hour, aft generally a sort
of rhythmic monotone with minor cadences.
Most of the songs of the jubilee singers, while of the nature readily adopted by the Negro, are foreign to his
creative genius; but in the spiritual its stamp is unmistakable.
As the Negro becomes educated he relinquishes these half-barbaric, but often beautiful, old words and
melodies, and their place is taken by the standard hymns and the current Gospel songs, which are becoming more
and more popular wherever schools have sprung up. But among those who are as yet innocent of any educational
aspirations, especially among the coast Negroes, upon whom the yoke of civilization rests but lightly, spirituals still
hold undisputed sway, and hymn are regarded as the sacred property of city churches and those who have attained
greatness through knowledge of reading, writing and "figgahs."
The musical talent of the uneducated Negro finds almost its only expression in religious song, and for this
there is a simple explanation.
A race strongly imbued with religious sentiment, one rarely finds among them an adult who has not gone
through that emotional experience known as conversion, after which it is considered vanity and sinfulness to indulge
in song other than that of a sacred character. The new-found child of the church knows but little of that which he
must forego, for his mother before him sang only spirituals, and to these he naturally turns as to old friends whom his
own religious experience have clothed in new dignity and light. These spirituals have never been systematically
collected, and they bid fair to become, a few years hence, only things of the past. To those who have heard them
from childhood they are too familiar to seem interesting or valuable, and the stranger who seeks to collect them will
meet with many difficulties.
The Negro feels that the white man's religion is very different from his own, and is sensitive about
submitting to an uncomprehending critic a sacred thing, which he fears may be ridiculed, or at best regarded as
strange and peculiar. Then, again, the imitative tendency of the race leads them to adopt the white man's methods as
fast as they can be learned, and the would-be student of spirituals is likely to find the obliging colored brethren
serving him with hymns picked up from a white person and remembered with pride in various degrees of perversion.
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One can sometimes steal, unobserved by the many, into a camp-meeting and hear the spirituals sung there,
but a white presence is very apt to disturb the workings of the "Spirit," which must come upon the assemblage in full
force to make the meeting a real success. The best way, after all, is to be cradled with an old mammy, who sits at
evening in a squeaky rocking-chair by an open fireplace, and sings the baby to sleep, while the flicker of the firelight,
the peaceable tone of the old rocker, and the long, mysterious shadows on the wall seem but parts of the old melodies
that nightly mark the stations to dreamland.
The low-country, or coast child, will reap a richer harvest than the child whose mammy comes from the upcountry. The songs of the coast are more plaintive, more poetic and imaginative, carrying in their minor cadences a
sense of loneliness and a pathos that seem born of the sound of the waters. They have in them something of the
dignity of the solitary palm and the moss-draped oaks which have stood as silent witnesses of their birth, as they
were first sung amid the creative excitement of a camp-meeting, or about the graves of those who have entered into
that rest for which the singers cry. The up-country spirituals are not lacking in imagination, but they often present
abstract ideas, whereas the low-country spirituals are invariably pictures. Both species deal at times with Biblical
subjects, but the coast Negro sings them as personal experiences, and frequently alters them to suit his own
conceptions, while his up-country brother sings them as he interprets them in the Scriptures.
Thus, in the up-country one hears:

The length of this spiritual is almost infinite, for any Biblical character may be put in place of John, and the
song continued until the list is exhausted. As a child I can remember being shown a little cabin which stood in a
tangle of wild honeysuckle, woodbine, and yellow jasmine, with hollyhocks, four-o'clock, larkspurs, and other oldfashioned flowers running to waste in the neglected garden, and listening with awe to the story of Maum Rizpah, who
once lived there. Whence she came no one could tell, and all that remained of her was her song, well known to the
colored people on the plantation, and believed to have been composed by her. She had appeared soon after the Civil
War, and had taken quiet possession of this unused cabin, as the superstitious Negroes thought, she worked her
charms. She was half Indian, and the proud dignity of her bearing, in addition to her other peculiarities, led to the
belief that she was a witch. As such she was secretly visited by the colored people in times of sickness or misfortune,
and their offerings served as her subsistence. Her one visible occupation was singing- always the same pathetic
strain, which came to be familiar on the plantation, though no presumptuous voice dared echo it until after her death,
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when it was generally sung. During the day she would sit in her cabin crooning it softly to herself, rocking to and fro,
with sometimes a little bundle in her arms; but at night, and especially when the moon shone over the fields around
her little hut, she would stand in the doorway, and the song would float out on the still night air with a sweetness and
pathos that stamped itself indelibly upon the memory of her hearers. She had been dead for years when I was taken to
see her cabin, and the little wooden cross had fallen into decay over the grave by the edge of the wood, but the tears
stood in my old mammy's eyes as she told me all she knew of the singer's history, and how, over the open grave on a
moonlight night, the whole plantation sang:

It was my good fortune to be down in an out-of-the-way little settlement in Beaufort county, South
Carolina, during a protracted revival among the Negroes of that region, and there I learned four spirituals which rank
foremost in my affections.
The meetings were held in a little log church furnished with a few wooden benches, a table on a platform as
a pulpit, and lighted by long pine torches stuck in the cracks of the wall. Sometimes, in their devotions, the members
forgot the torches, which burned so close to the wall as to ignite the mud-bedaubed logs; but this had occurred often
enough to make the deacons expert in extinguishing the blaze, which no longer created any excitement. Soon after
dark the congregation began to collect, the women often carrying in their arms babies, which they laid in a row, on
shawls and blankets near the door, to sleep undisturbed throughout the service. By nine o'clock the preacher had
arrived, and from then until midnight the woods re-echoed with the sound of prayer and praise. The service began
generally with this spiritual"
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`After prayer and exhortation a voice would raise the sweet old melody of "De Mo'nin' Dove," and the first verse
would wail through the dark woods slowly, softly, and sadly. Then with a quickening tempo and a ring of triumph, as
the eagle in his flight crossed their spiritual vision, they sang:
"Sometime I feel like a yeagle een de yeah," again, with the pathos which so largely makes
the beauty of the Negro voice, "Sometimes I feel like a muddahless chile," etc.

Another exhortation was followed by the fine old shouting spiritual"
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Before the close of the service they always sang the pathetic, dirge-like "Why Will Ye Die?" Often, as they
sang, the dark faces would be bathed in tears, sobs mingling with the wall of the melody, and many and heartfelt
were the petitions for mercy offered up after the hymn.

Equilibrium was, however, always restored by the following, the most remarkable of the collection. Each one sang it
with exultation, a feeling of exemption, and a righteous joy in the probable gruesome fate of his neighbor, and then
departed to his home with a complacency delightful to behold.
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An answering voice in the background would cry between the verses:

And each one, contemplating the fate of his neighbor, was satisfied.
A graduate of a Virginia institute told me recently, as an example of the splendid work of the Virginia
institutes, that these old spirituals are now rarely heard on the lips of the Negroes of that State. It is inevitable that
they give way before the advance of education. While rejoicing in the progress of the race, one cannot but feel that
these quaint old spirituals, with their peculiar melodies, having served their time with effectiveness, deserve a better
fate than to sink into oblivion as unvalued and unrecorded examples of a bygone civilization.

1917 - CURRENT OPINION - NOV.
THE GREAT AMERICAN COMPOSER-WILL HE SPEAK IN THE ACCENT OF BROADWAY The
great American composer-when he arrives-will not be a spiritual descendant of Edward MacDowell or John Alden
Carpenter; he will not be a second or third cousin to Claude Debussy, Richard Strauss or Igor Stravinsky; he will not
cast his thoughts in the classic molds of Beethoven and Brahms. If we are to believe our latest musical prophets, he
will follow the trail blazed by Irving Berlin, Jerome Kern and Lou Hirsch; he will learn his musical languages not in
Paris or Berlin but on Broadway; he will get his inspiration not in the Metropolitan Opera House but in vaudeville
shows and cabarets.
This is the amazing conclusion to be drawn from recent articles by Hiram Kelly Moderwell and Carl Van
Vechten. These writers assert that our "serious-minded" composers, writing in essentially the same style evolved by
the composers of France, Germany, or Italy, using the forms perfected by the masters of those countries, and adding
nothing essentially new or distinctive beyond their own limited individuality, are not creating but merely rearranging
the thoughts of others. They are therefore not building an American art but weakly imitating a foreign one. The
writers' contention is, in substance, that "imitative art can never be great art," that in all nations those composers who
have achieved greatness have drawn their inspiration from the soil or from the hearts of the people, and have thus
reflected in art as in everything else racial qualities which lend their work distinction. Even our imitative musicians
admit that the one distinctive element which America has contributed to music is the so-called "ragtime." Ragtime,
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therefore, should be the basis, or at least one of the chief ingredients, of our national music. Indeed, ragtime, its
champions say, reflects the soul of the American people. The "soil" of America is the pavement of its bustling cities;
its "folk" is not the sluggish peasant but the nervous "hustler" of New York, Chicago or San Francisco.
It will be objected by musicians that ragtime is only a rhythm-not music but only one element of music.
Technically it is known as "syncopation." You cannot found a school of music on syncopation.
The matter is not so easily dismissed. Mr. Van Vechten points out that Beethoven's Seventh symphony is
largely based on a syncopated rhythm, and Schumann wrote hardly a piece without syncopation. He might have
added that syncopation is the most distinctive factor in Scotch folk-music, one of the oldest musical traditions in the
world. But ragtime is a different syncopation. It is not easily explained. Louis Hirsch tried to describe its peculiarity
by saying that its 'melody and harmony are syncopated differently.' There are other complications. A writer in the
London Times calls attention to the fact that "Waiting for the Robert E. Lee," tho written out in a rhythm of 8, is
really a rhythm of 3 followed by a rhythm of 5, proceeding without warning into the normal rhythm of 8.
The fact is that ragtime is more than a mere rhythm. The rhythm is the creation of the American Negro who
brought it with him from Africa, but the "ragtime" of to-day is of recent growth and it is not peculiar to the blacks.
This "apotheosis of syncopation," as Mr. Van Vechten calls it, is only the crude basis of the thing. The spirit of it, the
exuberance, the nervousness, the irresistible urge, are the reflection of a national character. It is irresistible because it
is genuine.
Mr. Moderwell, in an article entitled "A Modest Proposal," published in The Seven Arts, describes his
reaction to it as follows:
"To me ragtime brings a type of musical experience which I can find in no other music. I find something
Nietzschean in its implicit philosophy that all the world's a dance. I love the delicacy of its inner rhythms and the
largesse of its rhythmic sweeps. I like to think that it is the perfect expression of the American city, with its restless
bustle and motion, its multitude of unrelated details, and its underlying rhythmic progress toward a vague
Somewhere. Its technical resourcefulness continually surprises me, and its melodies, at their best, delight me. The
whole emotion is one of keen and care-free enjoyment of the present. In ragtime's own language I find ragtime
simply grand."
This view is substantially supported by Mr. Van Vechten, in his latest book of essays, entitled "Interpreters
and Interpretations" (Knopf). Speaking of Irving Berlin, Louis Hirsch, Lewis F. Muir and others of their kind, he
says:
"The complicated vigor of American life has expressed itself through the trenchant pens of these new
musicians. It is only music produced in America to-day which is worth the paper it is written on. It is the only
American music which is enjoyed by the nation (lovers of Mozart and Dubussy prefer ragtime to the inert and
saponaceous classicism of our more serious-minded composers); it is the only American music which is heard abroad
(and it is heard everywhere, in the trenches by way of the victrola, in the Cafe de Paris at Monte Carlo, in Cairo, in
India, and in Australia), and it is the only music on which the musicians of our land can build for the future."
Among the apostles of this "new art" are Irving Berlin, Lewis F. Muir, Jerome Kern, James Hanley, Louis
Hirsch, Sigmund Romberg and others. That these men are successful in a commercial sense, it is argued, should not
militate against the recognition of their artistic merit-"Many of the greatest artists have made the widest appeal and
some few have been able to transform their inspiration into wordy goods," observes Mr. Van Vechten.
Mr. Moderwell's "modest proposal," indeed, is nothing less than a suggestion that the concert singers who
are in the habit, of dispensing the classics-Schubert, Schumann, Brahms, etc.-in their song recitals, add ragtime to
their repertory, to edify their "highbrow" audiences with such delectable fancies as "Waiting for the Robert E. Lee,"
"Everybody's Doing It," and "The Memphis Blues," which last he characterizes as "nothing short of a masterpiece."
"In sheer melodic beauty, in the vividness of its characterization, in the deftness of its polyphony and structure," this
enthusiast assures us, "this song deserves to rank among the best of our time,"
Most critics will regard this proposal as more arrogant than modest. Serious musicians will be shocked at
the very idea of including a single such item in their program, not to speak of giving an entire ragtime-song recital.
But according to this champion of ragtime, the critic has "missed the real story" in reporting the musical
development of the day and has therefore "fallen down on his assignment." To the professional musician, ragtime
simply does not exist.
But what of the public? Mr. Moderwell is convinced that a European audience would welcome such a
program with enthusiasm. Americans, he admits, might not take to it kindly. That they are "incurable nouveaux" and
"ashamed to recognize their humble beginnings" may be as true a remark as it is tactless. Mr. Van Vechten's
explanation of our reluctance to take our own popular music seriously is more flattering. He says:
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"Americans are inclined to look everywhere but under their noses for art. It never occurs to them that any
object which has any relation to their everyday life has anything to do with beauty. Probably the Athenians were
much the same. When some stranger admired the classic pile on the Acropolis, the Athenians in all probability
turned up their noses with the scornful remark, 'That! Oh, that's the Parthenon; it's been there for ages!' It will be
remembered that Mytyl and Tyltyl, in 'The Blue Bird,' spent considerable time and covered considerable ground in
their search for that rare ornithological symbol, only to discover that it existed all the time at home, the last place in
the world where they thought of looking for it."
Ernest Bloch and Percy Grainger are, according to Mr. Moderwell, delighted and impressed by American
ragtime; and Mr. Van Vechten confides to us that Stravinsky collects examples of it with assiduity.

1918 - THE NEW MUSIC REVIEW - MARCH
CONCERNING RAGTIME - by Daniel Gregory Mason - In the discussions of "American music" that go
on perennially in our newspapers and journals, now waxing in a burst of patriotic enthusiasm, now waning as popular
attention is turned to something else, in war time much stimulated by an enhanced consciousness of nationality
(unless indeed they are totally elbowed aside to make room for more "practical" subjects), a sharp cleavage will
usually be observed between those whose interest is primarily in the music for itself, wherever it comes from, and
those in whom artistic considerations give way before patriotic ardor, and propaganda usurp the place of
discrimination. One group, in uttering the challenging phrase. "American music," places the stress instinctively on
the noun and regards the adjective as only a qualification; the other, in its preoccupation with "American," seems to
take "music" rather for granted. Unfortunately the former group constitutes so small a minority, and expresses itself
so soberly, that its wholesome insistence on the quality of the article itself is likely to be quite drowned out by the
bawling of the advertisers, with their insistent slogan "Made in America." All the advantages of numbers,
organization, and easy appeal to the man in the street are theirs. Even if we ignore those venal music journals which
make a system of exploiting the patriotism of the undiscriminating for purely pecuniary purposes, there remain
enough enthusiasts and propagandists, indisposed or unable to appraise quality for themselves, to create by their
"booming" methods a formidable confusion in our standards of taste. Inasmuch, therefore, as we are condemned, for
our sings, to be not only producers but consumers of this "American music," it behooves us to make careful
inspection of the claims for it so extravagantly put forth, and to assure ourselves that we are getting something
besides labels for our money.
What, then, is the precise value we ought justly to ascribe to that word "American" as applied to music, and
wherein have those we may call champions of the adjective been inclined to exaggerate it? If we analyze their
attitude, we shall find them the prey of two fallacies which constantly falsify their conclusions, and make them
dangerous guides for those who have at heart the real interests of music in America. The first of these fallacies is that
which confuses quantity with quality, and supposes that artistic excellence can be decided by vote of the majority.
The second is that which identifies racial character with local idioms and tricks of speech rather than with a certain
emotional and spiritual temper. Both lead straight to the oft-repeated conclusion that "ragtime" is the necessary basis
of our native musical art.
Listen, for example, to one of the most persistent, courageous, and often interesting advocates of ragtime,
Mr. H. K. Moderwell. "I can't help feeling," say Mr. Moderwell, "that a person who doesn't open his heart to ragtime
somehow isn't human. Nine out of ten musicians, if caught unawares, will like this music until they remember that
they shouldn't. What does this mean? Does it mean that ragtime is 'all very well in its place?' Rather that these
musicians don't consider that place theirs. But that place, remember, is in the affections of some 10,000,000 or more
Americans. Conservative estimates show that there are at least 50,000,000 copies of popular music sold in this
country yearly and a goodly portion of it is in ragtime. You may take it as certain that if many millions of people
persist in liking something that has not been recognized by the schools, there is vitality in chewing gum and the
comic supplements. The question is, of course, what sort of vitality? Yet if you raise this question of quality, you are
immediately charged with being a "highbrow," "a person," in Professor Brander Matthews's already classic
definition, "educated beyond his intelligence,"-a charge from which any sane man naturally shrinks. Hence the
syllogism, "The best American music is that which the greatest number of Americans like; the greatest number of
Americans like ragtime; therefore ragtime is the best American music," is a strong one, which you may oppose only
at the risk of being thought a highbrow and a snob.
Suppose, for instance, that you really do not happen to care for chewing gum, that just as a matter of fact, of
personal taste, and not though any principles or sense of superiority to your fellows you prefer other forms of
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nutriment or exercise. You confess this peculiarity. Can you not hear the reproachful reply? "I can't help feeling that
a person who doesn't open his heart to chewing gum somehow isn't human. Nine out of ten travelers on the subway,
if caught unawares (with gum, let us say, disguised as bonbons) will like it until they remember that they shouldn't.
What does this mean? Does it mean that chewing gum is 'all very well in its place?' Rather that these punctilious
people don't consider that place theirs. But that place, remember, is in the affections of some 10,000,000 or more
Americans. The annual output of the chief chewing gum manufacturers"-etc., etc. Thus are you voted down if you
happen to be in the minority. It does you no good to protest that you are really quite sincere and without desire to
epater le bourgeois; that you can't help preferring Mr. Howell's novels to Mr. Robert W. Chambers's, Mr. Ben
Foster's landscapes to Mr. Christy's magazine girls, Mr. Irwin's "Nautical of a Landsman" to the comic supplements,
and MacDowell's "To a Wild Rose" to "Everybody's Doing It." If you stray from the herd you must be sick. If you
vote for the losers you must be a snob.
Such charges are the more dangerous in that they sometimes contain a half-truth. There is a kind of person,
the simon-pure snob, who casts his vote for the loser just because he is a loser, because he is unpopular, who prides
himself on his "exclusiveness," "excluding himself," as Thoreau penetratively says, "from all that is worth while."
His is a sort of inverted numericalism, based on quantity just as essentially as the crude gospel of the "10,000,000 or
more Americans," but on quantity negative and vanishing towards the zero of perfect distinction. It is from his kind
that are recruited the faddists, those who "dote on Debussy," the devotees of folk-sings not for their human beauty
but as curious specimens, those who invent all sorts of queer connections between music and painting or poetry, and
indeed seem to find in it anything and everything but simple human feeling. It is not from them that we shall get any
help towards the truth about ragtime. Indeed, they seem because of their unsympathetic attitude toward the spirit of
music-its emotional expression-and their preoccupation with the letter of it, to be especially susceptible to the second
fallacy of which we spoke-that of identifying racial quality with mere idiom rather than with fundamental temper.
Mr. Moderwell shall be spokesman of this view also. "You can't tell an American composer's 'art-song,'" he
says, "From any mediocre art-song the world over. You can distinguish American ragtime from the popular music of
any nation and any age." Let us agree heartily that the mediocre "art-song" (horrid name for a desolating thing) is
probably no better and no worse in our own than in other countries. Does this not seem an insufficient warrant for the
excellence of types of art that can be more easily told apart? For purposes of labeling specimens ear-marks are an
advantage, but hardly for appraising modes of expression. If the important matter in American music is not its
expression of the American temper, but the peculiar technical feature, the special kind of syncopation we call the
"rag rhythm," then the important matter in Hungarian music is not its fire but its "sharp fourth step." Beethoven
ceases to be Teutonic when he uses Irish cadences in his Seventh Symphony, and Chopin is Polish only in his
mazurkas and polonaises. Of course this will not do; and Mr. Moderwell, to do him justice, after remarking that
"ragtime is not merely syncopation-it is a certain sort of syncopation," adds "But of course this definition is not
enough. Ragtime has its flavor that no definition can imprison." Our ultimate question is, then, not how many people
like ragtime, or how few like it, or how easily can its idiom he told from other idioms, but how expressive is it of the
American temper, how full an artistic utterance can it give of the best and widest American natures? This is a
question not of quantity but of quality: of the quality of ragtime, the quality of America, and the adequacy of the one
to the other. Suppose, bearing in mind Mr. Moderwell's warning against snobbery, that "A Russian folk-song was no
less scorned in the court of Catherine the Great than a ragtime song in our music studios to-day." We examine in
some detail a typical example of ragtime such as "The Memphis Blues," of which he assures us that "In sheer
melodic beauty, in the vividness of its characterization , in the deftness of its polyphony and structure, this song
deserves to rank among the best of our time." Here are the opening strains of it.
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Approaching them with the eager expectation that such praise naturally arouses, can we, as candid lovers of
music, find anything but bitter disappointment in their trivial, poverty-stricken, threadbare conventionality? How
many thousand times have we heard that speciously cajoling descent of the first three notes, that originally piquant
but now indescribably boresome oscillation from the tonic chord in the third measure? These are the common
snippets and tag-ends of harmony, kicked about the very gutters, ground out by every hurdy-gurdy, familiarity with
which breeds not affection but contempt. Their very surface cleverness, as of meaningless ornament, is a part of their
offense. Russian folk-song indeed! Compare them with the simple but noble tonic, dominant, and sub-dominant of
the "Volga Boat Song" and their shoddiness stands self-revealed. And the Melody? Bits and snippets again, quite
without character if it were not for the rhythm, and acquiring no momentum save in the lines "I went out a-dancin',"
etc., where they build up well but to a climax in the return of the obvious opening strain.
As for the rag rhythm itself, the sole distinctive feature of this music, it has undoubtedly something of real
piquancy. The trick, it will be noted, is a syncopation of half-beats, arranged so as to pull bodily forward certain
comparatively strong accents, those at the middle of the measures'-a scheme to which words as well as melody
conform. The left hand meanwhile gives the regular metrical division of the measure, and a writer in the London
Times, defining ragtime as "a strongly syncopated melody superimposed on a strictly regular accompaniment," points
out that "it is the combination of these two rhythms that gives 'ragtime' its character." This is perhaps not strictly true,
since in some of the most effective bits of ragtime the metrical pulsation may give way momentarily to the
syncopation, and everyone remembers those delightful times of complete silence in which the pulse is kept going
mentally, to be finally confirmed by a crashing cadence. But it is usually the case that both time schemes, metrical
and rhythmical, are maintained together. For this very reason we must question the contention of the champions of
ragtime that its type of syncopation is capable of great variety, and even makes possible effects elsewhere unknown,
a contention in support of which some of them have even challenged comparison of it with the rhythmic vigors of
Beethoven and Schumann."
The subtlety of syncopation as an artistic device results from its simultaneous maintenance of two timepatterns, the rhythmic and the metrical, in such a relation that the second and subordinate one, though never lost sight
of, is never obtruded. The quasi-mechanical pulse of the meter is the indispensable background against which only
can the freer oscillations of the rhythm outline themselves. The moment the sense of it is lost, as it is sometimes lost
in those over-bold passages of Schumann where a displacement is too emphatically made or too long continued, the
charm disappears. In the following from his "Faschingsschwant," for
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instance, the interest of the rhythmic accent on beat "three" lasts only so long as we oppose to it mentally a regular
metric accent on "one." In the continuation of the passage, for which the reader is referred to the original, our minds
are apt to "slip a stitch," so to speak, letting "three" and "one" coalesce. The moment this happens the passage
becomes commonplace. But suppose, on the other hand, in the effort to maintain our sense of the meter, we strike the
bass notes on each "one." Now equally, or indeed more than before, the charm is fled, and the passage rendered stale
and unprofitable, through the actual presentation to the ear of so mechanical a reiteration. In short, the metrical
scheme, has to be mentally maintained but actually so far as possible, eliminated. Looking back, in the light of these
considerations, at "The Memphis Blues," we shall realize that whatever the pleasing eccentricity of the rhythm, so
relentless a meter as we here find thumped out by the left hand cannot but quickly grow tiresome, as indeed it will be
felt to be after a few repetitions.
Reference to another well-known theme of Schumann will reveal a further weakness of ragtime. The second
theme of the finale of his concerto for piano runs as follows;

Here the indescribably delightful effect is evidently due not only to the purely rhythmic syncopation, but also to the
fact that on the silent strong beat of every second measure harmony and melody as well as rhythm are so to speak
"tied up," or suspended, in such a way that the syncopation is at the very heart of the whole musical conception, and
cannot be omitted without annihilating the music. Beside such essential syncopation as this the mere pulling forward
of certain notes, as in "The Memphis Blues," is seen to be superficial, an arbitrary dislocation which may disguise
but cannot correct the triteness of the real melodic line. In fact, we seem here to have tracked ragtime to its lair and
discovered what it really is. It is no creative process, like the syncopation of the masters, by which are struck forth
new, vigorous, and self-sufficing forms, It is a rule of thumb for putting a "kink" into a tune that without such
specious rehabilitation would be unbearable. It is not a new flavor, but a kind of curry or catsup strong enough to
make the stale old dishes palatable to unfastidious appetites. Significant is it that, as the writer in the Times remarks,
"In American slang to 'rag' a melody is to syncopate a normally regular time." The "rag" idiom can thus be put on
and off like a mask; and in recent years we have seen thus grotesquely disguised, as the Mendelssohn Wedding
March, for instance, in "No Wedding Bells for Me," many familiar melodies. To these it can give no new musical
lineaments, but only distorts the old ones as with St. Vitus's dance.
Thus the technical limitations of ragtime which we have tried to analyze are seen to be in the last analysis
the results and indices of a more fundamental shortcoming-an emotional superficiality and triviality peculiar to it.
Ragtime is the musical expression of an attitude toward life only too familiar to us all, an attitude shallow, restless,
avid of excitement, incapable of sustained attention, skimming the surface of everything, finding nowhere
satisfaction, realization, or repose. It is a meaningless stir about, a commotion without purpose, an epilepsy
simulating controlled muscular action. It is the musical counter-part of the sterile cleverness we find in so much of
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our contemporary conversation, as well as in our theater and our books. No candid observer could deny the
prominence in our American life of this restlessness of which ragtime is one expression. It is undoubtedly what most
strikes superficial observation. The question is whether it is really representative of the American temper as a whole,
or is prominent only as the froth is prominent on a glass of beer. Mr. Moderwell thinks the former: "I like to think,"
he says, "that ragtime is the perfect expression of the American city, with its restless bustle and motion, its multitude
of unrelated details, and its underlying rhythmic progress toward a vague somewhere. As you walk up and down the
streets of an American city you feel in its jerk and rattle a personality different from that of any European capital.
This is American. Ragtime, I believe, expresses it. It is to-day the one true American music."
To such an idolatry of precisely the most hideous, inhuman, and disheartening features in our national and
musical life a lover of music and a lover of America can only reply that, first, it is possible that America lies less on
the surface than we think, possible that it is no more adequately represented by Broadway than France is represented
by the Parisian boulevards, or England by the London music halls; but that, second, if indeed the land of Lincoln and
of Emerson has degenerated until nothing remains of it but "jerk and rattle," then we at least are free to repudiate the
false patriotism of "My country, right or wrong," to insist that better than bad music is no music, and to let our
beloved art subside finally under the clangor of subway gongs and automobile horns, dead but not dishonored.

1918 - NEW MUSIC REVIEW - APRIL
NEGRO SPIRITUALS by Harvey B. Gaul - Music adventurers have probed the depths of the Ukulele and
the Hawaiian Homesick song: they have graphophoned "Lo, the poor Indian," until his warrior's song and triumphal
chant are in every household.
Lately Mr. Cecil Sharp and Mr. Howard Brockway have been sojourning with the Mountain Whites, and the
result has been some fine folk-song specimens.
A great deal has been done for the Indian under the guidance of the Smithsonian Institute. Virtually nothing
has been done for the American Negro by his white brethren. What has been accomplished has been done by Fisk
University or Tuskegee.
The amazing thing is that the Negro is so much richer in his peculiar folk-song than the Indian, Hawaiian, or
Mountain White. Joel Chandler Harris, beloved of all who have the Peter Pan instinct, found a deep vein in Negro
folk-story. Coleridge-Taylor and Dvorak thought well enough of the Negro folk-songs to employ them in different
forms.
Possibly the Red Man has human interest and the Hawaiian "heart interest"; one thing is positive, the Negro
has music in his soul. It is questionable if there is another class of people that has the latent music potentialities of the
black. The colored man sings when he works and when he loafs,-he does both alternatively. He sings when he is sad
and whistles when he is happy.
In thought the Negro Spiritual is as modern as Billy Sunday, (see the Brewer's Big Horses). While it is
traced back to Revolutionary days, it reaches its zenith in the War of the Rebellion. Then the Negro had something to
sing about and filled his songs with the desire for freedom. At the time of the secession the Negro borrowed the war
theme abundantly. There are many allusions to it and to the promise of emancipation.
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At the conclusion of war, he sang of peace; and his song accordingly assumed a note of security and contentment.

In Africa the native folk-song had its inspiration in the war dance and funeral ceremonial. Judging from the
few examples extant, it was barbaric and heavy, lugubrious and never happy. In the American negro folk-song there
is rarely a barbaric note, and it is seldom heavy. Very often it is sad, due to the Negro's religious psychology. It is a
strange paradox, but very often when he is happiest he will voice a most mournful note. Stephen Foster caught this
when he immortalized the Negro in his Suwanee River and other songs intended to depict the black.
The Negro folk-song, unlike the Gallic and Teutonic, is usually religious. Hence the word "spiritual" or
"shout." They have a few secular songs that deal with occupation, e.g., rowing a boat or loading a boat and cotton
picking. And there are a few songs known as fiddle songs, devil songs (rare), and corn songs.

For the greater part, his songs have to do with salvation. There are a few love songs-and a number of ribald
ones-but no songs of heroism; and that is where the Ethiopian differs from the Caucasian; for the white man in his
early days was wont to sing of his mighty deeds of valor and his amorous conquests-to wit, the Troubadours and
Minnesingers.
One reason the Negro folk-song is religious is because it dates back chiefly to the ante-bellum period, when
he was a slave and longed for freedom and religion was his great comfort. To be sure, he is emotional, hysterical,
superstitious, and in the days when he made most of his songs, quite ignorant; but the underlying motive is really
"gettin' religion.," as he expresses it.
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The Negro can sing, and the white man knows it and has commercialized his ability. Below the Mason and
Dixon line, sometimes North, almost all laboring gangs have their vocal leaders. The leader or precentor, like the
leader of the orchestra, receives extra pay for directing. Through his vocal efforts, he stimulates his gang into
working. The leader may stimulate work, but he is never known to overdo it. The holding of a loose rope or the final
push on a wheelbarrow is enough for him.

In Baltimore, Savannah, or New Orleans, wherever longshoremen are colored, you will hear the men
singing. The leader carries the burden, the men take up the chorus, sailor chantey fashion. These singing leaders are
not unknown along the wharves of Philadelphia and the back streets of Harrisburg.
Recently the Westinghouse plant in Pittsburgh employed a lot of roustabouts to load munitions aboard the
cars. The men started work, nothing had been said about a vocal leader. It was not long before the men grew listless
and finally quit altogether. One of the Westinghouse men, sensing the trouble, hurried out and secured a singing
foreman. The result was the men worked and sang till the consignment was finished.
The songs the Negro seems to prefer while working are the religious ones. Possible it keeps his mind off his
work. Below is an example of a boat-song. It is essentially a song of labor, but there is the hodge-podge of Biblical
illusions that characterizes his song. The rhythm is of backward and forward pulling at the oars.

The only thing these songs have in common with the Venetian gondoliers is to while away the time.
Travelers from the upper Nile claim that the Negro boat-song, in rhythm and charm, has a marked resemblance to the
Egyptian.
There are many types of Spirituals. The chief theme is salvation, and the secondary one penitence. In their
penitent songs they bewail their manifold sins and wickedness, with quite a Litany effect.
There are exhortation or revival songs, in which the expressions, "Seeke," "Searcher," "Member," are used.
Then there is another style, the "Good-bye" songs, sung at the end of camp meetings. It is a sort of religious Auld
Lang Syne, in which they wish each other well until the next "meeting'."
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Last, there is the "Shout," and it is all the word implies. It is more of a frenzied dynamic Spiritual than the
others, and is surcharged with hallelujahs (sometimes abbreviated to "Hallelu!") and plentifully sprinkled with
Glory!
The "Shout," in its unadulterated form, is used at revivals and love feats, where emotions are unrestricted
and spontaneous. The "Shout" is passing, as the Negro rarely gets religion in the violent form his fathers did.

Remarkable as is his love of Christ's doctrine, there is never any mention of the Nativity. There is
occasional reference to the Resurrection and Ascension. For the greater part, he sings of faith, hope and charity, and
a great and everlasting wish for redemption.
The structure of the Spiritual is more of an emotional sequence than a logical one. Very often it is not
sequential at all, but only an association of ideas. The words are taken-improvised is nearer the sense-from the
Scriptures and fragments of hymns, and there is a plenitude of personal pronouns, all mixed in together. There is
little attempt at versification, unless it comes under the caption of Vers Libre. There is a slight desire to rhyme or
make near rhymes; and there are many unintelligible phrases, such as "Why don't you move go slow?" Whatever
they lack in rhyme, they make up in rhythm. The same sense of lilt that has made the Negro dancing world-famous
has gone into his folk-song.
Syncopation, that offshoot of rhythm, is employed extensively; ignorant people claim that the Negro
invented syncopation. He neither invented syncopation, nor was he the first to use it. It existed long before he was
brought in shackles to this country-examples may be found in the old Greek and Hebrew melodies. Syncopation was
probably discovered by the first aborigine who beat on a hollow gourd with a thigh bone, and has been used ever
since by "all nations that do dwell upon the face of the earth.
As in all folk-songs, the Spirituals are sung in unison. Unlike the Russian, there is a verse and chorus in
almost every one. In that respect they resemble the British folk-song. Occasionally some one will try to harmonize, in
which they will "Base it" (supplying elementary chord roots). The Fisk Jubilee singers have harmonized many of the
Spirituals with splendid results.
The Spirituals are from four to sixteen bars in length; some are longer. They are constructed of one or two
simple themes, and these repeated according to the word phrases. In delivery they are sometimes sung in
straightforward fashion, sometimes with a marked portamento, sometimes with roulades and notes of anticipation.
Often they are as invertebrate as recitations. As the Negro sings them, they are usually wistful, unless they are
"Shouts." The timbre of the Negro voice and the minor cadences give them the triste, yearning quality. Many
German, Italian and Scotch folk-songs are in 3-4 time. There is hardly a Spiritual that is written in 3-4 or its
derivatives. They are in 2-4 or 4-4. Almost all have the accent falling on the after beat. The reason the Spirituals are
in 2-4 time is because they were probably improvised to the swaying of the body and the clapping of hands, which is
almost the march rhythm. Some music historians claim this is the primitive or original pulse. The stress of the bar
line is strongly felt,-many are pitched at Adagio, though some are Allegro. The scale employed is that of the early
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Greeks, it is also the one in which most of the Scotch folk-songs are written, with the 4th and 7th tones omitted. It is
not uncommon to begin in a minor key and end in a major.
Folk-songs, and the Negro Spirituals in particular, upset all the laws of melody writing, as advocated by
text-book composers. They go up when they should go down, and they close in a minor when they should finish in a
major; and yet when they are heard they are satisfying to cultivated ears-possibly that justifies a melody.
While the Spirituals are common to all the South, particularly the rural districts, they are not all known in
every State. In some States there was little migration. In the North, where there was ebb and flow, songs were added
from other States. That is why there are often two or three variants of the same song. "Roll Jordan" is peculiar to
Virginia; "Wrestle on Jacob" belongs to South Carolina. It is curious tonight that the songs from the seaboard States
often refer to boats and water, while the inland States hardly ever mention things maritime.
These Spirituals were not composed or designed, but are the spontaneous expression, both of words and
music. The unsophisticated black could no more have composed a song in the academic sense than he could have
invented an automobile; but by letting his mind and voice go untrammeled, he was able to improvise songs that have
enriched the world invaluably.
Folk-songs such as these are the pure fruits of inspiration. As was said of the Russian peasantry, they are a
"natural production of a race of remarkable musical capacity."

Vachel Lindsay, in his Poem, "The Congo," has epitomized the Negro and his religious zeal in the
following lines, and from these lines you can see the Spiritual arising: "A good old Negro in the slums of the town
Preached at a sister for her velvet gown,
Howled at a brother for his low down ways,
His prowling, puzzling, sneak thief days,
Beat on the bible till he wore it out,
Started the Jubilee revival shout.
And some had visions as they stood on chairs
and sang of Jacob and the golden stairs;
And they all repented, a thousand strong,
from their stupor and savagery and sin and wrong,
And slammed with their hymn books till they shook the room
with 'Glory, glory, glory!' and 'Boom, boom, boom!'"

1918 - THE DIAL - AUGUST 15
AMERICAN INFLUENCE ON MODERN FRENCH MUSIC - Since all Americans are naively vain, it is
as well to see ourselves as others see us, if we profit by it. Europe has always thought strange things of us, especially
France. Gilbert Chinard, for example, has collected into two fascinating volumes all the "exotisme American" in
French literature, from Rabelais and Ronsard through the eighteenth century. A third volume, covering the nineteenth
century, would be still more amusing.
Among others, there is a delightfully scurrilous volume, "Asmodee a New York," published anonymously in
1868. Scurrilous-but romantic as the travels of Maundevylle, for the author obviously never crossed the Atlantic. He
unrolls a fantastic panorama of civic corruptions, amateur fire-brigades (in New York!), revolver-shooting citizens,
out-of-door religious meetings where quadrilles alternate with sermons. Those who have been to Europe know what
the American duel is-a drawing of lots, followed by the suicide of the loser; but who, before or since Asmodee, has
heard of the American suicide? It seems the despairing man one evening takes a drink of "alcohol," the next night
two, the next night three, and so on, until his miserable soul is tortured from his ruined body. The author neglects to
tell us how soon this denouement occurs, but he assures us the practice is wide.
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With such grotesque material at hand, it is not surprising that the United States has added its genre to the
modern French music. But a question intervenes: what have we done in music that is so characteristic? It is true that
some critics have traced a flavor of MacDowell in Debussy's "La Fille aux cheveux de Lin" and "Les Collines
d'Anacapri," but this is thoroughly unimportant.
The answer is that we have a type of music instantly recognized anywhere on this globe as American. This
is "rag," that rank growth from the richness of our soil. No American composers (with the notable exception of
Henry Gilbert) has been able to use it; for we are too near it, too familiar with it, to be able to extract any but the
most vulgar effects from it. The Frenchman however has picked from out of our weeds a leaf here and there of a
design curious to him, which he has formed into patterns of his own invention.
Of course this has been tried before. When in the eighteen-sixties "Ethiopian Minstrels" invaded Europe
with tremendous success, the serious-minded made attempts to use the Negro idiom in good music. Of all these
attempts only one piece of music continues to exist-Dvorak's "New World Symphony" (1893). Yet though he caught
rhythms and built a couple of melodies so like the real thing that they have since been turned into Negro songs, his
work as a whole gives no suggestion of any place on earth except Bohemia.
It has been the French, then, that alone have used American idiom recognizably. And of course it was
Debussy that first made the attempt.
In the "Children's Corner" we find the initial experiment. "Gollyiwog's Cakewalk" (all the titles are in
English) is the last of this little set for piano. Debussy has taken a single syncopation which he uses as the basis for
the entire composition; and here he is wrong, for true "rag" changes its meter continually. Debussy's effect however
is not monotonous-his ear was too sensitive to allow him to commit any such mistake-and the middle section drops
the rhythmic figure for a while. This middle section is noteworthy for its delicate burlesque of the opening cello
phrase of "Tristan." The Teutonic super-lover becomes the grotesque Gollyiwog surprised by new, sacred emotions;
but these are soon swept aside by the syncopated cakewalk. In the first volume of "Preludes," Debussy again tries
American effects, and again he thinks his result sufficiently important to place it last in the volume. "Minstrels" he
calls it, again using an English title; and it is really only this that betrays its meaning. He is giving his impression of a
black-face show; we hear the drum, the sentimental song, and so on, with a little phrase like a guffaw punctuating the
music, just as the puns of the endmen punctuate the performance. But Debussy has written this music with a
characteristic bit of daring; he has left syncopation entirely out of it. And therefore no American is likely to realize
what is going on, unless he appreciates the title.
This is all that Debussy tried, but another composer took up the idiom and did more with it. This was Eric
Satie, of whom there is nowadays quite a cult. Eric Satie was among the modern ballet pioneers, but he abandoned
that for humorous piano sketches. He is a marvelous mixture of the dilettante, mystic, humorist, and decadent. He
dares the limit, and cares not of the public. He cultivates the most exotic and the most naive harmonies. He writes
chants for the Rosy-Cross and musical descriptions of the life of fishes. He delights in misquotations: his "Espanana
(Croquis et Agaceries d'un gros Bonhomme en bois") is a strange mess of Chabrier, and in "d'Edriopthalma"
("Embryons desseches") he cites the "celebrated mazurka of Schubert," which is in reality a perversion of Chopin's
"Funeral March." Among his titles one finds "Tyrolienne turque," "Apercus desagreables," "Celle qui parle trop,"
"Les Trois Valses du Precieux degoute," and "Trois Morceaux en forme de Poire, avec une Maniere de
Commencement, une Prolongation du meme, et Un En Plus, suivi d'une Redite."
His latest and most successful composition was a return to the ballet, called "Parade" (or "Vaudeville"),
produced for the first time in Paris, May 18, 1917. It is a "Ballet realiste," whose collaborators were Pablo Picasso,
Leonide Massine, and Jean Cocteau, the poet. "Realistic" indeed! It is realism "which stifles the nightingale's song
beneath the rumblings of the tramways." It represents a vaudeville in which one feels "the terrible mysteries of
China, the sadness of the nocturnal bar of the little American girl, the astonishing gymnastics of the acrobats; it
contains all the sorrow of the boards-the nostalgia of the hand-organ which will never play Bach fugues," At least so
the preface says. As a matter of fact it is one of the funniest things ever written by a serious musician. Haydn's
"Surprise Symphony" has just one slap-stick-or rather bang-drum-moment; "Till Eulenspiegel" keeps you goodhumored: Carpenter's "Perambulator Suite" has several smiles in it; but nothing has been written which rouses the
roars of laughter which "Parade" creates. This is no small thing. And it must be remembered that the humor is in the
very music-that one laughs even without knowing the setting or the choreography.
The plot is simple. A vaudeville has opened in Paris on a Sunday. Three managers attempt to advertise their
show by exhibiting three numbers: as Chinese prestidigitator, acrobats, and an American dancer. (The management
reserves the right to change the order of the acts; and sure enough, in the actual presentation, the American girl
preceded the acrobats!) The crowd think that they are seeing the entire show for nothing; so no one enters. Finally
the exhausted managers fall upon each other, and the three turns reappear to renew the advertising.
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The influence of America is felt at the very beginning, for the managers appear imbedded in huge cuistic
frames representing fragments of skyscrapers. Their actions are therefore limited to smoking long clay pipes and
continuous bowing. So much for American enterprise!
I should like to describe all the music-the Chinese effects of cheap incense, long mustaches, and erected
forefingers; the heavily sentimental waltz of the acrobats, interrupted by curious extra-harmonic pricklings as of the
skin-but our main interest lies with the little dancer, with her exaggerated steps and her very characteristic music. She
is favored with two dances; one for her entrance, where a peculiarly imbecile measure is labeled "vertueuse," and
finally the great. "Ragtime du paquebot."
Satie has composed a typical rag tune, which is (naturally) an unbelievable concentration of reminiscences.
I do not think he has used a single phrase which has not been used dozens of times before him by American
composers. To this he has fitted an independent, yet characteristic, bass with a vigor all its own. Occasionally these
two melodies make strange acquaintance, and often the harmonies between them are curiously twisted. The wrong
thing is done at the wrong moment; and when it is time to return to the theme, one seems an impossible distance
away. Yet Satie suddenly lets chords and rhythms sink, slide, and-there you are, though you can't quite believe it. In
short, what Satie has done is simply to reproduce the American invention, plus its awkwardness of expression, its
ignorance of rules and possibilities. The result more than justifies him.
But, amusing as it is, it is a poor return to France for what she has given us in music. And Eric Satie-no
doubt unconsciously-gives us a very correct criticism of our musical faults. We are ignorant, woefully ignorant,
criminally ignorant, of music as an art. We will not take the trouble to learn it. We care nothing about its technique.
Music is the most complicated of the arts (barring architecture),and we are too lazy to find out how it is done. Our
schools are ignorant of its basic principles. The foreigner begins early and writes his daily counterpoint for six years
at least before he considers that he has mastered the simplest style; whereas we begin late in life on an imbecile study
called "Harmony" (whose false rules have been broken freely by every composer of the last two centuries and teach a
baroque style in which no one ever wrote or will write).Then we settle lazily into counterpoint for a year, and follow
it the next year with laborious canons and fugues. After that-the deluge of mediocrity! Eric Satie profits by our
mistakes and makes an amusing ballet out of it.
This is our contribution to the music of the world. France has been the only country to appreciate S. Foster
Damo

1918 - SEPTEMBER - CURRENT OPINION
WHY "JAZZ" SENDS US BACK TO THE JUNGLE . One touch of "Jazz" makes savages of us all. This
disquieting bit of information is elicited from a detailed investigation of the latest craze in popular music by a wellknown Broadway ethnologist, Mr. Walter Kingsley. Mr. Kingsley, whose interest was aroused by the conflicting
stories of the origin of this mad type of music, which he defines as "the delirium tremens of syncopation," decided
that the truth about "Jazz" must be known. In his investigation he was aided by Professor William Morrison
Patterson of Columbia University and by the poetry of Vachel Lindsay, as well as by previous investigations of
Lafcadio Hearn. The word "Jazz" itself may be traced to Africa. Mr. Kingsley presents the results of his
investigations in the N. Y. Sun:
"The word is African in origin. It is common on the Gold Coast of Africa and in the hinterland of Cape
Coast Castle. In his studies of the Creole patois and idiom in New Orleans, Lafcadio Hearn reported that the word
'jaz,' meaning to speed things up, to make excitement, was common among the blacks of the south and had been
adopted by the Creoles as a term to be applied to music of a rudimentary syncopated type. In the old plantation days
when the slaves were having one of their rare holidays and the fun languished, some West Coast African would cry
out, 'Jaz her up,' and this would be the cue for fast and furious fun. No doubt the witch doctors and medicine men on
the Congo used the same term at those jungle 'parties' when the tom-toms throbbed and the sturdy warriors gave their
pep an added kick with rich brews of Yohimin bark - that precious product of the Cameroons. Curiously enough the
phrase 'Jaz her up' is a common one to-day in vaudeville and on the circus lot. When a vaudeville act needs ginger
the cry from the advisers in the wings in 'put in jaz,' meaning add low comedy, go to high speed and accelerate the
comedy spark. 'Jasbo' is a form of the word common in the varieties, meaning the same as 'hokum,' or low comedy
verging on vulgarity."
"Jazz" music is said to be an attempt to reproduce the marvelous syncopation of the African jungle. In onetwo time a third beat is interpolated. There are many half-notes or less and many long-drawn wavering tones.
Professor Patterson declares, in his studies in the sense of rhythm, that "the music of contemporary savages taunts us
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with a lost art of rhythm. Modern sophistication has inhibited many native instincts, and the mere fact that our
conventional dignity forbids us to sway our bodies or to tap our feet when we hear effective music has deprived us of
unsuspected pleasures." The rhythmic aggressiveness of the modern "jazz" hand, in Mr. Kingsley's opinion, with its
savage gift for progressive retardation and acceleration, guided by the sense of swing, reawakened in the most
sophisticated audience instincts that are deep-seated in most of us. He recounts its American history:
"For years jazz has ruled in the underworld resorts of New Orleans. There is those wonderful refuges of
basic folklore and primeval passion wild men and wild women have danced to jazz for gladsome generations. Ragtime and the new dances came from there and long after jazz crept slowly up the Mississippi from resort to resort
until it landed in South Chicago at Freilburg's, whence it had been preceded by the various stanzas of 'Must I
Hesitate,' 'The Blues,' 'Frankie and Johnny' and other classics of the levee underworld that stir the savage in us with a
pleasant tickle. Freilburg's is an institution in Chicago. If you 'go South' you must visit that resort. It is worth while.
The learned dancers there were slow in getting the complicated beats of the jazz, but when they did they were mad
over the eery syncopation. Chicago likes its pleasures direct, frank and unashamed. It like smoke, and fresh butlock's
blood, and the smell of the stockyards and the grind of car-wheels on the margin of Lake Michigan, and it liked jazz
because it lent itself to intimate close dancing.
"Now let me tell you when jazz music was first heard on the Great Wine Way. I forgot to tell you that it has
flourished for hundreds of years in Cuba and Hayti, and, of course, New Orleans derived it from there."

1919 - MUSICAL QUARTERLY - JAN.
NEGRO MUSIC AT BIRTH by Natalie Curtis Burlin - In the South, a white musician stumbles upon experiences
that may be counted as among the most awakening of his life, for there the spirit of the Negro is often loosed in
music that makes one wonder at the possibilities of the race. Far down in Alabama where the "Black Belt" is broad
and the Negroes outnumber the whites. I touched upon something that class-rooms and concert-halls rarely hold,nothing less than the primitive essence of untaught and unteachable creative art.
It was at the Calhoun Industrial School (whose existence was inspired by the example of Hampton Institute)
that a great meeting of colored people was held one year to listen to discussions by Northern white scholars
concerning the advancement of their race. Over tawny roads that stretched beneath tall pine trees came the people of
the "Black Belt" in wagons and astride of plodding mules; brown mules, black mules, lemon-colored mules-they
came with their dusky riders from all directions in an endless stream, and I particularly remember the flash of a red
petticoat across a white mule glinting through the green. Such shining good-natured faces,-pure Negroes these with
little admixture of white blood, representing different types of the many tribes brought from all parts of Africa by the
slave-trade, through which captives from the far interior and from the opposite coasts of the Dark Continent were
finally landed in America. Some of the men were tall, and their aquiline noses and pointed beards told of the strain of
Arab and other Semitic blood that runs through many a native of Africa's East Coast; others were swart of thinkset,
with flat noses and heavy lips. Many were so ebony black that the shadows in their smooth skins seemed a soft graypurple, like deep ripe grapes. No European peasantry could have offered to the painter more striking material than
these dark-skinned sinewy people in their blue jeans and bright calicoes amid the deep tones of the pines.
They hitched their animals in the woods and gathered in a cleared space under the trees. These colored folk
had come many miles over mountain and valley from their crude log-cabins, and they assembled long before the
hour. To them this gathering had almost the significance of a religious service, a "Camp-meet'n" of the olden time.
Seated in rows, reverent and silent, they waited for something to happen. and as they sat, patient in the early warmth
of the April sun, suddenly a rhythmic tremor seemed to sway over the group as a sweep of wind stirs grasses; there
arose a vibration, an almost inaudible hum-was it from the fine trees or from this mass of humanity?-and then the
sound seemed to mold itself into form, rhythmic and melodic, taking shape in the air, and out from this floating
embryo of music came the refrain of a song quavered by one voice, instantly caught up by another-till soon the entire
gathering was rocking in time to one of the old plantation melodies! Men, women and children sang, and the whole
group swung to and fro and from side to side with the rhythm of the song, while many of the older people snapped
their fingers in emphasis like the sharp click of an African gourd rattle.
It was spirited singing and it was devout; but the inspirational quality of the group-feeling made this music
seem a lambent, living thing, a bit of "divine fire" that descended upon these black people like the gift of tongues. It
was as though the song had first hovered in the trees above their swaying forms, intangible, till one of them had
reached up and seized it, and then it had spread like flame. And as usual with Negroes, this was extemporaneous
part-singing,-women making up alto, men improvising tenor or bass, the music as a whole possessed so completely
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by them all (or so utterly possessing them!) that they were free to abandon themselves to the inspiration of their own
creative instinct.
Often in the South I heard this same strange breathless effect of a song being born among a group
simultaneously, descending, as it were, from the air. On a suffocatingly hot July Sunday in Virginia, in a little
ramshackle meeting-house that we had approached over a blinding road nearly a foot deep in dust, a number of rural
Negroes had gathered from an outlying farm, dressed all in their dust-stained Sunday best for the never-to-be omitted
Sabbath service. Their intense and genuine piety with its almost barbaric wealth of emotion could not but touch a
visitor from the cold North. The poverty of the little church was in itself a mute appeal for sympathy. A gaudy and
somewhat ragged red table cloth covered the crude pulpit on which rested a huge and very battered Bible,-it had
probably sustained many vigorous thumps during the high-flown exhortations of the gilt-spectacled preacher. A
crazy lamp, tilted side-ways, hung from the middle of the ceiling. Through the broken window-shutters (powerless to
keep out the diamond glare of the morning sun) came slits of light that slanted in syncopated angles over the swarthy
people, motes dancing in the beams. No breeze; the sticky heat was motionless; from afar came a faint sound of
chickens clucking in the dust. Service had already begun before we came and the congregation, silent and devout, sat
in rows on rough backless benches. The preacher now exhorted his flock to prayer and the people with one
movement surged forward from the benches and down onto their knees, every black head deep-bowed in an
abandonment of devotion. Then the preacher began in a quavering voice a long supplication. Here and there came an
uncontrollable cough from some kneeling penitent or the sudden squall of a restless child; and now and again an
ejaculation, warm with entreaty, "O Lord!" or a muttered "Amen, amen"-all against the background of the praying,
endless praying.
Minutes passed, long minutes of strange intensity. The mutterings, the ejaculations, grew louder, more
dramatic, till suddenly I felt the creative thrill dart through the people like an electric vibration, that same halfaudible hum arose,-emotion was gathering atmospherically as clouds gather-and then, up from the depths of some
"sinner's" remorse and imploring came a pitiful little plea, a real Negro "moan," sobbed in musical cadence. From
somewhere in that bowed gathering another voice improvised a response: the plea sounded again, louder this time
and more impassioned; then other voices joined in the answer, shaping it into a musical phrase; and so, before our
ears, as one might say, from this molten metal of music a new song was smithied out, composed then and there by no
one in particular and by everyone in general.
With the Negro, it would seem that the further back one traces the current of musical inspiration that runs
through the race, (that is, the more primitive the people and thus the more instinctive the gift,) the nearer does one
come to the divine source of song,-intuition, which is in turn the well-spring of all genius. So often does education
deaden and even utterly destroy intuitive art in individuals as in races, that one might affirm that the genius is he who
can survive the attrition of scholastic training! Certainly no sophisticated part-singing sounds in my memory with the
poignant charm of the unconscious music which I heard one day in a big tobacco factory in the South where a group
of utterly illiterate and ignorant black laborers were sorting tobacco leaves in a dusty, barren room. Rough sons and
daughters of toil, ragged and unkempt, no one could accuse them of ever having come under the smooth influence of
"refined white environment." Crude and primitive they were in looks as in speech. Yet I never heard collective
voices that were sweeter or that appealed more immeasurably to the imagination with their penetrating, reed-like
beauty of quality. The fields, the not sun, the open sky sang through them. And the harmonies with which these
workers adorned their half barbaric melodies seemed prismatic in their brilliant unmodulated grouping of diatonic
chords, their sudden interlocking of unrelated majors and minors, and their unconscious defiance of all man-made
laws of "voice progressions." Such rich, colorful music, (and in my memory I cannot separate the sound of it from
the picture of the tobacco leaves in the brown hands), it seemed as though these singers painted with their voices that
barren room. And I thought "yes,-that is the Negro. So he has done always. With song he has colored his shadowed
life, evoking hope, joy, beauty even, from within himself."
Yet in the voices of these toilers lingered an indescribable pathos, a something both child-like and touching.
For with all his brawn, his good-humor, and his wide, ready smile, the Negro, when he sings, tells something of that
shadow that only a song can lighten. Probably no blacks in the country were more backward than these factoryhands, laboring so monotonously in the lazy haze of southern heat,-a heat that puts one's brain to sleep. That they
could sing extemporaneously in harmonies that not only approached real art but that touched one's very soul, seemed
a proof that though this is still a child-race, the long path of human evolution and advance stretches before it in
endless promise. Is it not in the Song of the Negro that we glimpse the spirit of the race reaching forward toward
development and eventual unfolding? and when we see that song illumining with an inner light multitudes otherwise
darkly inarticulate and troping, we think of Emerson and ponder: "The Negro 'Over-Soul'-it is music?"
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1919 - THE MUSICIAN - MARCH
CAPTURING THE SPIRIT OF THE REAL NEGRO MUSIC - First Accurate Recording by Natalie Curtis Burlin of
Negro Part singing, Offer Valuable Material for Choral Teaching. by John Tasker Howard, Jr. - The Hampton Series
of Negro Folk Song by Natalie Curtis Burlin, just issued by G. Schirmer, is one of the most interesting and valuable
of recent contributions to the literature of folk music. The importance of Mrs. Burlin's work lies in the fact that she
has recorded the actual singing of the Negroes, and has written on paper a faithful record of their own spontaneous
harmonies. To the singing teacher this collection will be invaluable, for it would be a very difficult task to find better
material for exercise in part singing and sight reading. The unusual leading of the voices will ever be a delight to
singing pupils and they will reap more benefit from these songs than they could from many of the compositions and
exercises they are now using. They will also be of great value to choral societies and will make most attractive
numbers for their programs. The Schola Cantorum of New York was the first choral society to use a song from this
collection, when at their concert last Spring they sang "God's a-gwine ter move all de troubles away." To accomplish
her purpose Mrs. Burlin,
Figure I

after extensive travels in the South, made her headquarters at Hampton, Va., the home of the Negro Industrial
School, where she studied the Negro and his song. She also visited the island of St. Helena off the coast of South
Carolina, where the Negroes are still very primitive and their songs are very old. She found the people much
interested in her work and they were anxious to help her in any way they could. In making her records Mrs. Burlin
made use of the phonograph and this combined with her own musical ear enabled her to write out the parts as she
heard them. The harmonies she has set down are the Negroes' very own andit was no easy task to distinguish the
various parts they would improvise. No one singer was able to sing his part alone (except, of course the "lead," the
singer who carries the melody), but she finally solved the problem by grouping all the singers close to the one whose
part she was recording, and they would hum their parts very softly, while he sang his part so that it would register on
the phonograph. But even the phonograph was not absolutely dependable; and so Mrs. Burlin was compelled to use
her own ear as a corrective for these imperfections. The Negroes have a decided polyphonic instinct and that they
have inherited this from their African ancestors is undeniable. This harmonic sense is found only among the
Africans, a few groups of Russian peasantry, and the Polynesians. The instinct is absolutely spontaneous and the
negro has no more idea what chords he is helping to make than an infant would have. One day when Mrs. Burlin was
recording the singing of a quartet.
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Figure II

she stopped one of the singers and asked him if he went "up" or "down" in a certain passage. "Lawdy ma'm," was the
reply,
Figure III

"Ah doan know what ah does do; come on boys, sing it again so's she can find out." It is just because of this total
ignorance of musical notation that the spontaneity of their polyphony is so remarkable, and in many of their songs it
would be a difficult task indeed for a trained musician to improve the natural beauty of their harmonic coloring.
Take, for example, the bars in figure I. Notice particularly the part of the first tenor, especially his apparent delight in
embellishments and the suspension on the final beat. Notice also the bass in the measure "in ma heart" and you will
find a rather unusual leading into the relative minor, for the B flat is not to be considered as the dominant in this case
but merely as a passing tone.
Figure IV

In Figure II we find an almost contrapuntal passage in the measure "by myself," and the melody passing through the
relative minor, the tonic and back to the relative minor gives the listener a feeling of melodic warmth and harmonic
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richness that cannot fail to touch his emotions. In Figure III we find discords that would be worthy of our most
modern composers, and the modulations in figure IV are well worth our consideration. In the measures "All a cyrin;
" notice now well the bare fifths in the basses modulating from A flat major to B flat major and then to D flat major
characterize the text and how clearly they convey to our minds the "wailing" of the "lambs."
The African races are inherently musical, and those that were brought to this country carried with them the
songs of their various peoples. Of course the influence of the white man's song has tempered their primitive music to
a certain extent but the marked rhythmic and modal characteristics still remain. Take, for instance, the rhythmic
"snap" or syncopation which is the parent of our own "rag time." This is very African and so is the use of the five
tone or pentatonic scale which is predominant in the Scotch folk songs and the music of oriental races as well. Bring,
then, such a musical race they used their songs as the most natural expression of their emotions during the days of
their captivity and through song they expressed their longing for freedom and their hope of ultimate deliverance. To
the melodies of their ancestors they sang what they learned of our religion and it is interesting and oftentimes very
amusing to hear their version of the stories of the Bible. For the Negroes are a very religious people, and while some
claim that their religion is merely superstition and in some cases almost barbaric none can deny that it is a real and
vital part of their lives. The masters of the slaves seldom allowed the Negroes to sing of their own desire for freedom
and so they sang of other captive people in a position analogous of their own. Mrs. Burlin's collection contains a very
interesting example of this type of song, "Go down Moses" in which they sing of the Captive Children of Israel and
their final deliverance, thereby voicing their own hope of freedom.
When America entered the great war the Negroes were, of course, expected to do their share, and while they
answered their country's call with never a murmur, the aims of the conflict were not always clear to many of the
blacks in the more primitive sections of the South, the Island of St. Helena, for instance, where the Negroes vastly
outnumber the white population.
Inasmuch as song was the natural expression of the Negroes and since so many of their own songs voiced
their love of freedom, Mrs. Burlin sought to teach them by means of these very songs the ideals and aims for which
our country fought, for, to use her own words, "Through song will come an interpretation of the war: through
repetition of phrases the negro can understand." To accomplish this she took a song she had heard on St. Helena"
Island, "O ride on, Jesus," and made of it a "Hymn of Freedom." She wrote new words to the music, which begin:
"O March on, Freedom, March on, Freedom, March on conquering hosts! Liberty is calling.
To martyred Belgium Freedom! To wounded France Freedom!
'Tis God who summons our advance! Liberty is calling!"
In her preface to the published version of the "Hymn of Freedom," Mrs. Burlin says: "I have closely
followed the original Negro song, even in the simple and somewhat crude harmonies and progressions of the
different voices. For this music sprang from men who best know how to value freedom, and I feel that their songs, as
well as their lives, are their immortal gifts to Freedom's cause." Under the auspices of the War Camp Community
Service, J. E. Blanton, the head of the Penn Industrial School on St. Helena's Island, carried this song to the Negroes
in eighteen army camps and there can be no doubt that it accomplished its purpose in teaching the Negro what he
was to fight for.
The importance of the Negro music is shown by just such examples as this. The value of folk music lies in
the fact that it is the expression of a people, an outpouring of their emotions and a depicting of their various
occupations. Mrs. Burlin feels very strongly that the musical instinct of the Negroes shows the possibilities of their
development as a race, and in an article in Schirmer's Musical Quarterly for January, she says, "That they can sing
extemporaneously in harmonies that not only approach real art but that touch one's very soul seems a proof that
though this is still a child-race, the long path of human evolution and advance stretches before it in endless promise."
As for the music of the Negro being the ultimate deliverance of the American composer. Mrs. Burlin feels
that only time and the workings of the melting pot will tell. And, as she says, who can tell but one of the great
American composers may be a Negro!

1919 - LITERARY DIGEST - APRIL 26
"STALE BREAD'S" SADNESS GAVE "JAZZ," TO THE WORLD - Some years ago there was a blind
newsboy on a street corner in New Orleans, and there were times when misery and melancholy overwhelmed him,
for he had a little of the soul of an artist, which is generally supposed to be sad, as well as misfortunes beyond the
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average. He could play the violin, and his common or street name was "Stale Bread." One day he hit upon a new
kind of music, a music so wild, and swinging, and ear-catching, and nerve-twisting that it was able to drive away his
sadness, as once the harp of David drove away the "blue devils" from King Saul. To the music that "Stale Bread"
invented the name of "jazz" was ultimately applied, and anyone who doesn't care for "jazz" is privileged to
remember that "Stale Bread: was suffering a great deal when he invented it. Says a writer in the New Orleans Item,
dealing with the syncopated harmonies and other features of "jazz":
It's called "jazz," that synchronizing super syncopation that originating in New Orleans, has aggravated the
feet and fingers of America into a shimmying, tickle-toeing, snapping delirium and now is upsetting the swaying
equilibrium of the European dance.
The dictionary of culture contains no such teasing monosyllable. The nearest it comes to it is "jazey," which
means a kind of worsted sweater.
But, says Joseph K. Gorham, "Daddy of the Jazz," the word, common to the knowledge and frequent in the
vocabulary of the Barbary coast and the southern darky for years, means simply enough, and without any explanation
or definition, the only thing it's possible for four such letters in such order, when pronounced, to convey-and that is
just "to mess 'em up and slap it on think." That's the verb "to jazz."
The noun means just the same as the verb, except that the noun implies the process and the verb the action.
Musically and technically speaking, jazz is correctly defined; but the writer admits his inadequacy, and Mr.
Gorham, pondering deeply for five minutes, gave it up and observed:
"Why ask such an unnecessary question, anyway?"
However, "jazz" which, in the opinion of Mr. Gorham, has delighted the soul and excited the Terpsichorean
tendencies of the negro of the levee and cotton-fields these many years, drifted out of the shanties and the tango belt
of New Orleans back in 1915 to begin its triumphant, blaring, screeching ascent into the ball-room and restaurants of
the cultured.
And there is the story that as far back as twenty years ago a blind newsboy, known to his particular gang
here as "Stale Bread" felt the creep of the "blues" coming on him and translated them on a diffle acquired from a
minstrel show passing thorough town. With his moaning, soothing melodies he was soon threatening to corner the
trade, playing as he sold his papers. Then one by one other denizens of the street, picking up the strain and whatever
instruments they could lay their hands on, joined him until there were five christened by their leader as "Stale Bread's
Spasm Band." But theirs was the music of the street and the underworld, and the years passed before it penetrated
into the homes, the clubs, and the restaurants of the fashionable.
Mr. Gorham, the man who introduced "jazz" to Chicago, whence it spread to New York and the East, came
to New Orleans five years ago to direct the Grunewald winter amusement features. Not long after his arrival he was
halted as he was walking along Canal Street by the discordant, yet strangely harmonious and amazing efforts of a
group of performers operating instruments identified by their appearance more than their melodies as a trombone, a
clarinet, a cornet, and a drum. Such results on those instruments Mr. Gorham, who is a theatrical man of wide
experience, had never heard.
The perspiring, rapid-fire musicians were most energetically and successfully advertising a prize-fight, the
announcement of which was borne by the wagon which carried the players from corner to corner.
Mr. Gorham, observing the grinning faces, the snapping fingers, and the patting feet of the crowd that
gathered around the wagon, was soon himself swaying to the barbaric tune.
It was then he scented that ever-eagerly sought "something new." To the prize-fight and on the streets he
followed his hunch and soon he was convinced. The players were then known, he found out, as "Brown's Orchestra."
Last week Mr. Gorham dug out from his trunk a four-year-old notebook, in which he displayed the
memorandum: "Brown's band, good rag orchestra, can't read music, 1108 Camp Street." That was before the
connecting of the word "jazz" with the wild harmony. The leader of the players was Raymond Lopez, the cornetist.
The others were Tom Brown, trombone; Gus Mueller, Clarinet, and William Lambert.
In the season of 1915-1916, Mr. Gorham arranged for the band to play in Lamb's Cafe in Chicago. They
appeared there as "Brown's Band from Dixieland."
Soon afterward "jazz" came into its own, and has remained there ever since. The account continues, quoting
Mr. Gorham:
The boys had been there hardly a week before I got a wire from the management of Lamb's asking me to
take them off their hands. It explained that their music was too noisy and wasn't taking at all. I wired back, as Lamb's
is rather a small place, for them to tone down a little and try again. Lopez wrote me, much discouraged over his first
efforts. All of his boys were nice young fellows, who never before had been away from New Orleans. I wrote him in
reply just to ease up a bit and keep going.
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They did. And soon Lamb's was turning people away from its doors in droves. Lopez and his band stayed
there thirty-three weeks.
Then, under the direction of Harry Fitzgerald, they went to New York. For a while, they played there in
vaudeville, and later went to Reisenweber's, where I understand they are still playing.
Lopez was the cornetist who first muted his instrument with a derby hat and Tom Brown used the same idea
on his trombone.
It was not long before all over the North and East imitators of the New Orleans boys were springing up.
Largely they were educated musicians, and while they imitated, to my mind they have never been able to achieve the
effects obtained by players who can't read a note of music.
Now plans are under way to take the "jazz" bands to the Alhambra Theater in London, and it will be a sure
enough "jazz" band from Dixie, not one of the imitations.
Those boys, who were making around $15 and $20 a week on the streets of New Orleans, are now earning
$50, $75, and $100 in various places over the country.
I've got two of them here now under my notice and am arranging to send one to the Vernon Country club in
Los Angeles.
So, heated has become the controversy among the pioneers of "jazz," we read, that in Harlem recently it
was necessary for the police to take a hand when two rival bands met outside the Alhambra Theater in New York.
This is one side of the argument, as attributed to Bert Kelly, who claims the distinction of having coined the
expression "jazz band":
The phrase "jazz band" was first used by Bert Kelly in Chicago in the fall of 1915, and was unknown in
New Orleans. In March, 1916, the first New Orleans band of cornet, clarinet, trombone, drums and piano arrived in
Chicago to play in Lamb's Cafe; it was called "Brown's Band from Dixieland." The band was brought from New
Orleans on recommendation of Frisco, who was then dancing in Lamb's Cafe. (Note they did not use the "jazz
band.") The band consisted of Tom Brown, trombone (now with Bert Kelly's Jazz Band); Raymond Lopez, cornet
(now with Blossom Seeley); Gus Mueller, clarinet, United States Army; William Lambert, drums, United States
Army.
This was the first and by far the best band that ever came from New Orleans. Gus Mueller, clarinet player,
joined Kelly in the spring of 1916 and was placed at White City, Chicago, with the following combination: Gus
Mueller, clarinet; C. O. Brush, banjo; Fred Miller, saxophone; Jack O'Neill, piano, and Fred Oxenius, drums. At this
time Harry Jame's meteoric career as a cafe manager was starting, and he was in charge of the Boosters' Club in the
Hotel Morrison, Chicago, and had a ladies' orchestra playing for his dancing.
Kelly approached him with a proposition to furnish him with better music. James agreed, raised his prices,
and printed cards for his tables reading: "On account of the big expense of hiring Bert Kelly's Jazz Band for the
entertainment of our patrons, it has been necessary to raise the prices as follows," etc.
This was in the fall of 1916, and the band from White City was the first band ever to be advertised as a
"jazz" band. It was a big success, and in the spring of 1917 James sent to New Orleans for the Original Dixieland
Jazz Band and insisted upon their using the words "Jazz Band.,"
This was in 1917, and the Original Dixieland Jazz Band was the first New Orleans band to use the term,
while Bert Kelly used it in 1915. Bert Kelly had about twenty orchestras known as Bert Kelly's Jazz Band, and when
the Dixieland arrived they adopted their name of "Original Dixieland Jazz Band."

1919 - LITERARY DIGEST - APRIL 26
A NEGRO EXPLAINS "JAZZ". The latest international word seems to be "jazz." It is used almost
exclusively in British papers to describe the kind of music and dancing - particularly dancing - imported from
America, thereby arousing discussions, in which bishops do not disdain to participate, to fill all the papers. While
society once "ragged," they now "jazz." In this country, tho we have been tolerably familiar with the word for two
years or more, we still try to pursue its mysterious origins. Lieut. James Reese Europe, late of the Machine-Gun
Ballalion of the 15th Regiment, tells Mr. Grenville Vernon, of the New York Tribune, that the word comes from Mr.
Razz, who led a band in New Orleans some fifteen years ago and whose fame is perpetuated in a somewhat modified
form. Besides the information we supply here, another statement about Mr. Razz's band from a New Orleans paper
may be seen on page 47, to which the reader is referred. Lieutenant Europe says:
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"I believe that the term "jazz" originated with a band of four pieces which was found about fifteen years ago
in New Orleans, and which was known as 'Razz's Band.' This band was of truly extraordinary composition. It
consisted of a barytone horn, a trombone, a cornet, and an instrument made out of the chinaberry-tree. This
instrument is something like a clarinet, and is made by the southern Negroes themselves. Strange to say, it can be
used only while the sap is in the wood, and after a few weeks' use has to be thrown away. It produces a beautiful
sound and is worthy of inclusion in any band or orchestra. I myself intend to employ it soon in my band. The four
musicians of Razz's Band had no idea at all of what they were playing; they improvised as they went along, but such
was their innate sense of rhythm that they produced something which was very taking. From the small cafes of New
Orleans they graduated to the St. Charles Hotel, and after a time to the Winter Garden, in New York, where they
appeared, however, only a few days, the individual musicians being grabbed up by various orchestras in the city.
Somehow in the passage of time Razz's Band got changed into 'Jazz Band,' and from this corruption arose the tern
'jazz.'
"The negro loves anything that is peculiar in music, and this 'jazzing' appeals to him strongly. It is
accomplished in several ways. With the brass instruments we put in mutes and make a whirling motion with the
tongue, at the same time blowing full pressure. With wind instruments we pinch the mouthpiece and blow hard. This
produces the peculiar sound which you all know. To us it is not discordant, as we play the music as it is written, only
that we accent strongly in this manner the notes which originally would be without accent. It is natural for us to do
this; it is, indeed, a racial musical characteristic. I have to call a daily rehearsal of my band to prevent the musicians
from adding to their music more than I wish them to. Whenever possible they all embroider their parts in order to
produce new, peculiar sounds. Some of these effects are excellent and some are not, and I have to be continually on
the lookout to cut our the results of my musicians' originality."
The news from Paris is so filled with weightier matters and the French papers are so much less loquacious
than our Anglo-Saxon ones on the lighter sides of life that, until the lieutenant speaks, we haven't heard of the
impression jazz has made on the French:
"I recall one incident in particular. From last February to last August 1 had been in the trenches, in
command of my machine-gun squad. I had been through the terrific general attack in Champagne when General
Gouraud annihilated the enemy by his strategy and finally put an end to their hopes of victory, and I had been
through many a smaller engagement. I can tell you that music was one of the things furthest from my mind when one
day, just before the Allied Conference in Paris, on August 18, Colonel Hayward came to me and said:
"Lieutenant Europe, I want you to go back to your band and give a single concert in Paris.'
"I protested, telling him that I hadn't led the band since February, but he insisted. Well, I went back to my
band, and with it I went to Paris. What was to be our only concert was in the Theatre des Champs-Elysees. Before we
had played two numbers the audience went wild. We had conquered Paris. General Bliss and French high officers
who had heard us insisted that we should stay in Paris, and there we stayed for eight weeks. Everywhere we gave a
concert it was a riot, but the supreme moment came in the Tuileries Gardens when we gave a concert in conjunction
with the greatest bands in the world - the British Grenadiers' Band, the band of the Garde Republicain, and the Royal
Italian Band. My band, of course, could not compare with any of these, yet the crowd, and it was such a crowd as I
never saw anywhere else in the world, deserted them for us. We played to 50,000 people at least, and, had we wished
it, we might be playing yet.
"After the concert was over the leader of the band of the Garde Republicain came over and asked me for the
score of one of the jazz compositions we had played. He said he wanted his band to play it. I gave it to him, and the
next day he again came to see me. He explained that he couldn't seem to get the effects I got, and asked me to go to a
rehearsal. I went with him. The great band played the composition superbly - but he was right; the jazz effects were
missing. I took an instrument and showed him how it could be done, and he told me that his own musicians felt sure
that my band had used special instruments. Indeed, some of them, afterward attending one of my rehearsals, did not
believe what I had said until after they had examined the instruments used by my men."
It is the feeling of this musician, who, indeed, before the war supplied most of the music in New York
dancing circles, that a higher plane in music may be attained by Negroes if they stick to their own form. He
concludes: "I have come back from France more firmly convinced than ever that Negroes should write negro music.
We have our own racial feeling and if we try to copy whites we will make bad copies. I noticed that the Morocco
negro bands played music which had an affinity to ours. One piece, 'In Zanzibar,' I took for my band, and the white
audiences seem to find it too discordant. I found it most sympathetic. We won France by playing music which was
ours and not a pale imitation of others, and if we are to develop in America we must develop along our own lines.
Our musicians do their best work when using negro material. Will Marion Cook, William tires, even Harry Burleigh
and Coleridge-Taylor are not truly themselves in the music which expresses their race. Mr. Tires, for instance, writes
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charming waltzes, but the best of these have in them negro influences. The music of our race springs from the soil,
and this is true to-day with no other race, except possibly the Russians, and it is because of this that I and all my
musicians have come to love Russian music. Indeed, as far as I am concerned, it is the only music I care for outside
of negro."
The Lieutenant then tells how he formed his band:
"When war broke out I enlisted as a private in Colonel Hayward's regiment, and I had just passed my
officer's examination when the Colonel asked me to form a band. I told him that it would be impossible, as the negro
musicians of New York were paid too well to have them give up their jobs to go to war. However, Colonel Hayward
raised $10,000 and told me to get the musicians wherever I could get them. The reed-players I got in Porto Rico, the
rest from all over the country. I had only one New York negro in the band - my solo cornetist. These are the men
who now compose the band, and they are all fighters as well as musicians, for all have seen service in the trenches."

1919 - MUSIC RECORD - AUGUST 1
A JAZZ BAND CONCERT by Francesco Berger - Not many weeks ago I had my first experience of a Jazz
band, while taking afternoon-tea in a well-known West end tea-room. I had not gone there in quest of the band, so
that when its strident noise burst upon my unprepared ears, it fell on virgin soil, and was a complete surprise to me.
In describing its effect (not much modified by subsequent hearings) I need scarcely affirm that I am not an
agent, paid to "boom" this class of entertainment. It is already far too popular to need advertising at my hands.
Neither have I any desire to exclaim against it, on the ground of its being coarse, or unmusical, or inartistic. I shall
confine myself to putting into words what I. thought and felt at the time, and what I think and feel since.
It was one of the strongest and strangest experiences I have undergone in an extended life, during which I
have listened to much that was good, to more that was bad, and to most that was indifferent. It produced an
impression that was not quite pleasant, but not entirely unpleasant, a sort of comical mixture of both. Not being a
frequenter of American drinking-bars, and never having tasted a real American drink, I can only guess what a
copious draught of one of their cunningly concocted iced drinks would taste like on a swelteringly hot day. But I
imagine that it would produce on the palate sensations akin to those produced on the ear by a Jazz band. Pleasurable
though staggering, making it difficult to recover one's breath, defying analysis, repellent at the outset, but
magnetically fascinating.
This Jazz band played remarkably well, with exaggerated coloring, it must be owned, but with tremendous
spirit and "go," accompanied by a perfectly incongruous row, produced from a number of noise-emitting articles
which cannot be called musical instruments. Its members comprised a very clever Pianist, a clever Violinist, two
excellent banjoists, a concertina-player, a cornet-player, and a "utility man" who performed on a side drum, a big
drum, cymbals, triangle, a tinkling hand-bell, a deep-toned large one, a dinner gong, a rattle, a railway whistle, a
motor hooter, and a few more deafening things.
They play a tune which may or may not be trans-Atlantic, but is always of a popular type, and they play it
two or three times over, varying it occasionally by ingenious fioriture on Piano or Violin. And a remarkable feature
of their performance is the abrupt transition from noisiest fortissimo to softest pianissimo, or vice versa, with very
little, if any, intermediate crescendo or diminuendo. During the soft parts the "utility man" is silent, and you begin to
hope he has gone home; but, with the first recurrence of a tutti he is back again, and, like a giant refreshed by rest,
resumes his labours with redoubled energy. He appears to have little respect for rhythm, but strikes, hits, blows,
bumps, rings, and bangs whenever "he darned chooses." Yet, whatever his vagaries may have been during a Piece,
however much he may appear to have "set up business on his own," he is never behind-hand nor before at the finish.
And I noticed that the tea-drinking audience applauded all the more when the Finale was the maddest of all mad
orgies of row. They would not feel they had been sufficiently "jazzed" if a Piece ended without a hurricane and a
thunderbolt.
The unanimity of accord which, in spite of ear-splitting noise, this band is able to maintain, is one of the
marvels of it all. Not one of the players loses his head, not one of them is careless of his part, each is as conscientious
a performer as though playing a Concerto in Queen's Hall. And when, after the final crash of a Piece, you look round
for the debris, and are preparing to count the dead and wounded on the ground, you find the players mentally, if not
physically, as cool as cucumbers, tuning their instruments for their next encounter, or exchanging with one another
critical remarks on Puccini or Debussy. I fancy, by their smiles, that they occasionally indulge in delicate stories
from club-land.
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I am not certain whether this particular band is better than, or inferior to, others now before the public, but I
can scarcely imagine one that could excel it in precision of ensemble, in extravagant coloring, or in noisy
exuberance. When, on other occasions, I have had cherished ideals shattered by novel experiences, it was the music
or the performer that thrilled and overpowered. But this Jazz business is quite foreign to anything else, quite unique.
The Piano and Violin music is full of prominent accents and plaintive syncopations, the banjos give to it a
penetrating buzzing accompaniment, and the eruptions from the "utility man" are so unexpected, that the ensemble
becomes a medley of recognizable and unrecognizable rhythm, a blend of uncongenial elements, bewildering,
exasperating, and yet appealing. Your sensations are being "brushed by machinery." Your familiar codes and laws
are defied and upset. Your terra ferma is withdrawn. You are adrift on an unexplored ocean. The anchor of your
traditions, but which you held so reliantly, has failed you. Whether you will ever reach sunlit meadows and shady
groves, whether you will ever again safely tread the highroads which your forefathers trod before you, is a question
which only Time, the inscrutable, can solve.
Having occasion to speak of a Jazz band to an American friend, I thought I was flattering his nationality
when I described it as "an admirable performance of profaned art." He promptly replied: "I do not claim for it that it
is what has hitherto passed for high art. But you must admit that it has one quality in which much old-world music is
sadly wanting, and that is 'character.' It is thoroughly representative of Americanism; as free from conventionality
and from 'schools' as my country is free from ancient history and slavery. Better stuff would probably be tamer. It is
out of material such as this, brimful of spontaneous national manner, that your refined methods and artificial
mannerisms have been evolved. If you take from it what is so obviously its own, including its crudity, you rob it of
its distinctive quality; it becomes ordinary, often-told, undesirable." And he was not far wrong.
The Pianist in this particular Jazz band is so accomplished an artist that I remarked to him: "But you are far
too good a musician to be doing this sort of thing. How is it you are here?"
"I suppose," he replied, "you mean that I ought to be doing 'the legitimate.' Well, I tried that when I first
married. I played in public, I accompanied singers, and I gave a lesson when I found a pupil who would come and
take it. And I earned thirty shillings a week. Then I took to this. When my afternoon's work is finished at six o'clock,
I have a similar engagement somewhere else from nine to eleven. and I earn twenty pounds a week. I have a wife and
two children to support. Do you blame me? When I shall have saved enough to afford myself the luxury, I shall go
back to 'the legitimate' and to-starvation."
I could not answer him, for there is no answer. O tempora, O mores.

1919 - CURRENT OPINION - AUGUST
DELVING INTO THE GENEALOGY OF JAZZ - Was it Born in Chicago, Brought up in New Orleans,
Discovered by New York and Glorified by Paris? Good or band, fad or institution, Jazz was born in Chicago,
developed in New Orleans, exploited in New York and glorified in Paris. So writes one of the many authorities who
have recently delved into this latest manifestation of American music that has conquered a place in the western
world. Howard Brockway, the American composer, attempts to explain, in the N. Y. Review, the characteristics and
origin of Jazz, but its origin still remains obscure. Chicago claims it, and, according to E. M. King, Chicago still
holds the strongest title. But Jazz, claims Mr. Brockway, tho it is new to us in the United States and through us to
both England and France, is not absolutely new to the world. He attempts an analysis of this newest musical
phenomenon:
"Just what is Jazz? In striving to answer this query, I can not hope to imitate the admirable brevity of the
word. Jazz is ordered and calculated noise. It is a compound of qualities, both rhythmic and melodic. It seeks, and
with absolute success be it said, to sweep from our minds all simultaneous consideration of other things, and to focus
our attention upon its own mad, whirling, involved self. Herein lies a large part of its compelling force and appeal. It
may well be that General Gourard could find the hideous load of responsibility lightened, perhaps even put aside for
the moment as he listened to Europe's jazz, and that he felt his pulse responding to the virile rhythm, and his emotion
s joining in the rush of the humorous care-free mood. Certain it is that our dough-boys, fresh from the trenches, with
days and weeks of grim, endeavor and physical strain behind them, turned to the Jazz furnished by their bands and
found in it relaxation and solace and cheer which enabled them to forget what was past and to abandon themselves
wholeheartedly to the joyous hilarity of the present moment.
"There is not the slightest doubt that in this maelstrom of rhythm there abides a powerful tonic effect.
Through the medium of the physical, it reaches and influences the psychological attitude. I have been convinced of
the truth of this fact by personal experience, undergone not once by many times.
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Jazz is composed of rhythm, melody and a certain modicum of contrapuntal inner voices, continues Mr.
Brockway. But the greatest of these is rhythm. The Jazz band starts out to "get you" and leaves nothing to chance. "It
is fairly well established that only an oyster can resist the appeal of syncopated rhythm when it is performed with
masterful abandon which absolutely controls dynamic gradations and vital accents." Here is the real secret of Jazz:
"The howitzers of the Jazz band's artillery are stationed in the 'traps.' Under this heading we find all the
instruments of percussion, such as the big drum, the snare drum, cymbals, triangle, wooden blocks played upon with
drum sticks, xylophone cowbells, rattles, whistles for the production of various weird noises, and a host of other
implements, often the personal conceptions of individual players of the traps. the trombones may represent field
guns, while the clarinets, oboes, saxophones, alto horns and cornets furnish the rapid-fire batteries. the range being
point blank, it is easy to see why the effect of the 'drum-fire' is complete!
"The melody will always be borne by sufficient instruments to ensure its 'getting over." Then, in the inner
voices of the band, will take place a combination of effects which adds enormously to the total drive of the number.
Here are certain of the contrapuntal features which are mentioned above. They consist of a variety of hilarious
effects, produced by trombones or saxophones, attained by a curious sliding from note to note. This creates an
extremely comical result. This characteristic and droll portamento has become so well known and so popular that it
has achieved a specific name-'blues,' a humorously apt designation. A striking contrast is made by the mournful
soughing of the trombones in the midst of the joyous riot of the rest of the band. Sharp rhythmic ejaculations arise
from out the welter of sound, and over the whole tumult the traps-player spreads his array of dazzling accents,
brought forth with absolute virtuosity from his motley army of noise producers. it almost seems, at times, like a case
of each for himself and the devil take the hindmost.' But it is not so, and here is definite purpose and ordered means
in it all."
In support of his contention that Jazz is not new to the world, Mr. Brockway tells of a Chinese festival held
at Paderewski's chateau in Switzerland, in honor of the great pianist's birthday. At that time Mr. Brockway
discovered phonograph records of a native Siamese orchestra:
"When I first heard them played, I was astounded, for there in this Siamese music, in spite of the strange
Oriental idioms, from an Occidental's harmonic standpoint, was the very essence of-Jazz! The music was like nothing
that my ears had ever heard, and uncouth to the point of absolute unintelligibility. But there were the insistent
rhythm, the demoniac energy, the fantastic riot of accents from the drums and other percussion instruments, and a
humorous mood which made me laugh long and loud. It seemed humorous to me. I have often wondered what that
mood really was-in Siamese. There is no room for doubt when we hear our own Jazz! Wholehearted, boisterous,
rough, but the very soul of kindly good humor and care-free merriment."
Other less erudite musical authorities are satisfied that Jazz is purely of American origin. We find the New
York Telegraph, Broadway's own gazette, for instance, giving the credit to Chicago:
"At last we have the genesis of Jazz. Chicago disputes the 'honor' of having first stuffed cotton in its ear,
with New Orleans, where so many idiosyncrasies of Senegambian flavor originated. We are convinced that Chicago
has made out a good case. 'Good or bad, fad or institution,' says the brief for Chicago, 'Jazz was born in this city,
developed in New Orleans, exploited in New York and glorified in Paris.' And Chicago presents as Exhibit A, Jasbo
Brown, a negro musician, who doubled with the cornet and piccolo. 'When he was sober,' continues the brief, 'he
played orthodox music, but when he imbibed freely of gin, which was his favorite pastime, he had a way of
screaming above the melody with a strange barbaric abandon. One evening a young woman frequenter of the cafe
where he held forth, tired of the conventional manner in which the music was played, called out, "A little more Jasbo
in that piece!" The cry was taken up, "Jazz! Jazz!" and Jazz music was christened."
In Jazz one of the spiritual results of our attempt at assimilation of some thirty-nine different races?
questions E. M. King in the N. Y. Evening post. Or have all the itinerant musicians-masters and monkeys, German
bands and hurdy-gurdies, ferry-boats fellows and those who jangle the tambourines-combined in a scheme for selfpreservation? A certain professor remarked last winter that Jazz bands were merely outbreaks of irrepressible
spontaneity, which would express itself momentarily and then disappear. But they are becoming epidemic,
international. Mr. King thinks that Jazz is a ragged combination of letters that suggests bumping and snorting wind
and bandling blinds, broken glass and the devil-may-care back of it all. Chicago, therefore, he asserts, is its evitable
origin:
"The traditional place of wind and broken glass, and the geographical center of the Jazz bands in Chicago.
Not once in a long journey did a traveler hear more manifestations, morning, noon and night, of what Jazz bands can
do under pressure than smote the ear in Chicago. Up and down Michigan Avenue the bands rent the air with their
tonal curses and during the height of the loan nothing less than "My Country 'Its of Thee' was subjected to
irresponsible syncopation, jumping and throbbing, 'Sweet Land of Liberty' was pitiful less-majeste. Certainly there
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ascended on Chicago's famous Broadway by the lake actual cosmic vacuums, holes and slashes in space, if you
please, pierced by instruments lifted in ethereal massacre. To all appearances Chicago not only does not mind, but
likes it. O Chicago, couldst thou but sit on the parapet once removed and hear! Surely, if the general air in Chicago is
preeminently Jazz, if it is true that the good people naturally pitch and roll to the lilt of the many bands, why should
the country allow the lake city to constitute itself a propagating choir of Jazz immortal? If one municipality has lost
its esthetic sense, has it no respect for the feelings of others? Shall the popcorn of Chicago blow over all the lot?
"This is a fair metaphor, too. Put a whole band in a giant popper, hold it over the glowing coals of an ample
crater, and shaking well, command it to make some jolly music-the production would be meticulously true to Jazz
form: The wheezes of the scorching horns; the popping of the overheated drumheads; the groans and pleadings of the
musician with now and then a pure silvery note from a thorobred piper who cared not a rap that he was to be roasted
for his art; the ravings of the crowd looking on, dervishes and holy-rollers expressing themselves; the chuckles of a
few cannibals; and over all the raucous imperturbability of old horse fiddles. That would be a Chicago Jazz band.
"So far many parts of the East have been spared. Washington is almost free New York is rent in spots.
Boston is only slightly Jazz. But the Middle West is in the throes-and it may never know it until consciousness
returns."
Henri Duvernois contributes to the Paris Femina an amusing skit on the Jazz craze in the French capital.
The blanditeurs are giving a party for their recently affianced daughter. The concierge Jazz band is engaged. the
concierge is persuaded to put cotton in his ears; the band is given strict orders to play so that he can bear it. All the
other tenants of the apartment building are invited to the party, since if they were not they would certainly complain
of the noise to the landlord. The musicians themselves would prefer to play classical selections, but they realize that
their clients all demand Jazz with its miscellaneous assortment of noise makers- the "Klaxon" in particular since each
one of the jazzers explains, "that reminds them that they have an automobile."

1919 - MUSIC REVIEW - AUGUST
THE DOUGHBOY CARRIES HIS MUSIC WITH HIM - by Gilbert Elliott, Jr. - Cher, as any doughboy
will tell you, is related to "Cherie," a polite term to be used in addressing young French ladies to whom one has not
been formally introduced. It is also, howler, the name of a river, a quiet, lazy, winding river, which lingers awhile
among the green Touraine valleys and empties softly into the Loire near Chinon. It is visible from the old Roman
towers of Tours, and was doubtless accustomed to martial sights and scenes before the times of Charlemagne, but
certainly the summer of 1918 brought with it events which mightily stirred the sleepy old villages along its banks and
disturbed the wonted peacefulness of the little stream in a manner it will not forget for many a year.
First it took to its bosom the lithe white bodies of American youth, billeted nearby or camped in pup tents,
who speedily sought out its ancient swimming holes and woke its echoes with their shouts. On the roads along its
banks there were dignified American colonels gliding past in official brown limousines and dispatch riders tearing
along on their motor cycles in great clouds of dust. Its bridges groaned under the weight of roaring caterpillar
tractors, while nearby could be heard the deep voice of great American locomotives straining through the night with
their heavy trains of supplies. In short it found itself in the midst of all the panoply of the lines of communication of a
great modern army. And amongst other strange things, in place of the voice of Jacaues, singing at his plowing some
fragment of a Parisian ditty Leonard on his last visit to Tours, or old Margot, crooning beaucoupan almost forgotten
air as she grazed her cows on the rich grass by the riverside, there came the American rags, shouted from lusty
throats along the riverbank, or pounded out on one of those untuneable French provincial pianos in a nearby Red
Cross of Y hut.
"A sacrilege," remarks some old timer. Ah yes, but the war has changed all that. The doughboy among these
old scenes may have been a sacrilege, but he was certainly a very necessary one. And wherever he went, there went
his jazz songs, for they were as much part and parcel of his property as his O. D. shirt, and when he rolled his pack
for the last time at Hoboken he must have put his music right in, somewhere along with the razor and the extra suit of
underwear, and although he may have lost his soap overboard in Brest Harbor, and never seen his towel again after
he left la Mans, he managed to stick to his music thorough think and thin; no hardship was severe enough, no
experience terrible enough to make him forget it. It did not appear on any Quartermaster list, nor among the
numerous articles furnished by the ordnance Department, but it put their choicest offerings to shame as far as
comfort and cheer are concerned, and certainly the most hard-boiled old leatherneck would not have traded his music
for a full new equipment of all of them.
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If we had wandered into one of those Y huts last summer in the evening when the weary K. P.'s had finished
and the day's details had been dismissed we might have caught the doughboy at his music and learned some
interesting things. The building would be a long low wooden affair divided into two rooms of unequal size by a
board partition. The larger room is fitted up as a rough hall with rows of wooden benches, and at one end is a stage
with a battered piano. Round this we might find gathered a typical group of doughboys. One of their number with
hefty fist and beaucoup rags in his repertoire is seated at the piano, pounding them out to the delight of his audience,
not excluding a group of French village kiddies gathered just outside the window. He passes rapidly from one to
another, and finally hits one, the chorus of which is evidently very familiar to one buddy for he makes bold to shout
it out with a terrific voice. At first this is received in silence, but not for long. After a series of fancy catcalls have
produced no effect a thunderous, "Hey, where do you get that stuff?" from the rear of the hall effectively puts an end
to him. Strangely enough, however, when an enthusiastic comrade decides to assist the jazzer by doubling the
melody for him in the upper octave, and even when another raps out the rhythm with a stick against the side of the
chair there is not the slightest objection, the additions being apparently considered improvements. In fact everyone
keeps time to the music in one way or another, movements of the hand and foot being the favorites.
An interruption presents itself at this merry juncture in the shape of a pretty youth, with sheet music in his
hand. He is followed by two lady war workers; evidently he is going to sing for their delectation. The doughboys,
always courteous to women, make way for this trio, while the leather-fingered jazzer at the instrument resigns his
place without a murmur. Our youth turns out to be none other than Jones, late of the church choir in his home town,
more recently of the -the Pioneers who has loyally answered his country's call and is employed in guarding most
valuable government stores in that warehouse just beyond the Hotel Gerbe d'Or. Is he going to sing something good
and jazzy which will make his comrades forget the marsh-mellow fudge underfoot thereabouts when it rains? Not he,
he scorns all that. No he is going to sing some of those touching ballads which he sang at the Sunday School sociable
last winter.
To do him justice his voice is not half bad, and the two ladies are evidently delighted. But where are the
doughboys, who crowded so eagerly about the instrument while the jazz was at its height? They waited until he had
begun to sing, and seeing that the music had no interest for them they vanished. And outside in the writing room,
where everyone looked up so eagerly when the jazz began, they are all busy reading and writing once more. In fact
over in the corner, old top Smith of --the Company, surrounded by a little group of willful sympathizers has started
the phonograph with There's a Lump of Sugar down in Dixie and is having a little rival jazz concert all his own. An
end comes to all trials, however, and just so the pretty youth at length finishes his eye moisteners and departs with his
music and his two lady admirers. His departure is the signal for a magical change. Another jazzer is found almost
instantly, a doughboy audience reappears from nowhere in particular, and as we leave the Darktown Strutter's Ball is
going full blast with the melody doubled in the upper octave and the rhythm being pounded out with a stick. And as
we pass through the outer room we note that top Smith has shut off his phonograph and everyone has ceased reading
and writing and is listening to the music. Outside the French kiddies are still grouped about the window, they have
stuck it out through thick and thin. The Americans will be there but a short time, and when they leave there will be
no more music, jazz or otherwise, in the little village, so they make the most of opportunities while they may.
These scenes bring up some interesting surmises. The doughboy, I suppose, is instrument bred, particularly
piano bred. It is a far cry from him back to ancestors who sang at their work and whose only acquaintance with
instruments was with the church organ on a Sunday. He sings well en masse, when the psychological enthusiasm of
the crowd touches him, but he does not care to sing alone very much, or to have others do it in his hearing unless the
singer has a really good voice. I shall never forget a certain dark hold in a ship full of soldiers. Night after night it
was clear the deck and close the portholes at five P.M., and we lay there for hours in the darkness with only a few
blue electric lights along the floor. Our only means for passing the time and keeping up our spirits was by singing.
And oh, how we did sing, "Good Morning, Mr. Zip, Zip, Zip," and "Over There," and all the war songs that had
come out up to that time. But we would only sing together. If anyone started a little solo he was immediately howled
down by the others. Now on the deck below us was a labor battalion, largely composed of newly arrived Italian
immigrants. With them it was very different. One of them had a guitar and his friends sang Neapolitan folk songs to
its accompaniment with the greatest gusto. They had no hesitancy about singing alone, but we on the upper deck
soon got so that we knew the melodies of many of their solos by heart and would drown the soloist out by shouting
the melody in chorus. Perhaps another reason why the doughboy is not so much of a soloist is that the voice does not
lend itself to jazz as does an instrument, or the lowly whistle, of which he is very fond and which is so nimble in
getting away with syncopations. And as it is the rhythm on which the doughboy specializes he prefers to get his rags
from an instrument, or, if need be, whistle them rather than to sing.
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When the A. E. F. first arrived in France it received a certain heritage of soldier songs from the British and
Canadians such as "Tipperary," "Pack up Your Troubles in Your Old Kit Bag," "There's a Long, Long Trail," etc.
All these songs are well adapted to singing en masse because they have rhythms free from syncopation. For this
reason they had quite a vogue for a time. But lacking the real "kick" which is the sine qua non of doughboy favor,
they gradually lost ground and were replaced by the good old home grown variety such as "How Yer Gonner Keep
'em down on the Farm," "You'll Find Old Dixieland in France," etc. In fact the only European song which seemed to
greatly attract him and to permanently hold his attention was "Madelon" with which he fell in love, probably because
of its martial rhythm.
At that, however, the doughboy did not altogether lack catholicity of taste. Although a man of strong likes
and dislikes he knew how to bite immediately he saw what he wanted, no matter what the nationality of the bait.
Thus he would sit for hours and applaud politely thorough one of the long concerts which French artists frequently
gave for him, although obviously horribly bored. But let the violinist play some little Hungarian or Spanish piece,
full of rhythmic interest and he would "Snap out of it" like magic, whistle, stamp, and demand an instant repetition,
much to the astonishment of artists not familiar with his manners. To be sure these were not the only things he liked.
He liked well-sung operatic arias-who doesn't? He had a liking for good part singing, and as is not unnatural for a
nation with "canned" music in every home, he had a certain traditional interest in florid and dramatic singing even if
the rhythmical interest was small. But is was easy to see where his real affections lay. The music that would set a
French audience afire, left him merely an amused spectator, outside the pale, the fire was in his blood, but it took a
different kind of music to arouse it.
Not only did the doughboy substitute his own music for that which was, so to speak, "wished on him" on his
arrival, but he served also as a mighty good propaganda for his own brand. Soon no French "revue" was complete
minus a jazz band to play between acts, and no French piano up to date without a sprinkling of jazz songs on the top.
I well remember being, one afternoon, in a tiny music shop in Paris behind the Madeleine, one of the few places
where American rags could be procured. A number of French, mostly girls, came into the shop to buy ragtime while I
was there. Most of them either did not know the name of the piece they wanted, or could not pronounce it if they did
know it, but they could invariably hum the tune, and this generally produced the desired piece.
The British, not handicapped by the language difficulty, were even more interested. I remember a tiny
estimate behind the British front to and a slightly inebriated Tommy, in a cockney that was perfectly "affreuse"
singing of the beauties of "My Home in Tennessee," cheered to the echo by his fellow Tennesseeans. Another, a
particularly bright fellow, who had evidently been taking his ragtime very seriously and thoroughly in the British
manner, analyzing it much as a chemist would a suspicious new brand of breakfast food, said that he had noted that
jazz sometimes contained two simultaneous syncopations, one in the right hand and the other in the left, and that
when these two were cleverly commingled it was generally at its best, which is perhaps a decidedly shrewd
observation after all.
Such were some of the experiences of our jazzes "over there." Of course, no one would be foolish enough to
pretend that the war has laid the ghost of the vexed problem-the melting pot-or that it has definitely determined just
what we have left in the pot after the melting. It did do one thing, however, in this respect. It took a portion of this
melting pot product, chosen indiscriminately-transported it to Europe and there threw it into a clear relief against a
strange foreign background, something never before done on a large scale. And in this way we were able to observe
some of its qualities very much more difficult to determine accurately at home. Musically at any rate, our doughboys
in France exhibited unanimity of tastes and liking which were very striking and would indicate that in this respect we
are as much a whole as any other nation, theories and theorists to the contrary notwithstanding. And as their music
echoed over the wheat fields of that Cher valley, red with poppies in the spring, and was not of them, nor of their
world, and over the tiny wine barges stealing down the Cher with their huge wine casks in the soft twilight, and was
not of them nor of their world, it seemed as if the music the doughboy rolled in this pack at Hoboken, so strange
sounding in these strange surroundings was a thing American, somehow characteristically bound up with our national
life. Traces of negro in it-certainly Mr. Analizer-a bit of the wild free breath of the Indian too, here and there a
splotch of Spanish coloring and occasionally a reminiscence of Irish and Scottish forbears. But in the main its
principal element is just plain American and its rhythms are the rhythms of our American life. France brought that
out if it did nothing else. Perhaps in a general way we have known this all along about our rags; if we have taken the
time to think about it, but it was certainly not until the doughboy taught it to us that we could realize it so clearly.
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1919 - THE LITERARY DIGEST - AUGUST 23
A GERMAN INTERPRETER OF JAZZ Many have been the struggles to interpret jazz. It took a world-war and one
of the adroit interpreters of the German cause to produce its master-explainer. George Barthelme, who will be
remembered for his fanciful representations of America's position after this country entered the war, now regales his
readers in the Kolnische Zeitung with an account of jazz. He begins by speaking of the obsequies of Lieut. James
Reese Europe, the band-leader of the New York negro regiment, as "a funeral of the first class." But, he says, "it was
not the lieutenant, nor the band-leader, nor the negro, nor the hell-fighter, nor the victim of a murder to whom New
York paid honors. In place of the murdered-negro-bandmaster-lieutenant, New York paid honor to the great jazzmaster. Just as Milwaukee was celebrated because of a certain kind of beer, so Jim had made jazz renowned, or jazz
had done the same for Jim."
Having whetted the German appetite by alliteration, Mr. Barthelme enlightens his mystified countrymen,
"since no dictionary in foreign tongue can accomplish" this. There is irony not too subtle in it all. To the eager
inquirer he enjoins this:
"Thou must go to the very foundation-source of the ultra-modern German culture, where they brew
American drinks and dance the two-step and the fox-trot, the tango and the bunny-hug. There alone can thou
experience what jazz signifies. For Berlin marches here and yonder at the very pitch of Kultur which has been drawn
from over seas. Shouldst thou not, however, afford the needed change in order to pay for a course in jazz, let thyself
be satisfied with a little picture in words. Thou art, at any rate, accustomed to 'substitutes,' Still thou must know what
jazz is, since jazz of itself makes talk. Therefore, listen:
"Jazz is a philosophy of the world, and therefore to be taken seriously. Jazz is the expression of a Kultur
epoch, the result-crowned circle of psychical primitive movements seeking for a redeeming form, and this is
especially the case with respect to music. The other muses always follow after music. Some might, indeed, suppose
that this muse had her jazz age behind her. However, we will not stop to discuss that. Jazz is, therefore, a musical
revelation, a religion, a philosophy of the world, just like expressionism and impressionism. These, however, are
mere bits of things; jazzism is the whole business. It is the higher unity; the Hegelian synthesis, however, lies at the
very end in the denial of every other synthesis. It's not a putting together, it's a tearing apart. It's not a solution, it's
resolution. It's simply analysis gone mad. In jazzism you get careless of law-anarchy. Jazzism is amorphous music. It
is the denial of all musical syntax and style, probably also of musical orthography, which you can't find in jazzism at
all. It is a subversion of all measures of sound and time. It is anti, anti, anti-anti Wagner, anti-Strauss, anti-Reger,
anti-Debussy. It is also musical Bolshevism.
"Perhaps thou thinkest, dear contemporary, that I have just been reading the last speech of Bagriele
d'Annunzio, and that from that I am constructing a picture of American jazz. Reassure yourself, most honored one. In
the first place, I can't read Italian, and in the second place, I don't need to because I have experienced jazz in my own
person. I have been jazzed, as a matter of fact, in New York, and two years before the May speech of Gabriele.
Listen!
"Scene: a great saloon on the Hudson. Much marble, much porphyry, much onyx, and very likely also a
good deal of stucco. Add to this, gold and glass, and art-oh, lot of it-old art, oldest art, and oldest art of all- of course,
really imported, and naturally, for such a palace of art, it is expressly created by true Assyrians, fellahs, and
Etruscans from Hicksvillage and brick-townes located on the mosquito meadows of Hackensack, on the other side of
the Hudson.
"Suddenly thou startest to full consciousness-as if some one had read thee the Peace Treaty! The whole
orchestra seems to have become bughouse, to have exchanged instruments, of wood and brass and strings, only the
raw stuff remains; what previously was rich with tune is as tho it never had been. Primitive sounds crack the air like a
folks-concert in a kafir kraal-but primitive sounds lifted with devilish art to impossible intensity. It is music with
steam-power, music in thunderstorm tempo. Such a prestissimo thou never dist conceive! But soon thou beginnest to
get on track of the measure. As a cultured frequenter of the concert-hall previously hast thou shunned annoyance of
neighbor by marking time with feet or head. Here, however, count thou must, since the thing impinges on every
nerve-end-and yet thou art ever more uncertain what the actual measure is. Thy musical sense of direction continues
unsatisfied, thou art increasingly bewildered, thy musical compass is completely astray. Through this jungle of
sound, no path leads. Thou canst see only that the 'rhythm' is 'free'-like vers libre! It might be five-fourth time, or
seven-eighth, or eleven-twelfth, or (perhaps) all of these at once."

- 270 -

Mr. Barthelme imagines painful revolt in the hearers' mind, doubtless following in retrospect his own
mental processes. "This is primordial, primitive," and his "self-respect" bids him not ask about it lest he '"be deemed
a moss-back; a back number." Then the philosophizing instinct of the true Teutonic comes to his rescue: "
'That melody,' think I, 'it suggest Mozart.' Why! Wagner first in 'Lohengrin' engineered a throw-back. Since
then, it is quite all right and good form to throw form to the wind. Music to-day is a democratic art, and in a
democracy every one's equal to every other-free road for the incompetent, even if he plays the bass-viol. There was
only one requirement for the hour-you must play in the same key as your neighbor. That's 'harmony.' But-that is not
thoroughly democratic. So jazz does away with such elements of an outworn past, and let's each one play his own
key. Consequently, harmony is as superfluous as rhythm and melody. And so jazz is the logical development and
completion of an idea that is called to introduce a new and better age! It's the last word in Kultur. There's nothing
higher, nothing beyond! Yes, but-perhaps the whole idea of evolution is turned about, and suddenly stagnation,
torpidity, the ice-age! Or finally recurrence to the old order.
"If it ever comes to the point when our future salvation depends on work, a course in jazz must be taken.
So! Jazz is no amusement, Jazz is work. Therefore jazz is mankind's redemption. Before salvation come conviction
and confession.
"Pfitt, pfatt!"

1919 - CURRENT OPINION -Sept.
ENIGMATIC FOLKSONGS OF THE SOUTHERN UNDERWORLD. Young woman appeared for no
more than five minutes in a Broadway revue and crooned a ditty in a minor key. Few of the words of the text were
comprehensible. The singer made no effort to point their meaning, but mechanically kept on staring ahead of her. A
reference to the graveyard, writes the critic of the N. Y. Sun, added to the decadent, macabre impression of as much
of the song as the audience could hear. "High cheek-bones, short, rather kinky hair of an ashy blond, and her
unaccustomed rich attire gave her the look of a Nubian page in a Veronese drawing. Then she suggested a Beardsley
drawing for Salome's head. She drawled out her song. looking straight into the audience without the least expression
in her odd face." The young woman was Gilda Grey, the song was "The Beals Street Blues." Her sensational triumph
in the "Gaieties of 1919" led to a lawsuit between claimants for her services, and aroused widespread discussion of
the origin of the "blues," a type of folksong of the underworld, upon which Miss Gray bases her singing and dancing.
The archeology of these communal chants is worthy of as serious study as Cecil Sharp and others have given to the
ballads of the Appalachians. The N. Y. Herald declares:
"It is a form of art new to Broadway, that which Miss Gray has introduced, for as the carvings of Dahomey
and the totem poles of Alaska are art, crude, even repulsive tho it is at times, so the 'blues' are a form of art,
an expression of the moods of a certain class of individuals. Indigenous to sections of Southern cities which
men frequent only after night has cast her pall over their doings-ask any one who knows Memphis what
Beal Street is-they have been transplanted on the stage in New York. And Miss Gray's art is that she treats
the illegitimate so deftly that her success is legitimate."
In an interview in the Herald, Miss Gray, who might be described as a sort of Yvette Guilbert of the "blues"
confessed familiarity with no less than 200 of these anonymous, nameless and yet often strangely expressive songs:
"There's 'The Yellow Dog Rag,' 'The Dirty Dozen,' 'The Regretful Blues,' 'The Memphis Blues,' 'The Beal
Street,' which I am now doing: 'The St. Louis,' 'The Doggone.'
"'The Dirty Dozen' has a wayward sound. I don't suppose there'd be room enough to give all twelve
verses.
"The chorus runs like this: "Oh, the old dirty dozen, The old dirty dozen; Brothers and cousins, Livin'
like a hive of bees. They keep a buzzin', fussin' and muzzin'. There wasn't a good one in the bunch. (Believe
me, boy, that ain't no bluff.) Ah-h, daddy, that's enough. Git over dirty!"
"The lyrics were incomprehensible enough, yet the singer fairly froze in atmosphere of red lights. While
her minor notes tore at the auditory nerves she had a peculiar quality of impassiveness which showed her
complete control over the swaying muscles in what now is called 'the shimmy.'"
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It would require no less a person than Nicholas Vachel Lindsay to explain the composition of the song
which has created such widespread discussion. As reprinted by the dramatic editor of the Sun, it runs as follows:
I have seen all the lights of gay Broadway, Of Market Street down to 'Frisco Bay.
I have strolled the Prado, I have gambled on the Bourse.
I have seen pretty browns, beautiful gowns, tailor-made and hand me downs.
I have seen honest men, pickpockets skilled,
The place never closes until somebody gets killed.
I'd rather be here than any place I know,
For it's going to take a sergeant to make me go.
I have been in jail with my face to the wall,
And a great big tall man is the cause of it all.
The graveyard is a nasty old place.
They lay you on your back and throw dirt in you face,
(Get over, dirty)
Ashes to ashes and dust to dust,
If my singing don't get you, my shimmy must.
(Step on it, boys.)
The writer on the Sun offers this explanation of the origin of the "blues":
MISS GILDA GRAY'S "BLUES" AROUSE A DISCUSSION CONCERNING THEIR QUESTIONABLE
ORIGIN. "Listeners have sometimes thought that a blue must be founded on a negro spiritual. It has the musical
character as well as the reflective nature of some of the negro hymns. Walter Kingsley says the missionaries did sing
these hymns to the inhabitants of Beale and similar streets in the South in their efforts to change the ways of life that
maintained there. Perhaps this was not accomplished so often as the good men and women hoped. But the hymn
made its effect. It remained in the knowledge of the Negroes who had heard it shot at their ears in the attempt to
make them better.
"So the 'blue' is the song of their aspirations and desires, good or evil, and it assumes the form and
sometimes the tune of the hymn, since that appears to Beale Street the only spiritual form of expression that ever
came into its knowledge. The blue may be about an altogether unmentionable aspiration. It may on the other hand be
expressive of a temporary piety. Sometimes the words of the missionaries and the desires of the singer become most
incongruously blended, as in Miss Gray's song. As the 'blue,' which must inevitably be syncopated in tune and more
or less affected by the rubato of jazz, comes to the public now, it mingles the voice of the dweller in the depths of
Beale Street with the hoarse calls of the missionary to higher things."
Mr. Walter Kingsley, who has taken the time ton investigate the origins of most of our distinctly popular
American forms and methods in music, writes with some authority to the Sun on the origin of the songs of the
underworld:
" 'Blues' are not for the expression of religious aspiration or the normalities of home and wife and mother.
'Blues' are not written to relieve the soul of church wardens, commuters, disciples of Dr. Crane, and the pure in heart
of the theater. They are the little songs of the wayward, the impenitent sinners, of the men and women who have lost
their way in the world. 'Blues' are for the outlaws of society; they are little plaintive or humorous stanzas of irregular
rhythm set to music not of the conservatories. When one laments a season in prison one sings 'The Jail House Blues.'
For the girl whose 'sweetheart' of the dark alleys has gone other where there are many blues, such as 'He Left Me Flat
Blues,' 'Kidded Again Blues,' and 'A Rat at Heart Blues.' The forsaken male has his own repertoire, which includes
'Lying Skirt Blues,' 'She Done Him Dirt Blues,' and 'He's Sore on the Dames Blues.' The loser at craps, the luckless
sport ruined by slow horses and fast women, the mourner for rum, the profiteer in things forbidden whom the law has
evicted, the sick and lonely woman-all these have their appropriate blues. On the other side there are blues for luck at
cards and women and horses, for big nights in the restricted districts, for pungent pleasures in the sectors of society
that have no thought of the morrow; and again there are blues with just a laugh for their object-low comedy fun in
subterranean experiences. Just as Henley and Farmer's seven volumes of slang and naughty words covers the outlaw
vocabulary of the English language, so do the blues embrace the outlaw emotions. They are right down on the
ground in the matter of expression and packed with human nature and always interesting. As Wellington said,
"There's no damned talk about merit' in them. They are gruff and sincere and as authentic as a ballad by Francois
Villon."
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1919 - MUSIC EDUCATORS JOURNAL
THE DEVELOPMENT OF THE MUSIC OF THE NEGRO FROM THE FOLK SONG TO THE ART SONG AND
THE ART CHORUS. by John Wesley Work, Professor Latin and History, Fisk University, Nashville, Tenn. The
Folk Song of the American Negro is American Soul, a large part of American life interpreted and translated into
African Melody. It is a close communion of African form with American spirit. The distinguishing features of this
form are scale, syncopation, rhythm, melody, and an almost unvarying arrangement of verse and chorus.
If there is any one quality which is more prominent and more impressive than all others in this music, it is
the quality of rhythm. More than any other quality, it gives the music its peculiar character. A conception of Negro
Folk Song Music without this exquisite rhythm ever progressing towards perfection, is a conception of the day
without the light of the sun. Without a clear understanding and appreciation of this fact, there can be no proper
conception and appreciation of this music. When we hear it in its natural environments and indigenous conditions,
we are at once impressed with this sense of rhythm. It is rhythm, rhythm, everywhere-the whole atmosphere is
rhythm-and voluntarily our vitalized emotions, often find expression in a motion of our bodies, the rhythmic sway,
the rhythmic pat of the foot, the rhythmic clap of hands, telling the soul's experience of overwhelming happiness. The
rhythm of the Negro's music is, to him, impelling. Did you ever notice a crew of Negro laborers? Were they not
singing? Were not their hammers, or their drills, or axes, rising and falling to the rhythm of some song? They always
work well, they always fight well, when working or fighting to the accompaniment of their music.
The African Folk Song is constructed upon the verse and chorus plan. The leader expresses the subject and
meaning of the song and the chorus repeats and emphasizes. Often the chorus is one simple expression but it is
reiterated in such manner that there is no mistaking its meaning, or its importance. Some times it repeats each verse
but it is always emphasizing and driving home the thought of the verse. It is a striking fact that the African's form of
musical expression which he contributed towards the creation of the Folk song of the American Negro, has persisted
through the centuries, and preserved its identity almost without change. The one noteworthy change, which is an
American contribution, is the addition of one note, flat seven, to the scale, making a sexatonic scale the vehicle of
American Folk song Music. This flat seven is a surprise note in the scale and quite probably expresses the surprise of
the African at the newness and strangeness of the New World.
There are no secular Negro Folk Songs worth the name. What we find are almost always worthless
fragments or unworthy doggerel. But there are thousands of sacred songs more or less valuable, that have sprung
from the heart of the Negro, giving him inspiration, hope and courage, and bringing to him joy and consolation. All
these songs are based upon the Scriptures. They go over the whole scope of the Bible from Genesis to Revelation.
Every individual song draws its inspiration from some biblical expression, thought, or event in sacred history.
To the slaves this was more than a Messianic prophecy; it was the promise of liberty.
With this folk music as a source, a religious and social history of the South could be written; the Bible could
be reconstructed.

1919 - MUSIC STUDENT - SEPTEMBER
NEGRO FOLK SONG - When the Fiske Jubilee Singers visited England, some forty or more years ago, the
study of Folk Song here had taken no hold upon the musical world, and the colored singers made their appeal and
won their success by means of the fervent religious emotion of their renderings and the luscious blend of their voices.
The simple music itself was not a matter of interest to trained musicians.
To-day, however, when the word "Folk" has become a battle-cry, we find an American musician, Mr. H. T.
Burleigh, discovering that the Plantation Songs known as "Spirituals," are "practically the only music in America
which meets the scientific definition of Folk Song." "They were never 'composed,' but sprang into life ready made,
from the white heat of religious fervor during some protracted meeting in camp or church, as the simple, ecstatic
utterance of wholly untutored minds."
Mr. Burleigh has "arranged" a dozen or so of these spirituals, these simple, intense outpourings of the
religiously-moved negro of some years ago, for solo voice with piano accompaniment. The piano is not perhaps the
most suggestive medium for songs which came to life (did they not?) to the accompaniment of the banjo or the
concertina, if not merely to that of other voices. But Mr. Burleigh's piano parts are on the whole extremely judicious,
never overshadowing the voice, nor introducing anything alien to the atmosphere. Here and there a touch of banjo
idiom, as in Go down, Moses, and My Lord, what a Mornin', is brought in with excellent effect.
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As one would expect with songs formed spontaneously and under deep emotion, the melodies are very brief,
and the rhythms very simple and repetitions of phrase and of harmonic shading are very prevalent; but the extreme
simplicity of the phraseology and the primitive sweetness of the musical utterance combine to make a very touching
piece of untutored art. As Mr. Burleigh says in an admirable Note:-"It is a serious misconception of their meaning
and value to treat them as 'minstrel' songs, or to try to make them funny by a too literal attempt to imitate the manner
of the Negro in singing them. .Success in singing them is primarily dependent upon deep spiritual feeling. Their
worth is weakened unless they are done impressively, for thorough all, there breathes a hope, a faith in the ultimate
justice and brotherhood of Man."
English singers are not likely to fall into the snare of a too realistic rendering of these songs, and if they will
bear in mind their origin, they will find among Mr. Burleigh's arrangements some valuable additions to their
repertory of Folk Songs. One or two, in which the phraseology is not likely to raise a smile, such as By an' by and
Swing low, Sweet Chariot, might well be added to a singer's list of sacred songs.
My Lord, what a mornin', reaches the highest level of any of the collection, with its subdued ecstasy in the
opening lines of address, its contrasting second portion, minor in tone and melismatic in treatment, and its return to
the quiet first phrases, thrilling now with an additional note. The rather far-fetched chords of the accompaniment on
the last page, though probably not what a "Sambo" or a "Mammy" could have executed ex tempore, have a squeezy
lusciousness which is not at all foreign to the feeling. Oh Peter, go ring-a dem bells is another of the melodies with a
fairly wide range, and the tinkling bells of the accompaniment are prettily done. The dignified and sombre Go down,
Moses ("Let My people go") will be familiar to all who know anything of Plantation Melodies, likewise Nobody
knows de trouble I've seen. On a plane apart is the curiously-touching melody of Weepin' Mary. Had the arranger
harmonized the time with the notes of its own mode, the Dorian, he would have made a much more distinguished and
also more correct accompaniment.

1919 - MUSICAL QUARTERLY - OCTOBER
BLACK SINGERS AND PLAYERS by Natalie Curtis Burlin - "Who trains the chorus? It is marvelous!"
The question was eagerly put by a young German musician who was visiting the Hampton Institute in Virginia and
for the first time heard the great chorus of nine hundred colored students sing the "Plantations," as the Negroes call
the old melodies that had their birth in days of slavery,-religious songs that were the voice of the bondsman's soul.
From a technical as well as purely musical standpoint, the extraordinary unity, the percussion in "attack" and the
faultless pitch of the Negro singers impelled the musician's query.
And my answer baffled him: "Why, noon trains these Negro boys and girls, their singing is natural." "I don't
mean," he persisted, "who trains their voices (of course, I understand that these are natural voices), but who teaches
them their parts, soprano, alto, tenor, bass,-who drills them as a chorus?"
"No one."
He stared at me incredulously. But I assured him that these black singers made up the "parts" themselves
extemporaneously and sang together with the same spontaneity of unity that individuals feel when, gathering with a
group, they fall in line and keep step as they walk. This quick contagion of musical sympathy, this instant
amalgamation of the personal musical consciousness into a strong mass-feeling,-this it is that would make "chorusdrilling" certain death to the inspirational spirit of those superbly simple old Negro songs.
But the musician would not believe that such results could be achieved by instinct alone. And so I finally
referred him to Major Moton, now Booker Washington's successor as principal at Tuskegee, who was at that time
commandant at Hampton and sang the solo parts-the "Lead" (leader), in Negro musical parlance.
His reply emphasized through its laughing surprise the inborn intuitive quality of the Negro's love for
music.
"Why, nobody ever taught us to sing!"
"Well then, how do you do it?" asked the musician in amazement.
"I don't know. We just sing-that's all!"
Surely a people who can "just sing" in extemporaneous four and six and eight part harmonies are gifted not
only with rare melodic and rhythmic sense, but also with a natural talent for harmony that distinguishes the black
race as among the most musically endowed of peoples.
These nine hundred boys and girls at Hampton whose chorus singing is so "marvelous" are not divided and
seated according to "parts" like the usual white chorus: indeed, technically speaking, this is no "chorus" at all,-only a
group of students at the Hampton Institute who sing because music is a part of their very souls. And so in chapel,
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where the old "plantations" are sung, the boys sit together at the sides, and the girls sit together in the middle, each
singing any part that happens to lie easily within the range of his or her voice, harmonizing the slave-songs as they
sing.
A first alto may be wedged between two sopranos with a second alto directly in front of her. A boy singing
high tenor may have a second tenor on one side of him and a second bass on the other. But the wonderful
inspirational singing of this great choir is sustained without a flaw or a single deviation in pitch through song after
song, absolutely without accompaniment.
"How do they do it?" One may well ask! For the singing is not only faultless in its simple and natural
beauty, but profoundly stirring in its emotional wealth of feeling. Few listeners can withhold a catch in the throat
when, after the final benediction in chapel, a deep silence which seems to hover like a benediction itself over those
hundreds of bowed heads, is broken by a soft-breathed note of music, almost inaudible at first, like hushed wings,
like the ascent of the Holy Spirit. And then, still breathed rather than sung. gathering in volume as group after group
catches it up, from those bent black heads rises a chanted "Amen," of such penetrating sweetness, such prayerful
intensity that,-well, every white person that I have ever seen visit Hampton for the first time leaves chapel wiping his
eyes!
"Only in Russia," declared one musician, "have I heard chorus singing comparable to this." Indeed, in my
opinion, at Hampton, Tuskegee and Fisk Institutes, and other southern schools, are to be found the great choruses of
America.
Through the Negro this country is vocal with a folk-music intimate, complete and beautiful. Not that this is
our only folk-lore, for the song of the American Indian is a unique contribution to the music of the word; also our
Anglo-Saxon progenitors brought with them the songs and ballads of the British Isles still held in purity in the
mountain fastnesses of the Southern States, though strange versions of them crop up in the cow-boy songs of the
frontier. But it is the Negro music (with its by-product of "Ragtime") that to-day most widely influences the popular
song-life of America, and Negro rhythms have indeed captivated the world at large. (Some have denied that our
popular American music of to-day owes its stimulus to the Negro. A most interesting and conclusive account of the
evolution of "Ragtime" is contained in the "Autobiography of an Ex-Colored Man" by James Weldon Johnson,
published by Brown, Little & Co., Boston. "Rag-time" is not unjustly condemned by many for the vulgarity of its
first associations, a vulgarity that cannot be too deeply deplored but which is fortunately fast slipping out of the
march and dance songs of to-day. Yet this first association can not annihilate the interest of the Negro rhythmic form
from which sprang "Ragtime," for this form has intrinsic character. Though now widely copied and almost
mechanically manufactured by commercial white song-writers of cheap and "catchy" music, the extraordinary
syncopation of "Rag-time," which makes the rhythm so compelling, is undoubtedly Negro and of real value and
interest musically. Nor is this rhythmic peculiarity confined, with the Negro, to popular and secular music only.
Lifted into noble breadth of accent, syncopation is found in the old Spirituals, or prayer-songs, for it is the rhythm
natural to the negro; intensely racial, its counterpart may be found in the native African songs from the Dark
continent.-See my Foreword to "Negro Folk-Songs," Book II. G. Schirmer, N. Y.. and Boston, 1918.) Nor may we
foretell the impress that the voice of the slave will leave upon the art of this country-a poetic justice this! For the
Negro, everywhere discriminated against, segregated and shunned, mobbed and murdered,-he it is whose melodies
are on all our lips, and whose rhythms impel our marching feet in a "war for democracy." The irresistible music that
wells up from this sunny and unresentful people is hummed and whistled, danced to and marched to, laughed over
and wept over, by high and low and rich and poor throughout the land. The down-trodden black man, whose patient
religious faith has kept his heart still unembittered, is fast becoming the singing voice of all America.
And how spontaneously he sings. Who can forget the first concert given by the "Clef Club," a Negro
orchestra in New York, before a large and representative white audience about eight years ago in Carnegie Hall?
Music-loving Manhattan felt a thrill down its spine such as only the greatest performances can inspire when, at a
climax in the opening piece (a march composed by the colored leader), that entire Negro orchestra of over a hundred
men burst out singing as they played!
"Can you imagine," whispered to me in the midst of the music a guarantor of one of our great orchestras,
"Can you imagine our white musicians singing while they play?"
"And do you now," I whispered back, "that the man playing a tenor solo on the 'cello may be singing first
bass ("baritone" the Negroes call it), and that the big man playing the bass drum and cymbals may be caroling a high
falsetto, while the first violin sings second bass?"
For I had been to rehearsals of the Clef Club and I knew that these men who sang simply because music
burst out of them, thought no more of playing one part on their instrument and another on their larynx-all at the same
time-than their cousins in Africa think of clapping one rhythm with their hands while with their feet they dance a
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different one. Indeed, the men of a European orchestra, each carefully schooled to automatic accuracy in his given
role, would be as baffled if called upon to do the almost inhumanely difficult things that these intuitive black players
did naturally, as would be the member of a white chorus if asked to improvise alto or tenor while those around them
sang different parts! The average negro, in music, seems inspired as compared to the letter-ridden, unimaginative,
uncreative, and prosaic (however correct) white performer.
Buried in New York's "Black Belt"-congested streets wholly populated by thousands of colored people who
are restricted to these cramped quarters-the clef club had played a year or two for its colored patrons before its
existence was discovered by the white directors of the Music School Settlement for Colored people (at 6 West 131st
St. N. Y. and under musical direction of the talented colored composer, W. J. Rosamon Johnson) who then brought it
to Carnegie Hall and to the knowledge of all Manhattan. Few of the players in that great band of about a hundred and
twenty-five members had at that time received any musical training whatever. They were-by profession!-elevator
men, bell-boys, porters, janitors, or followers of still humbler tasks, for few trades-unions then admitted colored men,
so that the vocations open to the Negro were about as restricted and over-crowded as the Negro streets themselves.
These men met together and played and gave concerts in the "colored quarter" simply because music was an
irresistible human outlet for them, and they loved it. Each man played any instrument that he happened to know and
fancy. There were many violins, violas, 'cellos and double basses; but it was a motley group of plectrum instruments
of all sorts and sizes- mandolins, guitars, banjos, and a few ukuleles, that gave to the immense tone of the huge band
an absolutely distinctive sound, a "tang" like the flavor of pine-apple amid other fruits. Then there was an
indiscriminate assortment of reed and wind instruments including several magnificently regal trombones that strode
froth with a sound of crimson pomp amid the trembling sway and glitter of the mandolins; there were drums and
tambourines, big and little, whose sharp accents danced across the jagged syncopations of the music, recalling the
elaborate drum-orchestras of Africa; there was an inspired timpanist whose swiftly rolling sticks evoked music like
the sound of in-sweeping and breaking waves; there was a huge bass drum, humorous, dramatic, sometimes even
tragic; and- "Well, Mr. Manners," explained one of the violinists to David Mannes when we were together
interviewing the band prior to its first concert for white people"Well, Mr. Mannes, at our concerts we usually have to have about ten upright pianos in five pairs, back to
back, running in a half circle 'round the edge of the orchestra."
"Ten pianos!' (in amazement).
"Yes sir," (very quietly) "ten pianos."
"Get to your pianos!" The negro conductor would call at rehearsal. "Get to your pianos!" And then truly
beautiful rich and unusual was the color and body given to this band of plectrum, strings and brass by the adroit
manipulations of those then little uprights which were treated purely as orchestral instruments, weaving a sonorous
background of tremolos, deepening with tone-values the roll of the kettle-drums, sharpening percussion effects with
varieties of pitch, emphasizing rhythmic outline, coloring the accents, blending strings, brass, plectrum and drums
into a vibrant unity of sound-a link between them all. "Barbaric," one college bred Negro called the Clef club.
"Barbaric" we exclaimed in astonished admiration. That an orchestra of such power, freshness, vitality and
originality could have remained so long undiscovered in novelty-hunting New York, was a silent and reproachful
comment on the oscillation of the "Negro quarter."
And such rehearsals-pathetic in their poverty of opportunity! A crowd of colored men stuffed suffocatingly
under the low ceiling of a room that had seen better days as a private dwelling before the elevated railroad made like
impossible and the street was abandoned to Negroes. No acoustics, no elbow-room even, the bass tuba threatening
with annihilation the poor drummer next him who could hardly lift his sticks without hitting the cornet player.
Perhaps one or two in each group could read music-the rest simply caught by ear what their neighbors played and
then joined in.
"I always put a man that can read notes in the middle where the others can pick him up," explained the
conductor. There were not enough music-stands, and so here and there the notes would be spread on a chair over
which a single, sophisticated player would peer and bend, while five or six eager heads hovered near him, mouths
open, musical intuition alert in every eye, "picking him up."
"Oh yes," the conductor said, "they can catch anything if they hear it once or twice, and if it's too hard for
'em the way it's written, why, they just make up something else that'll go with it."
And this was so-once they had caught the main outline of the music, the whole band began to improvise.
And how quick they were! It was mostly dance music that they played-typical Negro syncopated dance and marchrhythm. To my astonished question: "But how can they play a new piece in public next week when they've never
even tried it over yet?" The leader replied:
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"Don't you worry! Once those follows hear that music and catch its swing they'll eat it right up!" They did.
And then New York at them. That first concert of Negro music in Carnegie Hall was an ear-opener. The dance craze
was then sweeping the city, and the Negro players were feverishly demanded. The sun shone, the colored musicians
became professional, the band split up into smaller groups and much hay was made. This was the lighter side. But
those of us who had attended those first rehearsals and had seen the colored players in their shirt-sleeves bending
over their instruments in that stifling room, weary from menial toil, yet singing their hearts out (they were there
because the day's work was over, or the "boss" had let them off), we realized the unconscious spirit of creative art
that stirred in that humble group and we felt, with reverence, as though we had been present at a birth. We had seen
the racial soul, denied all opportunity, awake, nevertheless, and sing; and the song, ephemeral though it was, seemed
a prophecy of the dignity and worth of Negro genius.

1919 - WOMAN'S HOME COMPANION - NOV.
FROM RAG-TIME TO CLASSICAL - WHY AMERICAN TASTE IN MUSIC IS CHANGING FOR THE
BETTER. by Harold Vincent Milligan To learn to like the best in music it is first of all necessary to be familiar with
it, to hear again the lovely sounds and the rich and complicated rhythms that make good music endure through
centuries.
For the best music is not good merely because people say so with a certain amount of agreement; it remains
the best only because, heard again and again by successive generations, it calls forth the same response of
appreciation and delight. Of course no one can like good music (or bad for that matter) without hearing it. But once
that is provided for, the fun is much more than half begun.
For years in this country, especially with its immense distances and its numerous communities far from any
big city, it was by no means easy to hear good music, well performed.
With pictures and with books, this was not the case. They were much more easily obtainable and much
more generally available; so that most of us recognize the Sistine Madonna readily, and we are familiar with the
Winged Victory. But when it comes to music, Beethoven is a sealed book, Brahms is Greek to us, and Bach is little
more than a name.
We have been told, without much allowance being made for the perfectly valid reasons behind it, that
America was the land of rag-time, and that we lacked all musical culture and taste. But lately there has been less of
that somewhat carping criticism and, instead, people who are interested in music realize that the standards of musical
knowledge and intelligence are rising very rapidly throughout the country.
The change is traceable chiefly to the reproducing instruments that are so widely known now. The
phonograph with its easily portable records has promoted the cause of music immeasurably. People, thousands of
miles south or west or north of the very large cities with their countless facilities for hearing the best in music, now
have in their own homes the means of becoming as familiar with the tunes of the great composers as the most
confirmed city-dwellers.
A Popular Song Lives Six Months - A Classic for Centuries
For it does all come very close to being just that-a matter of familiarity; sometimes, indeed, as the old
saying goes, it "breeds contempt," but in other cases it breeds admiration. It all depends upon the quality of the thing
you become familiar with. It is the wearing quality of good music which distinguishes it from the shoddy article, and
the more you become familiar with the music that has stood the test of time and has become "classic," the greater
your enjoyment of it becomes.
The average life of a popular song is, let us say, six months. Handel's melody, known as "Largo," is two
hundred years old and is loved to-day by more people than ever before. Violins have sung Bach's "Air for the G
String" through more than two centuries, and it will be just as popular a century hence as it is to-day. If we heard as
much Beethoven as we do George M. Cohan, there is absolutely no question as to our relative enjoyment of the Fifth
Symphony and "Over There." Thanks to the phonograph, we can do just that thing, and thanks to the phonograph,
more and more of us are finding our way into the great treasure-house of the world's music.
Time was (not so long ago either), when "opera" meant the Metropolitan Opera House in New York City,
and "symphony" meant Boston and one or two other large cities. Dwellers in smaller cities and towns and in country
districts were dependent upon "local talent" or an occasional visit from a traveling company, or were shut off entirely
from good music.
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But nowadays the dweller on the loneliest Western ranch can sit down in the evening and enjoy the violin
playing of Elman or Heifetz or Ysaye, or Mayhap indulge in a little grand opera for the refreshing of his soul. No
matter how far from the Metropolitan Opera House you may live, you may enjoy Gounod's "Faust" just as much as
you do Dicken's "David Copperfield."
And as for the younger generation-can you imagine what it means to them to have as familiar friends the
great masters of music? No one need to worry about the literary taste of a child who likes to read Hawthorn,
Longfellow, Dickens, Thackeray and the like.
Music is a Language
I do not intend by any means to say that such a child will never indulge in Diamond Dick or Nick Carter,
but I do maintain that his standard of values will develop almost automatically, and that in his mature years he will
be possessed of a touchstone of judgment which will be in the main fairly accurate and discerning. Will not the same
thing be true in a musical sense of the child whose earliest impressions of music are gained from a few of those great
but simple masterpieces which the verdict of time has declared to be truest and best? Indeed, that early familiarity
has removed the "bugbear" from "classical" music has already been proved in many homes, where the children and
young people will turn quite spontaneously from their play to hear a record of Dvorak's "Humoresque" or the BachGounod "Ave Maria."
After all music is a language and like all ........... master the language, and he will perhaps find himself
marveling at and envying the Frenchman who speaks French with such fluent ease.
At first, to the beginner, the foreign language sounds like a confused jumble of unintelligible sounds, but
gradually, if we hear enough of it and make an effort to understand it, we begin to distinguish words and phrases and
to learn their meaning, and in due course of time we begin to think with them, and then the language which was
"foreign" becomes as familiar and as natural to us as our mother tongue.
Love of Music is Universal
Just so it is with music: beginning as children, with an elementary musical sense that is often nothing more
than a response to rhythm, we gradually, and to a large degree unconsciously, develop our musical faculties just as
we develop our other faculties and processes of thought. Some people, thorough inherent talent and favorable
circumstances, develop their musical senses to a greater degree than others, but in almost every human being there is
some response to music; indeed, the love of music, in varying degree, is about as nearly universal as any attribute.
So-called "popular" music that is easy of comprehension, so simple in melody and harmony and so
conventional in outline that to grasp its significance requires little or no effort on the part of the hearer. It is music
"in words of one syllable," and about on a level with "Mary Had a Little Lamb" or "Humpty Dumpty Sat on a Wall."
There, no doubt, was a time in the lives of all of us when we thrilled over the story of how "Little Miss
Muffet sat on a tuffet," but as the years go by we lose our pristine interest in the young lady and her big spider. We
have left behind us those once-loved companions of our early childhood, and if our musical minds are still playing
with them long after our other faculties have developed into maturity, we really ought to be ashamed of ourselves.
We oughtn't to be any more satisfied with musical puerility than we would be to converse all our lives in words of
one syllable.
The process of what is called "musical culture" consists, then, very largely in becoming so familiar with the
world's best music that it speaks its message to us clearly and distinctly, and meets with an intelligent response in our
own souls, Perhaps one trouble has been that we have not learned to be good listeners.
So to be a good listener you must practice listening, just as a violinist or pianist or singer must practice,
although the listener's task is obviously infinitely easier than theirs. By "practicing" listening I do not mean that you
should make a task of it, and perhaps ruin your enjoyment of what should be a delightful experience, but rather that
you should return again and again to some of the classical music that may seem at first a little beyond your
comprehension, and listen to it enough times so that its outlines become more and more clear to you, and its beauty
more and more apparent. For that is just what will happen with repeated hearings.
If you want to test this "wearing quality" of good music for yourself, just take a record of "Where do we go
from here?" and such a song for instance as Giordani's "Caro mio ben" and play them over five times every day for a
week. At the end of that time the triviality of "Where do we go from here?" will have wearied you, while the naive
charm of the lovely old Italian classic will have won your admiration and affection.
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It is not for nothing that repeated generations have loved these enduring expressions of musical genius and
called them "classic;" there is that within them which strikes a responsive chord in the heart of the intelligent listener,
and which has preserved them throughout the years, while all the triviality and vulgarity of the "ragtime" of their
contemporaries has forever perished.
Of course it does not necessarily follow that you will like all classical music equally well; you may prefer
Tschaikowsky to Mendelsshon without being a musical ignoramus. It is a matter of taste; but the point is that you
should base your judgment upon an experience and discerning taste and not upon an ignorant prejudice.
As this question of individual taste plays such an important part in the enjoyment of good music (as it does
also in the appreciation of books and pictures), it is always a good idea, whenever possible, for the prospective
purchaser of records to listen to them several times before buying.
In the beginning you may feel at a loss to know whether you are goin to enjoy a piece or not, but musical
discrimination develops with exercise and experience just as all our other tastes do, and in a short time you will find
that this conscious effort is bringing its reward in the way of increased perception and understanding.
You will also often find several different records of the same selection, made by different singers or players,
put out by the different recording companies, or even some times by the same company. Here, again, it is wise to
hear the different records before investing; you may find that you enjoy Kreisler's playing of a certain piece more
than Elman's, or Barrientos's singing of an aria more than Galli-Curci's, or vice versa.
Another stumbling-block which the phonograph removes from the path of your musical progress is hearing
good music badly played. Instead of hearing some struggling student or amateur wrestle with the piece and wholly
fail to deliver its message, the phonograph brings you the music in perfect form, interpreted by the greatest artists.
Professional musicians, who at first were inclined to speak contemptuously of "canned music," have in
recent years recognized the real study value of the mechanical reproduction of music, and a phonograph with a wellstocked library of records is now recognized as almost indispensable in any well-equipped music studio.
Hearing the Great Artists
The phonograph gives an opportunity not only to hear the great artists, but to come into close and intimate
contact with their work hearing it over and over again as often as desired. Perhaps the possession of a good
phonograph will not be of quite as much benefit to the music student as a year in Paris or a season ticket to the
Metropolitan Opera House, but it certainly is an invaluable aid to music study such as has never existed before, and
if used intelligently cannot fail to be of incalculable benefit. It will also serve you if you are not a music student, but
just a music lover, by widening your musical horizon and increasing your powers of musical enjoyment.
Suppose, then, that you are ready to graduate from the primary class of musical culture, and are willing to
allow your phonograph to guide you through the labyrinth of musical literature, how shall you begin? No doubt you
have often felt a desire to enlarge and improve your musical library, but as you turn the pages of your catalogue of
records, you are confused and bewildered by the army of strange names and pieces and are at a loss to know what to
choose. Let me help you.
If you are fond of the violin or the violoncello, you should have in your library such famous melodies as
Schubert's "Ave Marie," Dvorak's "Humoresque," "The Swan," by Saint-Saens, "Orientale" of Cesar Cui, the E flat
"Nocturne" of Chopin, or the "Andante Cantabile" from Tschaikowsky's string quartet.
Familiarity with the following orchestral compositions will not only bring you great musical enjoyment, but
will be of real benefit in cultivating a discriminating musical taste: "Arleslenne Suite," by Bizet; Casse Noisette"
(Nut-cracker) suite, by Tschiakowsky; "Andante con moto" (Theme and Variations) from the Fifth Symphony, by
Beethoven; "Unfinished Symphony," by Schubert; "Midsummer Night's Dream," by Mendelssohn, and "Marche
Slav," by Tschaikowsky.
Some of the most noble and beautiful music in the world is to be found in the great oratorios. Any of these
records will prove a good introduction to that branch of music art; "O Rest in the Lord," "If with All Your Heart"
and "It is Enough," from Mendelssohn's "Elijah;" "Unfold Ye Portals Everlasting," from Gounod's "The
Redemption;" "Come Unto Him" and the "Pastoral Symphony," from Handle's "The Messiah;" "The Sorrows of
Death," from Mendelssohn's "Hymn of Praise." Do you know any of the following songs, which are counted among
the "classics;" Massenet's Elegie" etc. (The article lists more classics.)
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1920
JUNE 12 - THE LITERARY DIGEST
CLASSICAL VS. JAZZICAL MUSIC - The Jazz is making inroads among our orchestra players in such
way as to rob us of talented musicians for the future. What we sacrifice to the dance mania is perhaps not
appreciated, but one of our oldest music critics, Mr. H. E. Krehbiel, sounds a warning. In speaking of the drain made
upon the symphony orchestras for players of jazz music, he points to a condition of progressive impoverishment.
Orchestras, as he shows, are composed of four departments or choirs: the strings, wood-winds, brass-winds, and
percussion. "In not one of these classes is there a sufficient number of players in New York to supply the
organizations which are spoken of as permanent," he declares, while, in referring to the wood and brass winds, he
makes a more startling statement. "In these two choirs it is no exaggeration to say that there are not enough players
entitled to be called artist-that is, musicians who are artistically efficient-in the United States to meet the need which
the multiplication of orchestras has created in New York City." This, as shown in the New York Tribune, is the state
of affairs:
"The demand for trombone-players, for what are called 'jazz' bands, has not only made it difficult to keep
them in symphony orchestras, but it is destroying their artistic efficiency. The principal characteristic of 'jazz' music
is the vulgar sliding from tone to tone. To produce this effect, resort must be had to unnatural contortions of the lips
and forcing of the breath. This plays havoc with the embouchure of the musician, and, if persisted in, inevitably
unfits him for artistic music. We must not go into technicalities in an article like this; nor is it necessary. It is enough
to point out that the need of a correct and sensitive embouchure is so essential that in the good orchestras of Europe
there are always a double set of wind-instrument players, and no oboist or horn-player, for instance, is expected to
play two days in succession, or more than two or three days a week. When Schuch, director of the Royal Opera at
Dresden, visited New York in the Conried regime he spoke with pained amazement of the policy of the Metropolitan
Company's management in compelling its musicians to play every day. What would he have thought of 150 operatic
performances in 138 days?
"Some orchestral players have abandoned high-class music to play in the 'jazz' bands at hotels and
restaurants where there is dancing, the reason being that they can command wages as high as $125 a week for such
work. When the dancing mania has died out, as it must when the world returns to moral and physical health, these
musicians will be unfit for the higher reaches of their art. Not only their ability but their taste also will be vitiated.
One need not be a moralist to see how the dance music of to-day (the 'Blues' type especially) has kept pace in
degeneracy with the dance itself.
"In the early days of the one-step and its fellows a considerable amount of beauty was recognizable in the
compositions brought forward by Mr. Europe and other Afro-American as well as white composers. There were
admirable examples of the Argentine Tango, which had been brought from South America, fascinating melodies of a
Spanish type superimposed on the rhythm of the Habanera. Originally the Tango was a lascivious dance, but it had
been made into a thing of grace and beauty. It was too difficult, however, for dancers who could not even master the
waltz and who found pleasure in tight embraces and interlocking knees. There has been further descent to the
shameless 'shimmy,' and those who know whence that exhibition of licentiousness came will not be surprised when it
is followed by its companion in lewdness soon to emanate from the negro brothels of the South. That, however, does
not concern us, except as it will tend still further to debauch music and lower the standard of our symphony
orchestras.
If the losses here entailed did no more than reduce the number of our professedly high-class orchestral
concerts occurring between November and May, support might be found for a state so bereft. But Mr. Krehbiel
contends that quality goes while the numbers remain. He presents a formidable comparison to enforce the poverty of
our plethoric state. Last season New York heard more music of the symphonic type, he points out, than all the
capitals of Europe combined. "More New-Yorkers heard this music than were in attendance at the symphony or
Philharmonic concerts, as they are almost universally called, in London, Paris, Berlin, Vienna, Hamburg, Budapest,
Cologne, Munich, Mainheim, and all the other centers of classical music united." All this array of musical activity
argues at least a willingness to spend money, yet"Every one of these large concert organizations has ended the season with a large deficit. Next season there
will be a larger number of concerts and a correspondingly larger deficit all around. If the audiences have been larger
than ever, why is this so? Because the expenses of concert-giving have steadily risen for years. Will they be less next
season? No. Why not? Because the demands of orchestral musicians have made the meat they feed on. This union of
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musicians federated with that of labor generally is considering a large number of changes in its by-laws to make the
employers pay more than they are now paying. Like other artisans, they are demanding more pay and less work. In
these demands they are upheld by the action of the employers, who are bidding against themselves.
On the basis of such facts as appear here, the outlook for the next season, according to Mr. Krehbiel's
showing, is something of a witches' dance:
"The Philharmonic Society is asking subscriptions for forty-four concerts of the symphonic order, the
Symphony Society for a like number; the National Symphony Orchestra, which will take the place of that known as
the New Symphony Orchestra during the season just ended, has projected sixty concerts; the Boston Orchestra,
which has successfully weathered the storm created by some of its members, who were eager to throw over their
allegiance to a management and ideals which had given it world-wide repute, will continue its ministrations in New
York with ten concerts in the Borough of Manhattan and five in the Borough of Brooklyn; we shall have five or six
visits from the Philadelphia Orchestra, which New York admirers and its promoters in its home city seem to think
essential to the education of the denizens of the metropolis; the new organization in Detroit wants to be heard here,
and it is within the bounds of probability at least that Cincinnati, which, because of its biennial festivals, has loomed
large upon the country's musical map, may think it wise again to visit us; there will be concerts of a special character
(for children, for young people who have ceased to be children, but require classification; for charities and
advertising schemes more or less cloaked under professions of benevolence) by the permanent organizations and also
those which are tentative, but profess a local habitation and name. The number of concerts thus listed will be over
two hundred, and to them will be added the miscellaneous concerts of a more popular character, given on Sundays in
the Metropolitan Opera-house and the Hippodrome."

JUNE 12 - MUSICAL AMERICA
SPREADING THE GOSPEL OF NEGRO MUSIC - The Truth About the Songs of the Race - How the Fisk
Singers Moved the World - Foster's Airs not characteristic of Colored People - Universities and Eminent Leaders
Recognize Need of Preserving the Musical Traditions Brought to this Land by the Slaves. by Cleveland G. Allen The story of Negro music is one full of challenge, and is woven around adventure, daring, courage, faith, patience,
hope, sorrow, and optimism. It represents the expressed hope of a people who faced desperate odds, who braved the
hardships of slavery, and who at a period of their own life when all was dark and dreary, relied upon their songs to
work out their destiny and carved their way to the promised land.
When the Negro came to this country on a little Dutch vessel, in 1619, landing at Jamestown, Va., in a
strange country, the only weapon that he brought with him was his songs, and with these songs he faced the long
stretch of slavery, covering a period of 250 years , with a courage unequal in the story of races. With his songs he
made known his sorrows, his hopes, his aspiration, his patience, and sang of the freedom to come. He came to a
country to find his way among strange people and strange customs, but he knew by his songs he could express his
character and soul, and that it would not be long before the world would see this soul and accord to him a place
among the races of men.
If the Negro did not have the gift of song, he would have lost his place in the struggle, he would have
become extinct and to cease to be of sociological value. In my lectures on the story of this music I try to emphasize
this music as best representing the major note in the Negro's life, and how upon it he must rely for further
development in the economic, social, moral and spiritual realm. I feel that upon the young generation of Negroes
depends the responsibility of saving this music and emphasizing the fact that it is a priceless heritage that ought to be
treasured. It was this fact that led me to make deep research with reference to the study of Negro music, so as
properly to interpret it, in order that the proper gage of the Negro's hope may be seen.
Prof. John Wesley Work, a Negro educator and musician, for many years a member of the faculty of Fisk
University, in his book on "The Folk Songs of the Afro-American," or "The American Negro," tells of his many
years of research throughout the South; studying the songs of the Negro. He tells how they are collected, how in the
camp meeting they arouse expressed religious fervor, and how the attitude toward this music has changed within the
last twenty years. Noted Negro musicians like Harry T. Burleigh, who many years has been soloist of St. George's P.
E. Church; Nathaniel EDT, Carl Diton, J. Rosamond Johnson, and the late Coleridge Taylor, all recognize the value
of this music, and each of them has brought to it valuable contributions.
Another thing that has done much to save Negro music as offered in these songs has been the attitude
toward them of the Negro leaders. These leaders have been quick to recognize the value of these songs and have kept
constantly before the younger generation of Negroes their sacred duty in helping to save them.
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Dr. W. E. B. Dubois, one of the foremost of the Negro thinkers, in his book on "The Souls of Black Folks,"
devotes a chapter on "The Songs of Our Father," in which he speaks of the sociological value of this music. Dr.
Robert R. Moten, the principal of Tuskegee Institute, while he was at Hampton Institute, urged the importance of a
knowledge of these plantation songs as a necessary part of the education of the students. Dr. Moten, in an article
contributed some time ago in The Southern Workman, tells of the impression that was made upon him when he first
heard these songs, and how it was at Hampton that he grew to admire their strength and beauty. Will Marion Cooke,
another Negro musician, refers to Hampton as a good center for the development of this music. The late Booker T.
Washington, while at Tuskegee, drilled into the students the respect they should have for their music.
Foster Songs Not Negro
Negro music expresses itself in Negro folk songs, and Negro folk songs are called such because they are
peculiar to Negro folks. If the numerous songs that were sung by the Negro during slavery had been built upon from
songs of other peoples, they would not have been Negro folk songs. That is the reason why "Old Black Joe," "My
Kentucky Home," and "Suwanee River" are not Negro folk songs, because they were written by a white man, Steven
Foster, although built around a Negro theme. This point is one that should be borne in mind, because it is the
common impression that the songs of Foster are Negro music. There are many notable characteristics of these songs,
among some of them are their direct reference to the Scripture, and of their wonderful strength of reserve and
resignation.
Concerning the first, one would stop to think, why is it that a people during slavery, who could not read, had
such a remarkable and accurate knowledge of the Bible. The reason for this was that the Bible was the only book that
was read to the slaves, and while this was being done a remarkable knowledge of the book was acquired, upon which
was based most of the melodies of the Negro. This fact is strongly recognized in such songs as "I Want to Be Ready
to Walk in Jerusalem Just Like John," "Go Down, Moses," "Roll, Jordan, Roll," and "My Lord Delivered Daniel."
Concerning their strength of reserve and resignation, out of the 500 or more of these songs that have been
collected, not one of them show resentment or breathes revenge This is particularly characteristic of the Negro race.
Speaking of this trait of Negro music, Professor Work says: "Another characteristic of the Negro song is, as has been
stated before, that it has no expression of hatred or revenge. If these songs taught no other truth save this, they would
be invaluable. That a race which had suffered and toiled as the Negro had, could find no expression for bitterness
and hatred, yes, could positively love is strong evidence that it possesses a clear comprehension of the great force in
life, and that it must have had experience in the fundamentals of Christianity. One shriek of hate would jar all of the
hymns of heaven." The character, therefore, of the Negro is best expressed in music.
The Fisk Singers
But it is in the music as expressed in the Negro folk songs that this character is best shown. Although these
songs were sung for many generations on the plantations throughout the South their charm, beauty and strength of
character was not recognized until 1871, when Fisk University, at Nashville, Tennessee, one of the first institutions
for the higher education of the Negro, sent out a consecrated group of young colored men and women properly to
introduce these songs and leave it to the world to place its proper value upon them. It was an epoch-making tour of
these Fisk singers, because they were going on a tour the outcome of which they knew not. It was the first time that a
band of trained singers were going out to introduce to the public the music of their race, and they were willing to let
the American public be the judge.
So on Oct. 6, 1871, under the direction of Prof. George White, the Fisk Singers began their tour. Their first
stop was in Oberlin, Ohio, where the Councils of Congregational Churches were in session. The leaders of the
church were there from every section of the country, and if the singers could get an opportunity their fame would be
carried over the country. On the day that the singers arrived, states Professor Work, everything had gone wrong at
the convention. Permission was asked for the singers to sing, but the request was waved aside, but while the
convention was debating the fact as to whether or not they should be heard, they had stolen around to the gallery
without anyone seeing them.
All of a sudden there floated over that large convention hall the soft strains of "Steal Away to Jesus." There
was a commotion, as eyes turned toward the direction of the singers. A hush fell over the audience as on and on the
strains of that song floated over the hall.
There was pathos, harmony, sympathy in the song, because these were trained singers, and they made that
vast audience, some of which represented New England culture, actually see the slaves stealing away to Jesus. The
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singers stopped, but the convention cried "more" and then came more of the folk songs of the American Negro, as
only Fisk can sing, and from that moment to the present time no one doubted the place these songs had in American
life. Prof. George White, a Northern Whiteman, who had gone down to teach in the South, and himself a musician,
had faith in this music, and when he saw this music receiving such a reception at its initial bow, his faith redoubled.
Fortunate for the Fisk Singers, Henry Ward Beecher, the noted preacher, then a pastor in Brooklyn, was
visiting that convention and after he had heard the jubilee singers, he rose in the midst of the convention and invited
them to come to his church in Brooklyn. The singers started for the North with fear and trembling because on
whatever the New York critics said would depend the future of the songs. But the singers came and came with faith
in their music. Their coming had been widely heralded and a capacity audience greeted their first appearance in this
section.
Prof. White wanted to know what the New York newspapers had to say about the singers the next day, and
when he looked for the comment, instead of ridicule, there was praise, heralding the singers, as a splendidly trained
group of singers, who were bringing to America its own original music. They were praised for their fine
interpretation, their technique, and for their deportment as well. The colored singers had won, and their success of
their tour was assured.
Touring Europe
After touring throughout America, the Fisk Singers, traveled throughout England, and Europe, touching the
heart of peasant and nobility with these American melodies. They sang before King and Queen and brought to them
in this music the story of the struggles of the American Negro. While the singers were in England, Dwight Moody
was holding religious services in London, and he frequently used them whenever he could to aid him in hi services.
Prof. Work vividly describes the tour of the singers in these words: "From 1871 to 1878 that company
enjoyed one continuous ovation. New England crowded her largest buildings and paid liberally to hear them sing.
Mr. White began to send back to Professor Spence hundreds of dollars to add to that one, lonely dollar to keep from
having an empty treasury."
Prof. Work tells how Queen Victoria wept before the songs of this band of singers from the south, and the
reception they received from Lord Shaftesbury and other eminent men and women of England. They traveled with
equal success in Germany and France. For eight years these singers toured the world, touching the heart and
consciences of people, as it never was touched before, until when they returned to Fisk University, they laid at the
doors of their Alma Mater $150,000, which went toward the erection of Jubilee Hall, a building that stands on the
campus of that university, dedicated to Negro music.
Jubilee Hall stands on the place where once a slave pen stood, and has inspired generations of students who
have passed through that institution. That a company of singers could raise such amount of money, argues for the
beauty and charm, as well as the value of Negro music. The tour of the original singers was followed by other groups
of young men and women, until even to-day the Fisk singers still travel the country singing the songs of the
American Negro.
Fisk University stands as the foremost exponent of this music, and was the first to introduce it to America.
Other institutions like Hampton, Tuskegee Institutes, Atlanta University, the Calhoun Institute and others throughout
the South are teaching the students the beauty and value of this music. Hampton Institute, stands next to Fisk
University in the preservation of this music.
Prof. Work gives as the reason for this, that the State of Virginia is rich in folk lore appreciation, and that
the colored people of that State take particular pride in saving this music. The Hampton singers have done much to
carry the power of this music to the world. Dr. Robert R. Moten, the principal of Tuskegee, who for twenty-five
years was the Commandant at Hampton Institute, did much to get before the students of that institute the correct
attitude toward these songs. Even in the public schools of the South the pupils are taught to love these songs. This
change as it affects the public schools, has come about within the past decade, and was not when I was-attending the
public schools in South Carolina. The whole attitude therefore, toward this music has changed and the country no
longer looks upon it as something to be despised, but on the other hand, something to be revered.
Prominent white musicians have joined in paying tribute to Negro music, as expressed in these melodies,
and some idea of how they are regarded in America, may be seen from the reception they get from an American
audience when they are offered by white musicians. Mme. Schumann-Heink always includes in her repertoire,
several of the colored folk songs which receive the same reception as other numbers on the program. The annual
recital of Kitty Cheatham, in which the entire program is made up of Negro music is looked forward to with delight
by music lovers of this city.
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Walter Damrosch, one of the foremost authorities on music in America, in an article contributed to the
Southern Workman says the following of Negro music: "But if proof positive of a soul in the negro people should be
demanded, it can be given, for they have brought over from Africa and developed in this country, even under all the
unfavorable conditions of slavery, a music so wonderful, so beautiful, and yet so strange, that like the Gypsy music
of Hungary, it is at once the admiration and despair of educated musicians of our race." Henry E. Krebiel of the New
York Tribune has given the results of his study of this subject in a remarkable book on "The Folk Songs of the
American Negro." It is a fair and impartial tribute to the music of the Negro and shows the fairness of the American
people in allowing to the Negro a just contribution to American art.
Wherever this music is heard, one should think of the days in the Negro's life when he relied upon these
songs solely for comfort and strength, and how they were the only vehicle upon which he could rely to carry his
message to a hostile world. It is encouraging to see the attitude that is being taken toward this music, and I believe
that through them many of the problems could be adjusted. This music is bound to become more the concern of the
public, as the community song, and the attempt to introduce music to every community, is being stressed. Perhaps
the best testimonial to this music is, that after three hundred years, it still lives, gaining more in favor, and earning
the commendation and admiration of all classes, and universally acclaimed as the original native American music.

JUNE 19 - MUSICAL AMERICA
THE MARCHE FUNEBRE OF "JAZZ" Raucous Form of "Music" Has Lost Its Hold on the Popular MindListening to Some "Masters" of This Type of "Entertainment" by Harcourt Farmer - Its birth was inevitable-and so is
its death. Evoked out of sheer sensationalism, ramified by an ill-placed enthusiasm on the part of the unmusical,
commercially exploited to the nth degree-Jazz had its day, and it was a glorious one. But every fad has its day, and
Jazz music" is no exception to the rule. It would be difficult to find to-day many "Welcomes" on musical door-mats
for Jazz, the simple reason being that the nation is tired of it.
When a nation tires of anything, whatever it is, that thing is bound to go. Over in England, some years ago,
when Arthur Balfour was undergoing one of his periodical phases of unpopularity, the crowd fashioned the phrase
"Balfour Must Go," which was rapidly abbreviated, as its the way with crowds, into the symbol, "B.M.G." It would
not be out of place to say that every musicians in the United States should to-day make due entry in his diary of the
symbol, "J.M.G.," for not only does Jazz deserve to go-it is going.
If we recall that the persons immediately interested in the survival of Jazz unmusic are the sellers of it, we
are spared a deal of conjecture as to the reason of its continued existence even so far as this. But Jazz, like cheese
and Fords, has to be pushed, else would there be no gorgeous dividends to split up.
So the musical convulsions of a few harmonic freaks have been thrust upon the long suffering public until
they accepted Jazz for the identical reason they accept any nationally advertised product-they were forced to feel that
they wanted Jazz-and they got it.
The blatant appeal of the stuff, the exaggerated minor effects, the unmitigated noise, the purple patches of
this-harmony-all these elements contributed hugely to the selling success of Jazz scores. The music stores sold copies
by the carload-and if there is a special musical Gehenna reserved for such folk, may they roast therein forever! The
records carried the Jazz legend, likewise the player-piano roll, till Mr. Man-in-the-Street admitted Jazz in all its
obviousness and crudity, to the bosom of his inmost family. One is inclined to think he did it because Jazz is so
horribly obvious.
The writer of this happened to be in a vaudeville house in one of our largest cities recently, and a Jazz
visitation being on the program, he thought he would try to sit it out-this being the sixty-first Jazz injection he has
suffered. Well, presently, after the buxom retailer of martial woes had given place to the virtuosi on the xylophone;
and after the virtuosi on the x. had given place to the star of the bill-an ancient damsel who gave nine songs and three
encores, without any undue provocation on anybody's part-the Jazz fiends appeared.
The present writer's training in the profession of writing has disciplined him to a certain restraint when
dealing with unusual lunacy on the stage, or the concert platform-but he is forced to confess that if he had written
what jumped up in his mind, after the first offering of the Jazz gentlemen, no editor, who possessed any feelings of
delicacy for his readers, would have printed his remarks.
However, for the sake of the musical history of America-and chiefly for the sake of the history of Musical
America-he refrained from writing what he cold have written, but he did produce this:
Listening to the "Experts"
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"This thing they call Jazz is positively one of the most awful and most inexcusable of musical sins ever
committed against the face of the people. Tonight, in a prominent vaudeville house, I saw and heard (couldn't help
hearing) five young men who proclaimed themselves Jazz experts. They appeared, clothed in white, and proceeded
to play, so to speak, on various instruments-piano, violin, trombone, and what not, from which unoffending
instruments they called forth such dismal and discordant wailings, such tomcattish howlings, such immoral
dissonances as to render them instantly liable to thirty years in jail for making public nuisances of themselves.
"They didn't play ragtime-which might have been excusable on racial grounds; no, they played (to employ a
courteous term) Jazz, and they played it for all there was in it. And, at the last analysis, there wasn't very much in it.
"The first offering was a delectable item dealing with "Blues" whatever that means. It if implies that hearing
it gives one the blues, there are thousands who'll hurriedly agree. This number they tore from the vitals of the piano
and the violin and the trombone and what not-embellishing it with hair-raising runs, spine-chilling slides and general
musical indecency. After the third number we left the theater."
At the time we thought it a thousand pities that such able-bodied young men shouldn't make a more decent
living at some healthier trade than musical gymnastics. But, perhaps, they know their own business. Judging from the
way they played, they didn't.
Jazz has had its day. It has pounded and banged and prodded our musical senses for many moons now. It's
high time we had some fresh novelty. And we will.
For that's one of the delightful aspects of the American public-they will take to novelties. wherein lies their
great and child-like enthusiasm. Others, not of the immediate public, teachers, musicians, critics, and the like, will
possibly deprecate this tendency to rush to the very newest in music (and in everything else). Still, it is an indubitable
evidence of liveliness on the part of the people-and that's something devoutly to be wished.
Not American
The public snapped up ragtime-because there was nothing better in view. They "fell for" (the popular phrase
is inevitable) this business of Jazz because there was nothing better in sight. Is there not, here and there, a teacher, a
musician, a director, astute enough to write a real folk-song-something eminently and essentially American? Jazz
isn't American; it isn't even music. Ragtime came a little nearer the mark, but not near enough for most of us. Where,
then, is the man who can give us something which will be at once alert and authentic, American and attractive, lively
and living?
For, there is little doubt, Jazz is dying. His funeral will be attended by those who have made most money on
him. Reputable musicians never recognized him. But those responsible for his birth and his feverish career, will
shortly be looking for his successor in the selling field, if they haven't already done so. Will the next be worse than
Jazz?
Coldly and analytically speaking, there is no possible logical reason for Jazz's existence; but there he is, and
here he must linger for a while until the very ignoramuses who play him feel some sense of boredom, then he'll be
cast out. And none too soon. For a more disreputable, savage, tiresome, hideous, screaming piece of musical
tomfoolery has never been thrust on the public before the red days of Jazz.
It may be deemed frightful heresy to say this, but it must be said-and in all sincerity. The writer believes that
the Jazz blacksmiths got their unholy inspiration from old Franz Liszt's Hungarian Rhapsodies, for what are they but
the forerunners of polite Jazz? This may raise a hornet's nest about these journalistic ears. But what matter? The very
best thing one Jazz composer did was to impudently lift an entire section from something of Liszt's, transpose it, and
pass it off to us as original Jazz. He wasn't the only one. Hence this theory.
Be that as it may, Liszt (despite his occasional vulgarisms of tone) will live; the Jazzians will not. Relying,
as they do, upon sheer aural blasphemy, their novelty must die-has, indeed, died-and so Jazz becomes mere musical
antidote.
Pounding a drum, blaring through a tinny trumpet, scratching a mediocre violin, all accompanied by
incoherent human cries, bleats, yells, screams-this isn't music. Only a fool could call it such.
When the Jazz mechanics evolved the crude idea of building Jazz tunes, they rightly decided that the more
ugly and noisy their stuff was the more it would sell. And it has sold. More Jazz sold last month than Beethoven. But
that doesn't worry Ludwig, nor does it worry the educationalists and the real musicians. They know that Jazz is
simply a nine-day wonder; the authentic musician comes back to old Ludwig in the end-even if he does take a dip
into the new water of Jazz.
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Any music palpably built upon the principle of unavoided noise, and nothing more, isn't music at all, but
sheer disturbance. Hence the declining popularity of Jazz. For, although the general public may be, and frequently is,
ignorant of musical values, yet there is in every man and woman an inherent sense of rhythm, which makes in the end
for full musical satisfaction-rather than fool musical delusion.
So it goes. Through the fantastic vicissitudes of ragtime and fox-trots and "Blues" and Jazz-the spirit of
American Music moves, surely, winningly, sincerely and inevitably toward the building of a music for the people
that shall be truly American, and truly music, and nothing else.
In the meantime, we bid a cheerful au revoir to our old friend, Mr. Jazz. Play the Marche Funebre, pleaseand don't jazz it.

JULY - PSYCHOLOGY REVIEW
THE NATURE OF THE RHYTHM EXPERIENCE by Elcanon Isaacs, University of Cincinnati. Recent
years have witnessed a marked decrease in the number of contributions to the experimental psychology of rhythm.
Dunlap, writing in 1916, remarks, "It is a significant fact that experimental work on the perception of time and of
rhythm has nearly ceased. One research on time, a statistical study of speech rhythm and a minor study on rhythm
effects are all that have appeared in the last two years (pg. .206). With the exceptions of one or two studies, this
statement is still applicable; in fact, the subject of time and rhythm has been dropped from the reviews in alternate
years.
The reason for the discontinuance of scientific work in this field is not a knowledge of all the facts about
rhythm, for such is not the case, but the lack of a working hypothesis for the nature of the rhythmic experience. The
tentative bases which have existed up to this time have been given up, for the greater part, as the result of a tendency
to eliminate time as an element of rhythm perception, and of the recognition of rhythm in others than the auditory
field. Although these factors are the necessary result of each other, it is not until recently that they have been
recognized, and that more than one aspect of the rhythm experience has become subject to analysis.
The earliest introspective and empirical studies, and the modern theories of literary scholars, although
characteristic......connection. Miyaki found that "arhythmic movements have a constant tendency to become
rhythmic, notwithstanding the voluntary effort of the subject to execute the movements at irregular intervals. The
subjects of the experiments invariably agreed in confessing that the arhythmic tapping required strenuous effort and
that the performance was very fatiguing" (28,;p,4).Voluntary irregular movement necessitates a disturbance in the
refractory phase involved and the pendular aspect of movement.
Syncopation
The phenomenon of syncopation to which Patterson has drawn experimental attention, "in itself, involves a
complex of mental processes. The most essential part of the phenomenon seems to be that we keep our impression of
a series of subjective time-intervals, regular, accelerating or retarding, but find a pleasure in marking the beats
objectively, either by different forms of motion, such as foot-taps alternating with hand-taps, or by what appears at
first as omission of objective marking for certain beats. As a matter of fact, this is usually nothing but the
interpolation of some concealed form of motor reaction such as eye, throat, tongue, or breath movement, which
alternates with a more visible movement, such as nodding or tapping or dancing" (31,p.4).
Stetson has described it in much the same terms. "Along with this precision of all the movements comes a
tendency to beat a new rhythm. This accompanying rhythm is simpler and broader in character; it is a kind of long
swell on which the speech movements ripple. This second rhythm may express itself in a new movement of hand,
head, foot or body; when it has become more conscious, as in patting time to a dance or chant, it develops
complicated forms, and a third rhythm may appear beside it, to mark the main stresses of the two processes. The
negro patting time for a dance beats the third fundamental rhythm with his foot, while his hands pat an elaborate
second rhythm to the primary rhythm of the dancers. This regulation of the movement by the coincidence of several
rhythms is the cause of the striking regularity of the temporal relations" (51, p.465-6).
In Patterson's definition (31, p.4), syncopation is apparently manifested by the performer of the rhythm.
Syncopation is used by Patterson in three senses, (1) as any full motor response (p. xix), (2) motor response in the
performer of the rhythm (p.4), (3) a correlation of the 'unitary pulses' and objective stimulation in the observer
(p.91). This analysis has shown that while there is coexistence, there is not necessarily correlation and rarely
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coincidence of the objective stimulation and the reflex response. syncopation in the third sense exists, but it is limited
to a comparatively small field of rhythm.
Full motor response is not so evident in modern rhythm. As Patterson says, "Modern sophistication has
inhibited many native instincts, and the mere fact that our conventional dignity usually forbids us to sway our bodies
or to tap our feet when we hear effective music, has deprived us of unsuspected pleasures" (pg. xix). Patterson
concludes: "What is left, then, but to conclude that the sentence which has in its structure the possibility of a
maximum of rhythm must be capable of evoking in us a maximum of motor response? To test it, therefore, we must
tap to it, nod to it, walk to it, sway to it, chop wood to it, if necessary. If it is easy for us to nod or tap, or, for that
matter, hoe potatoes to these salient 'drum-songs'. the first degree of rhythmic excellence is obtained" (p. 15).
The contortions of the polar bear which Patterson has called 'prose' merely present syncopation of the
muscular responses of various organs due to the pendulum rates of the organs. they are not, however, 'harmoniously
but intricately regulated by the incessant unitary "flap! flap! flap!" of those great white feet' (32 p.261). Each is an
independent in its own sphere as the walking movement is in its sphere. the large body of literature on rhythm, then,
is not invalidated by the 'new standard.' On the contrary, it is enriched by the hitherto experimentally unrecognized
field of syncopation.

JULY 31 - LIFE, LETTERS, AND THE ARTS
JAZZ - The other night I happened to be a guest at a pleasant suburban house just across the street from a
pleasant suburban church. It was one of your modern churches, a little Gothic affair of gray stone with an adjoining
parish hall built of stucco. There must be thousands of just such churches and parish houses scattered over these
states. One associates them with the guardianship of what honor and decency there is left in these extraordinary
times. Well, just as we had risen from dinner, just as the last of the evening glow was fading, there burst from the
lighted windows of the parish hall a sound much more indicative of Hell than of Heaven. Screams, moans, crashes,
blows, cowbells, and tin pans fought desperately with each other, something like a tugboat siren cried ghastly at the
night, and a booming bass drum carried one's mind to the kraals of Africa. 'A social evening for the young folk,' said
someone indulgently, 'it helps to keep the young people in the church.'
Now I am not going to raise my hands in pious horror at jazz music. Such music is the order of this
barbarian day, and the minority can do little but endure. I cannot say that I admire it myself, for the truth is that my
soul loathes it, yet when I find myself in the center of a jazz corroboree, I listen with no bored, snobbish insouciance,
but with what I imagine to be serene toleration. I can even derive imaginative satisfaction from it. Let me but close
my eyes, and there surges up before the inner eye, a tropical African glade at night, the queer trees all lit from below
by the light of a leaping fire of dead, swiftly-consuming wood, a circle of cannibal forms, a great black pot, not
hanging from a bar but with the fire built up round it, and in the background, the Reverend Eusebius Dogood, late of
the New Bedford Missionary league. Being of a dramatic and merciful turn of mind. I like to finish the picture in the
style of the genuine old Drury Lane school, and bring on a cutter's crew of daring man-o'-war's men, who rescue Mr.
Dogood from the fatal pot, and parry the noxious anthropophagi back to their jungles. It is with a start that I open my
eyes on a hall full of dancers. The forest vision is much more real, and, in some subtle way, more refined.
Nor shall my quarrel be with the church for associating itself with such a degradation of art. the church is a
hard-pressed institution these days; foes of all kinds swarm over her battlements, and she must make some
concessions to the spirit of the times, barbarian though they be. Yet in penance for her sin, she ought in fairness to
have the noblest music for her ritual, and every orgy of jazz music which she permits might well be expiated by a
special organ recital. In these days, the church is almost the only institution left which recalls the fact that there is
such a thing as the human spirit to be cared for. In other ages, that spirit was nourished by great architecture and
noble language and music. Why should we depart from that ideal to-day?
There is no creation more eloquent of civilization than the writing and enjoying of great music. And we are
pitifully without it to-day. For one thing a good band concert costs so enormously to give that such a performance is
almost out of the question for the average, debt-burdened town. Professional music being thus in default, there is
nothing to do but to foster a feeling for good music in the community. In spite of all that may be, adduced to the
contrary, Americans are exceptionally sensitive to music; with a little encouragement, the lovers of good music
would break the chains of the present vulgarisms. But there is no encouragement. Jazz is at once a symptom and a
cause. And the hullabaloo, bursting from the windows of the parish hall, startles the quiet neighborhood.
Can nothing be done to bring better music to American communities? H.B.B.
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AUGUST - MUSICIAN
A HOPEFUL VIEW OF THE RAGTIME ROLL - Something About the Music Side of Popular Music Roll
Making, Indicating Where "Jazz" and "Rag" May Hold Stimulating Suggestion to More Serious Musicians BY W. L.
HUBBARD - The room was a small one. Or at least it seemed so, for the grand piano and two uprights left little free
space in it. The five of us assembled there were not crowded, however, for two of the five were seated, one at the
grand and the other at one of the uprights, while the remaining three of us perched near by and listened.
The two at the pianos smiled slightly now and again, and occasionally they flung a remark or two at each
other, a remark not always wholly complimentary, and yet ever good natured and always taken in the comrade spirit
in which it was sent. and when they paused between numbers or "stunts," they spoke commendation of each other in
that half bantering, half deprecating way which the American uses when he feels most genuinely and estimates most
highly The three who listened consisted of one who heard smilingly and wore on his face a certain look of
ownership. He knew the pianists well; their work was his daily handling, for he managed the department where the
products of their skill were sold. The second listener was no inexperienced auditor. He had done similar work
himself and had created along the musical lines there being pursued. But his eyes gleamed with appreciation of what
the two players were accomplishing, for he heard with the ears of the fellow worker who knows. The third was a
greenhorn who had strayed into a music world comparatively unknown to him, for his business had taken him into
other tonal fields. But he heard, marveled, felt guiltily and frankly ignorant, and rejoiced in a new experience.
Paul Reese had just played and sung his "Pickaninny's Slumber Song," which is making its way rapidly into
popular favor, and the "Charlie" Straight and Roy Bargy gradually "got to work." These two names may not mean
anything to many of our readers, but to the lover of popular music, as it is made known to the world through record
and player roll, the names are as household words, and have place among the biggest and best.
These two men sat at the pianos, and for an hour played one popular success after another in the way in
which these compositions are played in order to record them on the automatic roll. Shades of Godowsky and
Hofmann. It is doubtful if these two master pianists themselves could do what Stright and Bargy did during that hour.
They surely couldn't without a goodly amount of hard work and long time practice. Both the youngsters are gifted
with a technic that fears nothing, and with a musical keenness that acknowledges no obstacle.
During that hour of glorified rag and jazz I heard harmonies that Debussy, Ornstein, Scriabin, and all
moderns have used for their most extreme and daring effects, and they were used here not in mere hit or miss
fashion, but with real musical intent and for actual musical purpose. There were rhythms that would puzzle the most
gifted theorist to analyze and classify, and yet they were made to skip along in most captivating and seemingly
natural manner.
It had ever been a source of wonderment to me as to just how record rolls were made, for the notes that
came forth from them could never have been compassed by any one set of ten fingers. Straight and Bargy showed me
how it was done. They play the record in four hand fashion, but so cunningly is the arrangement devised that the
notes played by the two hands of one are never duplicated by those played by the other. One of the men plays
melody and bass on one piano, the other puts in ornamentation and elaboration on the second, but the melody is
usually played in the higher octaves of one piano, with the accompaniment well down in the lower, while the
ornamental parts are put in by the second player, using only the middle part of his instrument. Of course, the
processes vary constantly, but there is ever this skillful avoiding of playing simultaneously on the same sections of
the two keyboards. The result is a using of the whole keyboard range, yet seemingly accomplished and compassed
by a single pair of hands.
To watch them do it is like watching two deft jugglers whirl, toss, and keep in the air some fragile, shining
objects. Only that in this instance these objects are tonal bubbles which, if they touch each other, would burst and
crash into nothingness. The strange new harmonies flash and glitter and ting, but only for the instant. The player of
good rag does not confine himself by these modern chords. He loves the familiar and the standard, but with a skill
that many a "great composer might well copy he sweeps into these ultra harmonic effects only to swing back quickly
into the well known and thoroughly established, thus intensifying the effect of the new and the restfulness of the old.
And listening to this master playing of ragtime music, the thought came that by neglecting the studying of
this department of our music life and its processes and activities the creator of our more serious forms of music
possibly is overlooking something that could be of distinct value and help to him. Say what we may, the fact remains
that the only music which is typically American is our so-called ragtime and jazz.
Much of this output is now banal, crude, and hopelessly cheap, but down under all the mass of commonness
and worthlessness that the output in its entirely represents, there are worthwhile elements which it is believed the
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coming American composer will discover and utilize. The melodies of the more extreme example of rag are often as
truly and accurately the rhythmic and intervallic out-growth of the words of the text, as are those of a Strauss, a
Debussy, or a Rachmaninoff. And the student of melodic creation could find material of profit in examination and
analyzation of them, as well as in the skill with which this melodic line is ever kept prominent in the composition, no
matter what the harmonic or accompanying foundation and ornamentation may be. The employment of daring
harmonies and their skillful speedy resolution into the simpler ones will also supply helpful suggestion to the man
who is patient enough to study them and their use in ragtime. And the rhythmic variety and shift, which is the very
spirit of good rag, is a field so rich in possibilities, already so far developed and so vitally essential to the discovering
of the musical utterance that is to be typically American, that the future creator of the "big American music cannot
afford to overlook it.
There is no reason whatever why all the resources of ragtime and of jazz should not be utilized in
symphony, in symphonic poem, in overture, in rhapsody, in opera, and in art song. The composer gifted with fantasy
and real creative powers will find in these commoner materials suggestions and helps which will fire his imagination,
quicken his inspiration, and can but result in his putting into his music the spirit which is American. For it is the spirit
which is American that has made for us our ragtime music, and keeps it so vitally active. And when the man comes
who, taking that spirit, can glorify it, ennoble it, and beautify it through his genius, that man will be the first real
American composer, and his music will be the first true American art music the world has received. (" I take my
good from wherever I find it" is an axiom for the progressive thinker. Thousands of player pianos are making homes
ring with popular music rolls, as described above. The good is in them. By the clear-seeing teacher they can be put
on the profit side of musical culture. Editor)

AUGUST - CURRENT OPINION
JAZZ AND RAGTIME ARE THE PRELUDES TO A GREAT AMERICAN MUSIC - A transformation of
musical opportunity in America is going on before our eyes in a very remarkable fashion. Within a generation the
idea of an American's producing works that would be accepted for performance at the Metropolitan Opera House or
by the Chicago Opera Company would have been ridiculed, yet of late several have been most successfully
performed, and their success holds the promise of an original native American music that shall rank with that of any
other country. Critics are not lacking whose faith in American composers is unbounded. Why? Because, as one of the
critics, Rupert Hughes, author, playwright and musical lexicographer, tersely expresses it, "because we shall combine
with Yankee sense our pioneer love of freedom." This, he goes on to say in The Etude, does not mean that we shall
make incessant attempts to see how freakish music can be made a la Schoenberg, Ornstein et Cie, but "we shall make
music do our bidding and make it express real messages from real emotions and convictions." In other words, we are
to be Americans in music, as in loyalty and patriotism, not Americans trying to be musical echoes of Germans or
Frenchmen. Further:
"We shall be conventional only when it suits us to be conventional. The whole idea of saying to the student
of Harman, for instance, 'You must not do this under any circumstances!' and replying to the student's 'Well,
Beethoven did it!' with 'Yes, the giant Beethoven could do it, but you cannot'-this idea will go out of teaching
practice. Suppose you are in a race, and someone says, 'The champion can go without shackles on his ankles, but you
are too young and weak not to wear them,' would not this be very discouraging to you? For goodness' sake, if
Beethoven, Bach, Brahms or Wagner have done a thing well and proven that it can be done, why shouldn't any
student use the same principle? In no other art than music are there prohibitory text books which say, You shall not
put this color beside this one. Mind you, I am not talking about the grammar of the art, for every art has a certain
grammatical perspective. If one sets out to write a sonnet he must know the laws of the sonnet; but there should be no
one to tell him that if he does not want to write a sonnet he will have to write one anyhow. America, the land of
liberty, will one day find a new freedom in music, and then we shall see a new and significant art which will
contribute one more impetus to American ideals."
As a matter of fact, we are told, American music at this moment is sweeping the world and its progress is
due not to any artificial characteristic but to certain elemental melodic and rhythmic features which have given
musical vitality to all who listen to them. John Philip Sousa, the march king, is recorded as a pioneer in finding
foreign appreciation for native American music. Later has come the jazz which during and since the war has taken
Europe by storm. Challenging those of our native musicians who profess to scorn the jazz as fit only for the musical
waste basket, Major Hughes finds behind it "something very wonderful which the composer with ears made in
America will build into the master-music of tomorrow." Why applaud the Czardas, he asks pertinently or the dances
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from the Volga or the Danube, and at the same time seek to repudiate a growing musical art springing fresh and
original from our native soil?
"Young men and women-you who would become the symphonic writers of tomorrow-let us suppose that
you were born in Budapest instead of Keokuk, San Diego, Tampa, Bangor or Seattle. Being born in Budapest, you
would naturally be proud of being a Hungarian. Would you regard the music of the gypsies with scorn just because
they strolled through the streets in rags and dirt? Would you say that the music of the gypsies is fit only for the
people with low and vulgar taste? If you did, you would never become a Brahms or a Liszt. Here we have in America
something really vital in music. It is right before you, yet you pass it by in lofty scorn. This is not a new stand with
me. It has been my contention for years that in ragtime the American will find his most distinctive rhythms-his most
characteristic music."
This champion of the jazz, which is defined as ragtime raised to the Nth power, is of the opinion that the
change in the popular American attitude toward music, in regarding it as a daily spiritual need rather than a mere
pastime, has been brought about paradoxically by the astonishing material success of not a few contemporary
musicians. Their box-office triumphs have undoubtedly led many so-called captains of industry to realize that
"perhaps there is something in music after all."
Possibly, the writer concludes, one of the reasons why music has earned the reputation for being a poorly
paid profession (despite an occasional Paderewski, Caruso or McCormack) is that, for the most part, the thousands of
teachers of music scattered over the country who do not receive nearly so much for their services as they should are
people of education and entitled to social standing and recognition in their communities. If they did not have this
social standing by common consent, and only a few stars were observed twinkling, the great fortunes earned by men
in the profession would be more conspicuous. As it is:
"The average father knows that if the son works as hard in music as he might in business, and if he elects to
do the profitable as well as the artistic things, he stands a chance at becoming a man with an income which few
financiers would despise. If he is a composer of successful compositions and receives adequate royalties upon the
mechanical rights of his works his annual income under very favorable circumstances need not drop below the five
figures of the rich man of fiction. Indeed, there have been cases of musicians whose incomes have not only run into
the hundred thousands, but who have been compelled to make income tax returns large enough to irritate a real
Croesus! But, you say, there are only a few Carusos, McCormacks and Paderewski. True, but in proportion to the
size of every industry there are only a very few men with enormous incomes equal to these men. There are men like
Irving Berlin and George M. Cohan, whose incomes from popular successes have been enormous. As in everything
else, we must have music to suit the oatmeal taste as well as the Pate de foie gras appetite."

DECEMBER - MELODY
EDITORIAL - NEGRO MUSIC - One can hardly imagine a more romantic episode than that of the origin
and development of the songs of the negro-than which there are none more original and more appealing-a spiritual
battle interwoven with glowing adventure, courage, faith, patience, sorrow and optimism. Negro music expresses the
entire history of a race who, enduring the vicissitudes of slavery, emerged with their songs to a plane of liberty and
freedom. As expression is the ultimate aim of music, how wonderfully does the lyric quality of their melodies
express the latent hopes and aspirations of a people who had no other weapons than their songs with which to fight
against so great odds.
The chief expression of Negro music is the folk songs, peculiarly characteristic of the race. If the many
songs that were sung by the Negro during his long period of slavery had been founded on songs from other peoples,
they could not have been Negro folk songs.
Speaking of the truly Christian spirit of Negro music, Professor Work, author of the "Folk Songs of the
Afro-American," says: "Another characteristic of the Negro song is, as has been stated before, that it has no
expression of hatred or revenge. If these songs taught no other truth save this, they would be invaluable. That a race
which had suffered and toiled as the Negro has, could find no expression for the bitterness and hatred, yes, could
positively love, is strong evidence that it possesses a clear comprehension of the great force in life, and that it must
have had experience in the great fundamentals of Christianity. One shriek of hate would jar all the hymns of heaven."
These songs were sung on the Southern plantations for many generations without receiving due recognition
until 1871, when Fisk University, founded at Nashville, Tennessee, sent out a group of young colored men and
women to introduce these songs and leave it to the world to pass judgment on their proper value.
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Their work opened a new vista of musical light to lovers of music, who were filled with wonder at the
remarkable pathos, harmony and sympathy in these songs, at their peculiar originality and marvelous lyric quality.
After touring the United States, England and Europe singing their songs before King and Queen, these Fisk singers
had the whole world stirred with the deep spirit of their music.
Walter Damrosch, one of the most famous authorities on American music, says in an article contributed to
The Southern Workman: "But if proof positive of a soul in the Negro people should be demanded, it can be given,
for they have brought over from Africa and developed in this country, even under all the unfavorable conditions of
slavery, a music so wonderful, so beautiful and yet so strange, that like the Gypsy music of Hungary, it is at once the
admiration and despair of educated musicians of our race.
THE FOLK SONG
William Maxwell, vice-president of the Edison Company, in an interview granted recently to a New York
Globe reporter, deplores the lack of folk songs in America, and thereby has raised a great deal of critical comment,
particularly from the editor of the Musical Courier and a Mr. Allison, a Louisville, Ky. music critic. Mr. Allison says
in part:
"Folk songs are not compositions. They are the spontaneous creations of natural musical phrases and their
accretions from time to time as other phrases and words are added. One wonders what Mr. Maxwell would call 'John
Brown's Body,' 'Casey Jones,' and "Ta-ra-ra Boom-de-ay'? There are dozens of different versions and they vary in
different localities. There are books full of folk-lore songs that investigators have patiently hunted up in remote
places and transcribed for posterity. There are abundant wild notes of American music all over the West and South.
You hear it in Foster, Hanby, Work and other early composers. It swells out in the old Negro hymns now called
'spirituals.' It abounds on steamboats, in remote mountain regions and in the secret slums of the cities."
We believe there is a great deal of vision and truth in Mr. Allison's comments. A folk song is a heart-throb-a
great emotion that suddenly finds expression under a stress of play, work or suffering, and strikes a common note in
the hearts of many-who take it up and add to it. A "seed" of emotion that is spontaneous, simple and elemental, when
expressed at a psychological moment grows and becomes a folk song. There are many such songs in America, Some
of them quaint and peculiarly interesting from a musical point of view.

DECEMBER - MELODY
JAZZ MUSIC AND THE MODERN DANCE - The attitude representative of that class of musicians which
is the "nerves and sinews" of the profession towards "jazz" question was firmly and broadly expressed by Benton T.
Bott, president of the American National Association, Masters of Dancing, who was recently in New York to attend
the thirty-seventh annual convention of that association, at the Hotel Astor.
"We do not recognize the term "jazz," which is purely a coined word," Mr. Bott told the Tribune. "We do,
however, recognize syncopation, and we have nothing against certain forms of syncopated music. It can be played
brilliantly if played right, and then again it can be played in another form so sensuous and evil that it harks clear back
to the wild and irresponsible barbarism of the dark ages. We have tried to teach and preach moderation. Civilization
has begun to revolt against the wrong kind of syncopation, this so-called 'jazz,' which during the more a unrestrained
period of the war swept the country with a crop of immodesty in both song and dance in its wake. It first appeared on
the stage, and eventually it audaciously entered the public dance hall and private ballroom alike
"There is a decided upward trend in music now, as compared with a year ago. New York, a leader in
entertainment whose example is followed everywhere, is setting a cleaner pace. Compare New York's Roof Gardens
of some of the leading hotels, compare the theatres, the moving picture palaces and even the dance halls now with a
year ago. Twelve months ago the 'jazz' craze was everywhere. It was reflected from the stage and the dance floor and
in a wave of ribald, suggestive songs written and distributed to every corner of the land.
"Today we find 'jazz' dying a natural death. This form of syncopation is giving way in motion picture
houses to pipe organs and great orchestras playing real and beautiful music. It is to be heard less in all the theatres.
The roof garden dancing enclosures are reflecting less and less the ridiculous movements of dancers inspired by
slow, barbarous music. Public dance halls are far cleaner, if we are to believe the authorities. And all of this is not
only true of New York, but of the country at large.
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"Dancing is an essential. What would tens of thousands of people do nightly in New York if they were not
permitted to go somewhere, meet socially and dance? If the places where these people meet are decent there can be
no finer, more healthful or enjoyable recreation anywhere.
"Clean dancing is an efficient form of exercise, amusement and recreation for both sexes. It develops
muscle co-ordination which results in grace of movement. Girls run, roll hoops and skip the rope during their more
youthful years, but later their play becomes more sedentary and should be supplemented by class exercises and
games. Dancing is one of these. Dancing is likewise a mind quickener. By fixing the attention, bringing to bear the
force of will on the complicated actions of the body, it educates the mental faculties. This is especially true of
esthetic dancing, during the performance of which the muscles of the arms and trunk are used, as well as those of the
legs.
"Dancing is older than Christianity. It will live so long as there is music. It is our struggle to keep this form
of amusement clean and moral, and we feel that the Methodist Church can do more for humanity by helping us than
by opposing dancing in general. it is only the older and more conservative Methodists who now oppose dancing.
Younger Methodists favor it.
"The American 'jazz' craze has been like a popular celebration-for a day or two all is enthusiasm, flags and
speeches. Soon it wanes and dies its natural death.
"'Jazz' is now dying that natural death, and European nations which so quickly adopted the American craze
will see its American demise spread across the seas. 'Jazz' has had its day."

DECEMBER 31, VARIETY
A SYNCOPATED SYMPHONY - by Jack Lait - Certain trades are sui eneris to certain races. Harp twangs,
for example, are all Italians-the harp being the national instrument of the Irish; Boot polishers are all Greeks, bus
boys are mainly Germans, Black Handers must be Sicilians, policemen are Sinn Feiners, Janitors are Swedes;
yodiers, perforated cheeses and six-dollar watches are Swiss; cigaret twisters are Turks; lumber jacks are French
Canucks, nuts are Brazilians, teetotalers are Methodists, crap-shooters are Ethiopes, Bolsheviki are Russians, Hindu
mystics are Hungarians, and musical comedy heroes are lieutenants. But the Hebrew race has a monopoly too. Not
pawnbrokers, Perimutters, junk paddlers, moving picture impresarios, sheet music publishers, furriers, jobbers,
criminal lawyers, shirt-waist manufactures, can claim Semitic blood within families without a gentile cross. But there
is one vocation-a vocal avocation-all the known members of which could pass a synagogue door unchallenged. It is
the profession of singing syncopated songs. No! Look at an abbreviated list: Al Jolson, Ted Lewis, Sophie Tucker,
Nora Bayes, Willie Howard, Eddie Cantor, Fannie Brice, Nan Haiperin, Georgie Price, Gus Edwards, Lillian Shaw,
Belle Baker, Ruth Roye, Rae Sammuels, Flo Adier, Anna Chandler- every one of them a top-liner, every one of them
a Jew. There is something about that kind of meter that seems to come naturally with the heritage of the race. Its own
music, the unwritten classics chanted by the holy cantors, preserved through the generations since David strummed
his dirges of the driven children on his inspired harp, is far from raggy four-four; but while today there still singers in
every kosher soul a passionate love of the Judean hymns, those wails of Israel's heart break, those moans of exile and
despair, there rips from the lips of the same children of God's chosen the most intoxicating and saleable "rags,"
"jazz" and "blues." Let some astrologist, biologist, psychologist, anthropologist or apologist account for this
paradoxical blending of Rachel's lament and Irving Berlin's latest-both members of the Hebrew association, by the
way-but for the purposes of this narrative, we will treat it as an unexplained consequence, yet an accepted verity.
Lola Leclaire (director, name Jennie Schleppstein) was the queen of the jazzarines. Chubby, round of face
pronounced of features, by honest descent gifted with expressive hand movements, drawing melody from the
sentimental wells of her race and syncopated corruption of melody from a heart that beat in ragtime, she swung her
shoulders and snapped her fingers through the vaudeville ranks to the forefront, and was now a "hot card,"
guaranteed to head any bill and "hold up." She drew compensation that would have staggered a burglar, and her
name was better known than G. Bernard Shaw's. It had not always been as "soft" as this. She had begun in a cabaret,
"doing" twenty songs a night for twenty smackers a week-some weeks. Stretching her "pipes" so that her voice could
be heard over the rattle of steins, the scraping of furniture, the check-bitten guest's shriek of agony, she developed a
pig-iron larynx and a megaphone delivery. Breathing in the opaque smoke of domestic perfectos, she acquired an
emery finish to her throat ideal for steamboat imitations. Having washed dishes etc. (The rest of article not related to
jazz.)
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1921
FEB. 5 - NEW STATESMAN
JAZZ MUSIC - I must confess to a liking for jazz music when it is good, and it was unfortunate that Sir
Hugh Allen, the new head of the Royal College of Music, when making his recent onslaught on the popular taste for
"beastly tunes," was not a little more specific in his denunciation, for it is futile to declaim vaguely against all
popular music. I suspect that most of our best musicians are not very familiar with the songs of the theatre and the
music-hall or with the waltzes, one-steps and fox-trots of the dancing clubs and restaurants; but they are making a
great mistake if they imagine that this music is all bad or "beastly." No one can deny that the tunes of the average
musical comedy are, as a rule, without beauty or distinction, but they are extremely academic. They are modeled on
tunes that have attracted in the past, and they have a certain smoothness and lack of character that betokens the
training of the schools. The absence of crudeness, clumsiness or originality could not be more marked if their
composers were pupils of the Royal College or the Royal Academy of Music. One would almost imagine that Sir
Hugh Allen believed that an academic musical training and a familiarity with the best music of the world's greatest
composers must inevitably give a man good taste and enable him to write good tunes! How many of Sir Hugh Allen's
students can write a beautiful tune? The Royal College of Music is lucky if it possesses one. But what is to be done
while we are waiting for that one, and is he to provide all the music-hall singers and all the revues and musical
comedies with their music? The fact is that there is a large commercial demand for music, and the numerous schools
and colleges of music in the country have been busy for a long time meeting that demand. There is no commercial
demand for genius because genius cannot be supplied with the certain regularity of the A.R.C.M. or A.R.A.M. or the
morning's milk. But there is no reason why the quality of the commercial product should not be continually
improved, and this is, no doubt, what Sir Hugh Allen was really aiming at. This improvement is dependent upon the
existence of some faculty called "taste," but I must confess to being wholly skeptical as to the power of scholastic
training to impart "taste." It has not been my experience that men or women acquire "taste" by mere association with
good music. It seems to me as unscientific and as false to truth as to think that if I develop my biceps by shadow
exercises my children will inherit them. Everyone can perhaps develop to a certain limited extent a faculty that he
has already got, but I expect that even this is an erroneous idea, and that the process of development is not under our
control at all. However, be that as it may, experience shows us many an accomplished musician accustomed since
childhood to the best music whose "taste" or judgment is no better than that of the first wild baboon one might catch
in the Congo. Does this seem an exaggeration? I am certain it is not so. I believe that the more plausible and more
probable a theory or an argument is the less likely it is to be true. The paradoxes of Mr. Chesterton are nothing to the
paradoxes of reality, and one of the commonest of paradoxes is the trained musician who can discern the beastliness
of the tunes he never hears-the tunes of the rag-time comedian and the gramophone dance-record, but is completely
taken in by vulgar and banal tunes elaborately disguised for a large orchestra. Speech may have been given us to
conceal our thought, but brains or technique are certainly acquired by the modern musician to conceal his spiritual
beggary. The amount of nonsense that is written nowadays, for example, about orchestration (I plead guilty to some
of it), astonishes us in those moments when we have a little leisure to reflect and find ourselves to be simply
repeating what everyone else seems to be saying.
What our academic teachers are really asking for from the composers of popular music is more skill. They
are so accustomed to hearing poverty of thought and crudity of feeling well masked by the adroit manipulation of
technical devices that when they come up against vulgarity and "beastliness" in all its nakedness they are horrified.
Composers, like men and women, can be taught good manners, but nobody surely pretends that their
essential nature is thereby changed. The same variety of individual character remains underneath; all that has been
done is to push that individual character out of sight for the mutual convenience of society. However excellent this
may be in daily life it is fatal in art. The music-hall songs and rag-times may very well be beastly, sentimental and
vulgar, but in so far as they express the life of the people and not their drawing-room Behavious they are far more
valuable and far less vulgar than the carefully trained, colourless insipidity of the composer produced by the Royal
College or the Royal Academy of Music who has been so remorselessly dosed with Bach, Beethoven, Brahms,
Wagner and Tchaikovsky, and so combed and flat-ironed that he has no more individuality than any other of the
starched shirt-fronts produced by his musical laundry. What do these students feel? What do they think? Does
anyone ever hear anything of them in after life? Would they ever know whether they were listening to Brahms or
Beethoven except by sheer exercise of memory? Have they any passion for music? Have they any blood in their
veins at all? Their works seem to deny them all the attributes of life. Better far Mr. Jack Jones' Tipperary or the El
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Reliquario one-step and many a rag-time than Mr. Frank Bridge's Lament for the "Lusitania," Mr. Cyril Jenkins'
Magic Cauldron or Mr. Percy Grainger's huge and elaborate orchestration of a penny worth of high spirits which
exhausted nearly a hundred musicians and nearly as many machines at Sir Henry Wood's Symphony concert last
Saturday at the Queen's Hall. W. J. Turner

JAN. 11 - NEW YORK TIMES
VOLIVA BANS JAZZ RECORDS - Worldly tendency in dress of Zion City brides also vexes Him.
Chicago, Jan. 10 - By an edict promulgated today by Wilbur Glenn Voliva, overseer and virtual ruler of Zion City,
Ill., all phonograph disks which record music of the variety known as "jazz" are to be summarily confiscated and
destroyed as unholy and disagreeably noisy. The burning of phonograph "jazz" records is the chief item in a new
program put under way today for the future salvation of Zion. Besides that move the overseer also decreed that: No
taxicab is to leave the Zion City garage on Sunday except to carry churchgoers...etc.

MAY 11 - THE NEW REPUBLIC
THE ECONOMIC INTERPRETATION OF JAZZ - A friend of mine was approached the other day by the
Inquiring Reporter. "Is modern dancing immoral?" he was asked. Naturally, since he seemed old and rather stiff in
his joints, I expected him to answer "Yes." But he did not. He said with a professorial air: "It is necessary." And
repeated it. Whereupon he began a dissertation which might be called an economic interpretation of dancing.-while
the Inquiring Reporter crept quietly away in search of saner responses. I, however, listened, because it seemed rude
to appear uninterested in the face of such fluent mental excitement. I can give in substance his line of thought, which
he bolstered up with innumerable statistics about ground rents and city populations. These last I cannot give,
however. But his general argument was rather simple, and I am obliged to confess, clever.
In the first place, I liked his anger at being asked 'Is modern dancing immoral?" He fairly thundered, "It is
necessary! Moral or immoral, forsooth. Under our economic system," he said, "it could not be otherwise. Nor is jazz
music anything but necessary."
Because, he went on to propound, in earlier times America was a huge sparsely populated country. The
inhabitants lived on large forms. The barn was built to protect their livelihood. It was the source of their existence
and consequently their merriment and pleasure. They danced in it, of course, when they celebrated any festival. And
their dance was adapted to the vast space it provided. What did they dance? Among other things, the Virginia Reel.
Note the unlimited space suggested by the word "Reel." It made no difference by what circuitous route they migrated
from place to place. They had all the height, depth and width they needed. Moreover, barns were chilly. Broad
rhythms and much motion kept them warm.
Then some families grew a little richer than others. It became impossible to invite the community into the
barn. The handsome manor house marked their gentility. This gentility was preserved by a certain amount of
exclusiveness. Carefully selected invitations were issued, therefore, and the parties moved into the somewhat more
circumscribed though still ample boundaries of the ball-room. Now it became easier to manage revolving couples,
rather than a long line of stamping hoodlums; besides it saved the furniture. The old fashioned waltz with a dreamy
unhurried rhythm, with its wide circling movement, couples held at arms length from each other, with room and to
spare for four feet apiece, came into vague.
And now, said he, jumping rather ludicrously to his conclusions, what takes place? The life of trade moves
population into the cities, rents soar, space is cramped. Men and women must and will dance, to be sure. But what
chance have couples held wide apart, swaying in extravagant rhythms to the old-fashioned waltz, what chance have
they, for pleasure or their lives on a cabaret floor, nineteen by forty feet-hundreds of them together? Of course, I saw
his point. "Now, the problem of modern dancing is to gain the maximum of motion in the minimum of space. and
what do we have?" he proceeded dramatically. "The shimmy, a violent agitation of the entire body in an excessively
confined area. What kind of music do we have? The jazz,-a quantity of tiny beats to one short measure. All the
dreaminess hustled out of it, syncopation to the thirty-second note."
Music and the dance have become more and more restricted, the intensity increasing in direct ratio to the
rise in rents. The two-step occupied less latitude than the waltz; it was naturally followed by the one-step. This latter
did not produce the required motion, so the trot eventuated, the needed range being gained perpendicularly. this fell
into the toddle, and that word, as well as any, signifies the point to which the commercial age has stultified the dance.
But still the syncopated beat does not go by without being recaptured. The stationary toe with the ankles waving is
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all, however, accommodations afford. So conscientiously, in fact, it the rhythm followed that a couple may progress
only half the length of the prescribed area during a single encore. The slow horizontal motion makes for safety, too.
And men and women are obliged to cling closely together in order to move at all. What, in fact, does the much
discussed cheek to cheek dancing result from? The ethics of it cause infinite worry. But its necessity is an argument
inescapable. Two or three years ago, it was enough that the man should watch for approaching disaster in the
hurricane descent of a comrade couple, and the lady be urged accordingly. Not so any more. It takes the watchful eye
of both participants now to guard themselves from rude jostling imminent on every hand. What is to be done, save
that the lady turn her face forward also? And what then is to be done, with the allotted space for one pair already
congested? Nothing, save today her cheek to his cheek for further crowding. And so it goes on-the heat engendered
in these overpacked rooms with no air leading inevitably again to the lower-necked gown. One moral question after
the other becomes a question merely of rents. Now the confiscation of economic rent by the single tax would...
At these words I realized that I had been listening with rapt attention to a fatal bore, and I fled to fulfill an
engagement in the supper room of a nearby hotel for a little musical exercise before dinner. Hardly had I found a
table and glanced around when I saw a familiar figure on the crowded floor. My single tax friend had preceded me
apparently by several minutes. He was toddling divinely with a decided blonde. Ruth Pickering

SEPTEMBER - NEW REPUBLIC
"PLUS DE JAZZ" - On the first night of the Russian ballet in Paris, somewhere about the middle of May,
perhaps the best painter in France, one of the best musicians, and an obscure journalist were sitting in a small bistro
on the Boulevard St. Germain. They should all have been at the spectacle; all had promised to go; and yet they sat on
over their alcools and bocks and instead of going to the ballet began to abuse it. and from the ballet they passed to
modern music in general, and from music to literature: till, gradually, into the conversation came, above the familiar
note of easy denigration, a not of energy, of conviction, of aspiration, which so greatly astonished one at least of the
three that, just before two o'clock-the hour at which the patron puts even his most faithful clients out of doors-he
exclaimed with an emphasis in him uncommon "Plus de Jazz!"
It was the least important of the three who said it, and, had it been the most, I am not suggesting that, like
the walls of Jericho, a movement would have tottered at an ejaculation. Jazz will not die because a few clever people
have discovered that they are getting sick of it; Jazz is dying, and the conversation to which I have referred is of
importance only as an early recognition of the fact. For the rest, it was unjust, as such conversations will be; the jazz
movement, short and slightly irritating though it was, having served its turn and. added its quota to the tradition. But
Jazz is dead, or dying at any rate, and the movement has come for someone who likes to fancy himself wider awake
than his fellows to write its obituary notice. In doing so he may, adventitiously throw light on something more
interesting than the past, for since always movements are conditioned to some extent by their predecessors, against
which, in some sort, they must ever be reactions, he may adumbrate the outline of that which is to come.
The Jazz movement is a ripple on a wave; the wave-the large movement which began at the end of the
nineteenth century is a reaction against realism and scientific paganism-still goes forward. This wave is essentially
the movement which one tends to associate, not very accurately perhaps, with the name of Cezanne: it has nothing to
do with Jazz: Its most characteristic manifestation is modern painting which, be it noted, Jazz has left almost
untouched. The great modern painters- Derain, Matisse, Picasso, Bonnard, Friesz, Braque, etc.-were firmly settled on
their own lines of development before ever Jazz was heard of. Only the riff-raff has been affected. Italian futurism is
the nearest approach to a pictorial expression of the Jazz Spirit.
The movement bounced into the world somewhere about the year 1911. It was headed by a band and troupe
of niggers, dancing. Appropriately it took its name from music-the art that is always behind the times. Bavroche was
killed on the barricades, and it is with his name that it should have been associated. Impudence is its essenceimpudence in quite natural and legitimate revolt against Mobility and Beauty: Impudence which finds its technical
equivalent in syncopation: impudence which rags. "The Rag-time movement" would have been the better style, but
the word "Jazz" has passed into at least two languages and now we must make the best of it. After impudence comes
the determination to surprise: you shall not be gradually moved to the depths, you shall be given such a start as
makes you jigger all over. And from this determination issues the grateful corollary-thou shalt not be tedious. The
best Jazz artists are never long-winded. In their admirable and urbane brevity they remind one rather of the French
eighteenth century. But surprise is an essential ingredient. An accomplished Jazz artist, whether in notes or words,
will contrive as a rule to stop just where you expected him to begin. Themes and ideas are not to be developed; to
say all that one has to say smells of the school, and may be a bore, and-between you and ..........to boot. Lastly, it
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must be admitted there is a typically modern carving for small profits and quick returns. Jazz art is soon created,
soon liked, and soon forgotten. It is the movement of masters of eighteen; and these masterpieces created by boys
barely escaped from college can be appreciated by the youngest Argentine beauty at the Ritz. Jazz is very young: like
short skirts, it suits thin, girlish legs, but has a slightly humiliating effect on gray hairs. Its fears and dislikes-for
instance its horror of the Noble and the Beautiful-are childish; and so is its way of expressing them. Not by irony and
sarcasm, but by jeers and grimaces does Jazz mark its antipathies. Irony and wit are for the grown-ups. Jazz dislikes
them as much as it dislikes Nobility and Beauty. They are products of the cultivated intellect, and Jazz cannot away
with intellect or culture. Niggers can be admired artists without any gift more singular than high spirits: so why drag
in the intellect? Besides, to bring intellect into art is to invite home a guest who is apt to be inquisitive and even
impartial. Intellect in Jazz circles is treated rather as money was once in polite society-it is taken for granted.
Nobility, Beauty and intellectual subtlety are alike ruled out: the two first are held up to ridicule, the last is simply
abused. What Jazz wants are romps and fun and to make fun; that is why, as I have said, its original name Rag-time
was the better. At its best, Jazz rags everything.
The inspiration of Jazz is the same as that of the art of the grand Siecle. Everyone knows how in the age of
Louis XIV artists found in la bonne compagnie their standards, their critics and many of their ideas. It was by
studying and writing for this world that Racine, Moliere and Bioleau gave as easier and less professional gait to
French literature, which-we should not forget-during its most glorious period, was conditioned and severely limited
by the tastes and prejudices of polite society. Whether the inventors of Jazz thought that, their pursuit of beauty and
intensity, the artists of the nineteenth century had strayed too far from the tastes and interests of common but well-todo humanity, I know not; but certain it is that, like Racine and Moliere, and unlike Beaudelaire and Mallarme and
Cesar Franck, they went to la bonne compangie for inspiration and support. La bonne compagnie they found in the
lounges of great hotels, on transatlantic liners, in wagon lits, in music-halls, and in expensive motor-cars and
restaurants. La bonne compangie was dancing tangos to rag-time music. This, they said, is the thing. The artists of
the nineteenth century had found la bonne compagnie-the rich that is to say-dancing waltzes to sentimental "olgas"
and "Blue Danube's" but they had drawn quite other conclusions. Yet waltzes and waltz tunes are just as good as, and
no better than, fox trots and rag-time. Both have their merits, but it is a mistake perhaps for artists to take either
seriously. Be that as it may the serious artists of the nineteenth century never dreamed of supposing that the pleasures
of the rich were the proper stuff of art; so it was only natural that the twentieth should go to the hotel lounges for
inspiration. And of course it was delightful for those who sat drinking their cocktails and listening to nigger-bands to
be told that besides being the jolliest people on earth, they were the most sensitive and critically gifted. They, along
with the children and savages whom in so many ways they resembled, were the possessors of natural, uncorrupted
taste. They first had appreciated rag-time, and surrendered themselves to the compelling qualities of jazz. their
instinct might be trusted; so, no more classical concerts and music lessons; no more getting Lycidas by heart; no
more Baedeker; no more cricking one's neck in the Sistine Chapel: unless the colored gentleman who leads the band
at the Savoy has a natural leaning towards these things, you may depend upon it they are noble, pompous and
fraudulent. and it was delightful, too, for people without a verige of talent,-and even then these were in the majoritypeople who could just strum a tune or string a few lines of doggerel, to be told that all that distinguishes what used to
be called "serious art" from their productions was of no consequence whatever, and that, on the contrary, it was
these, if any, that ought to be taken seriously. The output of verse which was manifestly much too easy to write and
much too difficult to read went up suddenly, by leaps and bounds. What is more, some of it got printed; publishers
and even editors bowed the knee. Naturally the movement was a success at the Ritz and in Grubb Street, Mayfair. On
the other hand, because to people who reflected for an instant it seemed highly improbable that fox-trotters and
shimmy-shakers were sensitive or interesting people, that Christy Minstrels were great musicians, or that pubcrawlers and demi-mondaines were poets, there sprang simultaneously into existence a respectable, intelligent and ill
tempered opposition which did, and continues to do, gross injustice to the genuine artists who have drawn
inspiration, or sustenance at any rate, from Jazz.
Though on painting its effect has been negligible, Jazz, during the last ten years, has dominated music and
colored literature. It is easy to say that the genius of Stravinsky-a musician, unless I mistake, of the first order and in
the great line-rises superior to movements. To be sure it does; so does the genius of Moliere. But just as the genius of
Moliere found its appropriate food in one kind of civilization so does the genius of Stravinsky in another; and with
that civilization his art must inevitably be associated. Technically, too, he has been influenced much by nigger
rhythms and nigger methods. he has composed rag-times. So, if it is inexact to say that Stravinsky writes Jazz, it is
true to say that his genius has been nourished by it. Also, he sounds a note of defiance, and sometimes, I think, does
evince a will to insult. That he surprises and startles is clear; what is more, I believe he means to do it: but tricks of
self-advertisement are, of course, beneath so genuine an artist. Far from seeking small profits and quick returns, he
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casts his bread upon the waters with a finely reckless gesture. In fact, Stravinsky is too big to be covered by a label;
but I think the Jazz movement has as much right to claim him for its own as any movement has to claim any first-rate
artist.
Similarly, it may claim Mr. T.S. Eliot-a poet of uncommon merit and unmistakably in the great line-whose
agonizing labors seem to have been eased somewhat by the comfortable ministrations of a black and grinning muse.
Midwifery, to be sure, seems an odd occupation for a lady whom one pictures rather in the role of a flapper: but a
mid-wife was what the poet needed and in that capacity she has served him. Apparently it is only by adopting a
demurely irreverent attitude, by being primly insolent, and by playing the devil with the instrument of Shakespeare
and Milton, that Mr. Eliot is able occasionally to deliver himself of one of those complicated and remarkable
imaginings of his apparently it is only in language, of an exquisite purity so far as material goes, but twisted and
ragged out of easy recognition that these murslings can be swathed. As for surprise, that, presumably is an emotion
which the author of Ara Vos Precis not unwilling to provoke. Be that as it may, Mr. Eliot is about the best of our
living poets, and like Stravinsky, he is as much a product of the Jazz movement as so good an artist can be of any.
In literature Jazz manifests itself both formally and in content. formally its distinctive characteristic is the
familiar one-syncopation. It has given us a ragtime literature which flouts traditional rhythms and sequences and
grammar and logic. In verse its products-rhythms which are often indistinguishable from prose rhythms, and
collocations of words to which sometimes is assignable no exact intellectual significance-are by now familiar all who
read. Eliot is too personal to be typical of anything, and the student who would get a fair idea of Jazz poetry would
do better to spend half an hour with a volume of Cocteau or Cendrars. In prose I think Mr. Joyce will serve as a
perhaps not very good example: I choose him because he is probably better know to readers than any other writer
who affects similar methods. In his later publication Mr. Joyce does deliberately go to work to break up the
traditional ........overboard sequence, syntax, and indeed, most of those conventions which men effectively and with a
will he rags the literary instrument: unluckily, this will has at its service talents which are only moderate.
Contempt for accepted ideas of what prose and verse should be and what they should be about, nervous
dislike of traditional valuations, of scholarship, culture and intellectualism, above all an emphatic protest against the
notion that one idea or emotion can be more important or significant than another, are, I take it, amongst the leading
tenets of this school, whose grand object it is to present, as surprisingly as possible, the chaos of any mind at any
given moment. Like most theories of art it sounds stupid enough. What matters, however, are not theories but works:
so what of the works of Jazz? If Stravinsky is to be claimed for the movement, it has its master: it has also its petits
maltres-Eliot, Cendrars, Picabia and Joyce for instance, and les six. Oddlys of four musicians,-Darius Milhaud,
George Auric, Poulenc and Germaine Taillefer-chaperoned by the brilliant Jean Cocteau. All five have their places
in contemporary civilization: and such talents are not to be disposed of simply by the presents of a bad name. It is not
enough to call an artist "extremist" or "reactionary," "cubist" or "impressionist," and condemn or approve him as
such. These classifications are merely journalistic or; if you will, archaeological conveniences. It is the critic's
business to inquire not so much whether an artist is "advanced" or "cubist" or "jazz" as whether he is good, bad, or
"interesting"; and that is what most critics fail to do. One's general opinion of a movement or school ought not to
affect one's opinion of any particular work. One may, for excellent reasons, dislike a movement: one many hold that
it hampers or sets on a false scent more artists than it serves; that it induces students of promise to waste time and
energy on fruitless problems; that it generally fails to get the best out of its most gifted adherents, while it pumps into
a multitude of empty heads so much hot air as to swell them to disquieting proportions. this is pretty much what I
think of cubism; but I am not such a fool as to deny that, experimenting in these very problems which seem to me to
lead most artists into a rather unprofitable world of abstractions, have produced works of the greatest beauty and
significance, while those of Leonard Leger, Jean Metsinger and other avoided cubists are of extraordinary merit and
deserve the most careful attention. The fact is, perhaps, there never was a movement, save only that called "Art
nouveau," which did not contribute something to the world's artistic capital and to the great tradition.
What, I believe, has turned so many intelligent and sensitive people against Jazz is the encouragement it has
given to thousands of the stupid and vulgar to fancy that they can understand art and to hundreds of the conceited to
imagine that they can create it. All the girls in the 'dancings' and sportsmen at the bar who like a fox-trot or a maxixe
have been given to believe by people who ought to know better that they are more sensitive to music than those who
prefer Beethoven. The fact that Stravinsky wants his music to be enjoyed in the cafes gives pub-loafers fair ground
for believing that Stravinsky respects their judgment. Well, the music of Brahms is not enjoyed by pub-loafers; but
formerly the concert-goers were allowed to know better. Stravinsky is reported to have said that he would like people
to be eating, drinking and talking while his music was being played (how furious he would be if they did anything of
the sort), so, when a boxful of bounders begin chattering in the middle of an opera and the cultivated cry "hush!", the
inference is that the cultivated are making themselves ridiculous. Again: if rules were made by pedants for pedants
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must not mere lawlessness be a virtue? and, since savages think little and know less, and since savage art has been
extolled by the knowing ones (I take my share of whatever blame may be going) as much as "cultured" has been
decried, does it not follow that ignorant and high-spirited lads are likely to write between verses than such erudite old
duffers as Milton, Spenser and Gray? Above all, because it has been said that the intellect has nothing to do with art,
it is assumed by the mob of ladies and gentlemen who, if they wrote not with ease could not write at all, that there is
no such thing as the artistic problem. And it is, I believe, chiefly because all genuine artists are beginning to feel
more and more acutely the need of a severe and exacting problem, and because everyone who cares seriously for art
feels the need of severe critical standards, that, with a sigh of relief, people are timidly murmuring to each other
"Plus de Jazz."
And, indeed, there are autumnal indications; the gay papier-mache pagoda is beginning to lose its colors:
visibly it is wilting. A few days after the conversation I have recorded it was rumored in Paris that the admired
Prokofieff, composer of Chout, had said that he detested rag-time. The consternation into which were thrown some
fashionable bars and salons was as painful to behold as must have been that into which were thrown parlors and
vicarage gardens when Professor Huxley began pouring cold water on Noah's Ark. We hurried away to the Southern
Syncopated Orchestra, only to find it sadly fallen off; and we found ourselves wondering whether it had changed so
much as we? Also, more and more, immense musical and literary activity notwithstanding, people began looking to
the painters, with their high seriousness, professionalism, conscience, reverence, and vitality, as the sole exponents
and saviors of "le grand art." What the pick of the new generation is beginning to feel is that art, though it need never
be solemn, must always be serious; that it is a matter of profound emotion and of intense and passionate thought; and
that these things are rarely found in dancing palaces and hotel lounges. Even to understand art a man must make a
great intellectual effort. One thing is not as good as another; so artists and amateurs must learn to choose. No easy
matter that: discrimination of this sort being something altogether different from telling a Manhattan from a Martini.
To select as an artist or discriminate as a critic are needed feeling and intellect and-most distressing of all-study.
However, unless I mistake, the effort will be made. The age of easy acceptance of the first thing that comes is
closing. thought rather than spirits is required, quality rather than color, knowledge rather than irreticence, intellect
rather than singularity, wit rather than romps, precision rather than surprise, dignity rather than impudence, and
lucidity above all things: plus de Jazz. Meanwhile, whether the ladies and gentlemen in the restaurants will soon be
preferring sentimental waltz-tunes to flippant rag-times is a question on which I cannot pretend to an opinion.
Neither does it matter. What these people like or dislike has nothing to do with art. That is the discovery. Clive Bell

AUGUST - LADIES HOME JOURNAL
DOES JAZZ PUT THE SIN IN SYNCOPATION - by Anne Shaw Faulkner - We have all been taught to
believe that "music soothes the savage breast," but we have never stopped to consider that an entirely different type
of music might invoke savage instincts. We have been content to accept all kinds of music, and to admit music in all
its phases into our homes, simply because it was music. It is true that frequently father and mother have preferred
some old favorite song or dance, or some aria from opera, to the last "best seller" which has found its way into the
home circle; but, after all, young people must be entertained and amused, and even if the old-fashioned parents did
not enjoy the dance music of the day, they felt it could really do no harm, because it was music.
Therefore, it is somewhat of a rude awakening for many of these parents to find that America is facing a
most serious situation regarding its popular music. Welfare workers tell us that never in the history of our land have
there been such immoral conditions among our young people, and in the surveys made by many organizations
regarding these conditions, the blame is laid on jazz music and its evil influence on the young people of to-day.
Never before have such outrageous dances been permitted in private as well as public ballrooms, and never has there
been used for the accompaniment of the dance such a strange combination of tone and rhythm as that produced by
the dance orchestras of to-day.
Certainly, if this music is in any way responsible for the condition and for the immoral acts which can be
traced to the influence of these dances, then it is high time that the question should be raised: "Can music ever be an
influence for evil?"
The Rebellion
In history there have been several great periods when music was declared to be an evil influence, and
certain restrictions were placed upon the dance and the music which accompanied it. But all of these restrictions
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were made by the clergy, who have never been particularly enthusiastic about dancing anyway. To-day, however, the
first great rebellion against jazz music and such dances as the "toddle" and the "shimmy" comes from the dancing
masters themselves. Realizing the evil influence of this type of music and dancing, the National Dancing Masters'
Association, at their last session, adopted this rule: "Don't permit vulgar cheap jazz music to be played. Such music
almost forces dancers to use jerky half-steps, and invites immoral variations. It is useless to expect to find refined
dancing when the music lacks all refinement for, after all, what is dancing but an interpretation of music?"
Several of the large dance halls in the big cities are following the lead of the proprietor of one of them in
Chicago, who, when he opened his establishment a few years ago, bravely advertised in all the papers that no jazz
music and no immoral dances would be allowed on his floor. His announcement was met with ridicule, but his dance
hall has become the most popular one in Chicago. The place is crowded every evening, and yet nothing except
waltzes and two-steps are allowed on the floor and absolutely no jazz music is tolerated.
That jazz is an influence for evil is also felt by a number of the biggest country clubs, which have forbidden
the corset check room, the leaving of the hall between dances and the jazz orchestras-three evils which have also
been eliminated from many municipal dance halls, particularly when these have been taken under the chaperone of
the Women's clubs.
Still another proof that jazz is recognized as producing an evil effect is the fact that in almost every big
industry where music has been instituted it has been found necessary to discontinue jazz because of its demoralizing
effect upon the workers. This was noticed in an unsteadiness and lack of evenness in the workmanship of the product
after a period when the workmen had indulged in jazz music.
Many people classify under the title of "jazz" all music in syncopated rhythm, whether it be the ragtime of
the American Negro or the csardas of the Slavic people. Yet there is a vast difference between syncopation and jazz.
To understand the seriousness of the jazz craze, which, emanating from America, has swept over the world, it is time
that the American public should realize what the terms ragtime and jazz mean; for the words are not synonymous, as
so many people suppose.
The Elements of Music Out of Tune
Jazz is not defined in the dictionary or encyclopedia. But Groves' Dictionary of Music says that "ragtime" is
a modern term of American origin, signifying in the first instance broken rhythm and melody, especially a sort of
continuous syncopation." The encyclopedia Britannica sums up syncopation as "the rhythmic method of tying two
beats of the same note into one tone in such a way as to displace the accent." Syncopation, this curious rhythmic
accent on the short beat, is found in its most highly developed forms in the music of the folk who have been held for
years in political subjection. It is, therefore, an expression in music of the desire for that freedom which has been
denied to its interpreter. It is found in its most intense forms among the folk of all the Slavic countries, especially in
certain districts of Poland and Russia, and also among the Hungarian gypsies.
For the same reason it was the natural expression of the American Negroes and was used by them as the
accompaniment for their bizarre dances and cakewalks. Negro ragtime, it must be frankly acknowledged, is one of
the most important and distinctively characteristic American expressions to be found in our native music. Whether
ragtime will be the cornerstone of the American School of Music may be a subject for discussion; but the fact
remains that many of the greatest compositions by past and present American composers have been influenced by
ragtime. Like all other phases of syncopation, ragtime quickens the pulse, it excites, it stimulates; but it does not
destroy.
What of Jazz? It is hard to define jazz, because it is neither a definite form nor a type of rhythm; it is rather
a method employed by the interpreter in playing the dance or song. familiar hymn tunes can be jazzed until their
original melodies are hardly recognizable. Jazz does for harmony what the accented syncopation of ragtime does for
rhythm. In ragtime the rhythm is thrown out of joint, as it were, thus distorting the melody; in jazz exactly the same
thing is done to the harmony. The melodic line is disjointed and disconnected by the accenting of the partial instead
of the simple tone, and the same effect is produced on the melody and harmony which is noticed in syncopated
rhythm. The combination of syncopation and the use of these enharmonic partial tones produces a strange, weird
effect, which has been designated "jazz."
The jazz orchestra uses only those instruments which can produce partial, enharmonic tones more readily
than simple tones-such as the saxophone, the clarinet and the trombone, which share honors with the percussion
instruments that accent syncopated rhythm. The combination of the syncopated rhythm, accentuated by the constant
use of the partial tones sounding off-pitch, has put syncopation too off-key. Thus the three simple elements of musicrhythm, melody and harmony-have been put out of tune with each other.
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Its Effect
Jazz originally was the accompaniment of the voodoo dancer, stimulating the half-crazed barbarian to the
vilest deeds. The weird chant, accompanied by the syncopated rhythm of the voodoo invokers, has also been
employed by other barbaric people to stimulate brutality and sensuality. That it has a demoralizing effect upon the
human brain has been demonstrated by many scientists.
There is always a revolutionary period of the breaking down of old conventions and customs which follows
after every great war; and this rebellion against existing conditions is to be noticed in all life to-day. Unrest, the
desire to break the shackles of old ideas and forms are abroad. So it is no wonder that young people should have
become so imbued with this spirit that they should express it in every phase of their daily lives. The question is
whether this tendency should be demonstrated in jazz-that expression of protest against law and order, that Bolshevik
element of license striving for expression in music.
The human organism responds to musical vibrations. This fact is universally recognized. What instincts then
are aroused by jazz? Certainly not deeds of valor or martial courage, for all marches and patriotic hymns are of
regular rhythm and simple harmony; decidedly not contentment or serenity, for the songs of home and the love of
native land are all of the simplest melody and harmony with noticeably regular rhythm. Jazz disorganizes all regular
laws and order; it stimulates to extreme deeds, to a breaking away from all rules and conventions; it is harmful and
dangerous, and its influence is wholly bad.
A number of scientific men who have been working on experiments in music-therapy with the insane,
declare that while regular rhythms and simple tones produce a quieting effect on the brain of even a violent patient,
the effect of jazz on the normal brain produces an atrophied condition on the brain cells of conception, until very
frequently those under the demoralizing influence of the persistent use of syncopation, combined with enharmonic
partial tones, are actually incapable of distinguishing between good and evil, between right and wrong.
Dancing to Mozart minuets, Strauss waltzes and Sousa two-steps certainly never led to the corset check
room, which now holds sway in hotels, clubs and dance halls. Never would one of the biggest fraternities of a great
college then have thought it necessary to print on the cards of invitation to the "Junior Prom" that "a corset check
room will be provided." Nor would the girl who wore corsets in those days have been dubbed "old ironsides" and left
a disconsolate wall-flower in a corner of the ballroom. Now boys and girls of good families brazenly frequent the
lowest dives in order to learn new dance steps. Now many jazz dances have words accompanying them which would
then never have been allowed to go through the mail. Such music has become an influence for evil.
Last winter, at one of the biggest high schools in one of our largest cities, a survey was made of the popular
songs of the day by the music supervisor, who suggested that a community sing be held for one assembly each week.
He requested the students to bring all the popular songs to school that a choice might be made of what to sing. At the
end of two weeks he had in his office over two thousand "best sellers." He asked the student body to appoint from
among themselves a committee of six to choose the songs to be sung at the assembly. This committee, after going
through the two thousand songs, chose forty as being "fit for boys and girls to sing together." With this evil influence
surrounding our coming generation, it is not to be wondered at that degeneracy should be developing so rapidly in
America.
In a recent letter to the author, Dr. Henry van Dyke says of jazz: "As I understand it, it is not music at all. It
is merely an irritation of the nerves of hearing, a sensual teasing of the strings of physical passion. Its fault lies not in
syncopation, for that is a legitimate device when sparingly used. But "jazz" is an unmitigated cacophony, a
combination of disagreeable sounds in complicated discords, a willful ugliness and a deliberate vulgarity."
Never in the history of America have we more needed the help and inspiration which good music can and
does give. The music department of the General Federation of Women's clubs has taken for its motto: "To make
Good Music Popular, and Popular Music Good." Let us carry out this motto in every home in America firmly,
steadfastly, determinedly, until all the music in our land becomes an influence for good.

SEPTEMBER - NEW YORK TIMES
BOTH JAZZ MUSIC AND JAZZ DANCING BARED FROM ALL LOUISVILLE EPISCOPAL
CHURCHES. The death knell of jazz music and dancing, so far as the Episcopal Church is concerned, was sounded
officially this morning before fourteen Episcopal congregations in Louisville and as many more in the environs. This
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is the result of resolutions adopted by the Clericus of the Episcopal Church of Louisville and its vicinity in Christ
Church Cathedral.
The resolutions, prepared by the Very Rev. Richard l McCready, Dean of the cathedral, were unanimously
received by the body and sanctioned by the Right Rev. Charles E. Woodcock, Bishop of the diocese of Kentucky.
Stating that such forms of pleasure lead to jazz manners and jazz morals among the younger members of the
Church, the organization declared that "under no circumstances should they be permitted in any church or parish
house under Episcopal control."
Couples retiring to automobiles and remaining there during dances were frowned on also by the body,
which held that property appointed persons should have authority and ought to, at least every half hour during the
continuance of the entertainment, to examine rigorously to ascertain that the practice was not being followed.
Members of the clericus said that the body always had taken a liberal position toward dancing as a form of
recreation, but conditions having progressed to such an extent, "a reasonable check must be made for community
good."
Dean McCready, in presenting his resolutions, said his study began a year ago.
"Louisville must take some means of protecting the younger members of society," he said, "and there is no
better agency to advance this work than the church."
The Episcopal Church unknowingly, by its lenient attitude has fostered the present tendency, and must
command all facilities within its power to right the wrong."
Referring to all dances in parish houses, the body stated that "These, either when under the direct control of
the congregation, or when rented to other organizations, should be chaperoned adequately and wisely by competent
and reliable men and women of sound judgment and discretion, approved by the clergy, who should have full
authority to exclude and eject any persons whose presence or actions shall by them be deemed objectionable."

DEC. 18 - NEW YORK TIMES
"JAZZ 'ER UP!" BROADWAY'S CONQUEST OF EUROPE - American composers of "jazz" tunes and
similar lowly but popular outcroppings of the musical art have accomplished in their field something which
American "highbrow" musicians, in theirs, have never even come within hailing distance of accomplishing. They
have utterly vanquished their European rivals.
In the matter of providing light music for Europe they have forced Europeans to take a humble back seat.
They have compelled scores of European composers, under penalty of forfeiting popularity among the dancers and
hummers and whistlers of Europe, to produce melodies as much like the genuine Simon-Pure. American article as the
non-American musical brain can compass. They have dominated music-hall Europe.
In all the length and breadth of the Europe of nocturnal enjoyment, of restaurant orchestras and variety
shows and reviews and cabarets and cafes-chantants and dance palaces, the American jazz fraternity are lords
paramount. In fact, the only popular composers who seriously rival them are the Spanish and South American
manufacturers of popular dance tunes, such as the tango, "paso-doble" and "Spanish schottisch," and what these
latter gentry are up against in the matter of competition is enough to make even the stoutest-hearted Castilian
musician shimmy-I mean, shiver-with apprehension.
In Paris and a score of other European centres of gayety the words "fox-trot" and "one-step" have become
so much a part of the local language that natives have to think twice to remember that the words were originally
imported from America and are still members in good standing of the English language. Moreover, the regular
European name for a place where you go to practice the terpsichorean art is a "dancing"-used just like that, without
any supplementary word like "academy" or "hall"-and Parisians toss off the word with such a Gallic touch in the
pronunciation that it might just as well be a bit of classic French, sanctioned by the immortals of the French
Academy.
If a Mexican, touring music-hall Paris shuts his eyes after being shown to his seat at the Folies-Bergere, the
Concert-Mauol or some such place of supposedly ultra-Parisian entertainment, he will find himself wondering again
and again whether, after all, he has really left Broadway. Copious doses of American "jazz" played by the orchestra,
assail his ears. From the stage, singers pepper him with song after song which first burst upon a listening world from
the jazz-factories of Tin Pan Alley, Manhattan. These ditties, of course, are served up to him with French words. Just
as French chefs serve to Americans in Paris beefsteaks and mutton chops with mysterious and complicated sauces,
but even several thickness of the French language wrapped around a Broadway melody and tied with a stout knot of

- 301 -

French irregular verbs cannot rob it of its essentially out-and-out, devil-may-care Broadwayism. It remains as
American as a wheat cake.
The number of popular American tunes which are the small change of the orchestras and bands which
provide light melody for Europe is amazing. You stray into a place for dinner and you get "Avalon" with your soup,
"Whispering" with your roast, "Bright Eyes" with your dessert. After paying the waiter-to the notes of "The Vamp"you stroll along the boulevard, turn into an inviting looking music hall, take your seat to the strains of "The Love
Nest," and are forthwith regaled in the course of the evening, with the Parisian conception of four or five more
American-to-the-marrow ditties whose Farthest East, you confidently supposed, was Coney Island. All these tunes
may be a bit stale now in America, but that doesn't bother the Parisian in the slightest; his passion for American
"jazz" is so great that, once he gets hold of a tune that he likes, he will play with it and worry it as a cat does a
mouse, and he won't drop it until he has squeezed the last squeaks of life out of it and left it as dead as "ta-ra-raboom-de-ay."
American tunes which were rampant in Paris when I was here more than a year ago are still doing duty on
the boulevards; they are still being whistled, or hummed-with a sauce of French words-by French enthusiasts who
simply cannot bear to lose them. There is a saying that Paris is the place where good Americans go when they die. Be
that as it may as regards ourselves, it certainly applies to American jazz tunes when they die in America. It is quite a
pleasurable sensation when one is walking along the street in Paris to hear suddenly, issuing from the lips of a lighthearted Parisian, an American tune which anybody around Forty-second Street and Broadway would have told you
had died-after long and honorable service on some of the hottest sectors of the Broadway cabaret front-in the
Autumn of 1917.
There is a music publishing firm in Paris which seems to have something like a monopoly of the job of
Gallicizing American popular tunes. In its window are displayed two or three dozen piano or vocal scores of
melodies well-known along Broadway, but oh! what a change is there! They have been decked out with covers drawn
by French artists, and underneath their English titles they have a translated French version of them-sometimes, in
fact, the main title given is French, with the original American title displayed underneath in modest, retiring type.
The whole effect which these transplanted Broadway flowers produce upon the American onlooker outside the show
window in which they are displayed is very much like that produced by the American who, after a few months in
Paris, is totally unable to remember enough English to keep French words out of his conversation.
In addition to the main title, the French adapter of these American songs often adds little subtitles to give
prospective purchasers a rough idea of what a grand little thing the music hidden within the covers really is. For
instance, you will be informed that such-and-such a ditty is "le plus celebre des fox-trots," or that another, of a wild
and abandoned character, is "le veritable shimmy!" This same publishing house, by the way, makes a specialty also
of dressing up in French garb the great successes of Spanish light music, so, in American slang parlance, it may be
said to "catch 'em coming and going," seeing that it deals in the two kinds of music, which, in Paris, are driving the
native article to the wall.
There is something irresistibly funny to an American in seeing a song, an old friend of his in its original
American heyday, now dressed up in Parisian toggery and described as "Le Vamp," just as there is in the talk which
one hears on every hand of "le shimmy" or "le fox trot," and in the intention, expressed with astonishing frequency,
to repair with as much expedition as possible to "undancing." These things give the visiting American a feeling of
internal joy similar to that which he experiences when, walking along the boulevards just beyond the Paris Opera, he
comes upon a theatre where they are giving the French version of that great New York success of a few years back,
"Peg o' My Heart," under the delicious Parisian disguise of "Peg de Mon Coeur." It is to be hoped that no American
song with a title including the word "sweetheart" will become popular in Paris and, therefore, expose itself to
translation into French, because there is an instance on record of a Frenchman who, in conversing with a young
American girl and trying desperately for a French equivalent of "sweetheart," called her, in honeyed accents, "coeur
sucree"!
The English, by the way, have not been slow to take advantage of the craze for American music on the
European continent. Having the great advantage of speaking the same language as the creators of American songs,
and having, moreover, acquired the craze some time before the Parisians and the rest of the continentals, the English
are now in a position to do a considerable export trade not only in "jazz" singers and dancers, but also in "jazz"
tunes. English composers being by this time remarkably proficient in the production of fox-trots and one-steps
almost impeccably American in character. At one of the leading cafes-concerts in Paris (described to the American
visitor, be it observed, as typically Parisian) there is a dazzlingly pretty young English actress. When she first
appears on the stage she stars talking a strange jargon. The American auditor, after paying careful attention and
comparing it with what is being talked by the Parisians in the seats around him, suddenly realizes that this jargon is
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supposed, by the dazzlingly pretty young Englishwoman in question, to be French. But just as he has come to the
conclusion that she will stick to this amazing lingo throughout the show, seeing that she is in Paris and bent on
pleasing the Parisians, she suddenly turns upon the audience with a fascinating smile and announces that she will sing
and dance a "jazz" tune, whereupon she bursts into a ditty with Broadway written all over it. Broadway woven into
its inmost notes. And with what zest that young person abandons her Anglo-French-which sounds as if it had had a
very rough passage from Dover to Calais and switches into English, dwelling on every syllable with devilish gusto,
and how her teeth and eyes flash with joy at being in her own element again! And the Parisian audience shouts its
approval. Probably had she failed to give them an American jazz song, in accordance with the true Parisian etiquette,
they would have gone out to the box office and demanded their money back!
But, as has been remarked, American composers of popular dance tunes have a group of rivals in Europe.
Up to the present these rivals have been unable to compete, in quantity, with the flood of American melody which
has been poured across the ocean from the jazz factories of Broadway- but they are formidable, nevertheless. I allude
to the composers of Spanish popular ditties and to those who turn out Argentine tangos and other South American
dances. The tango experts are sometimes native South Americans' sometimes they are Spaniards, who have always
shown great facility in composing according to South American rule, just as North Americans have always excelled
in turning out "coon" songs of all sorts; sometimes, again, they are natives of France or some other European
country, who have noted the trend of popular musical taste toward Spain and South America; in many cases, finally,
they are natives of the United States, where many a tango has first seen the light. But the best composers of South
American tunes are native South Americans or Spaniards, and, as for the dance measures peculiar to Spain, it takes a
genuine 'Spaniards are mere imitations, just as European attempts at an American jazz tune are pale and
unsatisfactory compared with the genuine Broadway brand.
The tango has never lost its popularity in Europe. In Paris and many another European big city it is still
being danced assiduously, to the typically South American strain of "Pan y Agua," "Lulu," "El irresistible," "El
Joaquina," "El Reservao" and many other really Spanish-American tunes, some of which have never become
acclimated in New York, where the tango failed somehow to gain a real foothold. In addition to the regular tango,
various variations of it, as well as other South American dances of the same family, have swept thorough the dance
halls of Europe in an irresistible wave, actually daring to raise their heads in competition against the ubiquitous
overlord of present-day dancing, the Broadway jazz tune. In this audacious revolt the languorous semi-Spanish
melodies of South America are ably backed by those of Spain herself, "La madre patris," the mother-land of Spanish
America, the land which, in the eyes of Spaniards and many non-Spaniards as well, is the real home of dance music.
At the most up -to-date dance halls of Paris nowadays you are sure to hear one Spanish "paso-doble" in every four or
five pieces played by the musicians, and you are also practically certain to be regaled with a Spanish schottisch," the
latest importation from Madrid, which is sweeping, by way of Paris, all over the European Continent. this invasion of
Europe by Spanish dance tunes may be new to Europe in general, but there is nothing new about them to Spain. The
Spaniard, who is supremely indifferent to other countries and what they think of him or his amusements, has been
composing "paso-doble" and "schottische" tunes, and dancing to them for dozens of years. the former are the darling
of the bull-fighting public; no bull fight is complete unless a rattling, ultra-Spanish "paso-doble" is played as the
bullfighters march into the ring, unless another is blared forth by the band every time there is a lull in the
proceedings. There is a raciness, an originality, an irresistibly barbaric verse about a true Spanish "paso-doble"
capable of causing the most confirmed pessimist, or the most uncompromising partisan of "highbrow" music to start
humming and beating time with hands and feet in helpless abandon. The Spanish "schottisch" is the pet dance of the
lower classes of Madrid and has been for decades past: to see it in all its glory it was necessary, a short time ago, to
go to the "tough" dance halls of "La bombilla," just outside Madrid. But now you can go into any Parisian dancing
emporium, high or low, and see flocks of dancers laboriously attempting to dance it as the Spaniards do. they don't
succeed-that goes without saying-a Spanish dancer is born, not made-but they have a mighty good time, apparently,
and what more can one ask? An idea of the extent to which the Spanish "schottisch" has forced its way into Paris
may be gained from the fact that the most popular of all present-day French tunes "Mon Homme"-well known in
America as a fox-trot-is one sale in Paris arranged as a "genuine Madrid Schottisch."
One reason for the great popularity of Spanish dittis just now in Europe is the tremendous hit made in Paris
during the last two years by Raquel Meller, a Spanish singer, who is freely compared with Ycette Guilbert and the
rest of the best singers of popular songs. Although she sings in Spanish, the Parisians have been flocking in crowds
to hear her, they never seem to get tired of hearing her rendition of Spanish songs which, formerly known only to
Spaniards, are now played in Paris and all over Europe. Raquel's most famous song, the one that infallibly bowls her
audience over, is "El Relicario," She was singing it fifteen months ago in Paris. she is singing it there now. I have
heard it played in Madrid, Vienna, Budapest, Rome, Stockholm, Berlin and Copenhagen. Its composer, Senor
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Padilla, who enjoyed a modest fame in his native country before "El Relicario" resounded from one end of Europe to
the other, must be rubbing his eyes in amazement and wondering what has happened to him.
"Know any other Spanish tunes?" I asked a violinist at a leading Berlin restaurant. Without a word he
launched into the wild strains of "Alma de Dios," one of the best of the songs of that clever Valencian, Serrano, and
a dozen Teutons in the dining room took up the refrain. The last time I had heard it was in a Montnartre resort
several months before, along with the "paso-doble" composed in honor of Gallito, the greatest of Spanish
bullfighters, who was killed by a bull last year.
"El Relicario," by the way, is also a "paso-doble," so that Raquel Meller, in singing it, has done her bit
toward further popularizing that typically Spanish dance measure. And she is helping along the vogue of the Madrid
"schottisch" also by treating Parisians to "Ay, Cipriano!" which is so essentially a "schottisch" that I doubt if it could
be warped or twisted into being anything else even by the cleverest of musical adapters.
Popular as Spanish and South American dance tunes are all over Europe they are but a poor second to
American "jazz." The most that can be said for them is that they materially aid the latter in chasing away the native
article in whatever countries they appear. if you ask what the latest production of Christine or some other popular
Parisian composer is you are almost sure to be told that it is a "fox-trot" or a "Spanish schottisch."
Now and then some Frenchman turns out a waltz that reminds one of the good old days of French waltzes,
and, of course, Franz Lehar is still busy composing Viennese waltzes, and Leo Fall is still on the job. But an
mistakable air of mustiness seems to cling to them. The waltz, somehow, reminds you of grandma. And only at one
place in Montmartre can you still witness the dancing of the genuine Parisian can-can. Hail, Broadway! Viva Espana!
To them it is that Terpsichore today pays allegiance.

DEC. - LADIES HOME JOURNAL
(Experts tell in this article the nation-wide aspects of our jazz scourge. They say legal prohibition of all
dancing may come. A reform movement has been started by cities and volunteer groups. A committee of women is
helping to regulate in Chicago. It looks as if the common people are in reaction against "common" behavior.
Decency is regaining popularity among those who work for a living. Meanwhile the idle rich are getting ranker.
There are few signs of reform in high places. the "worst case" was observed on the dancing floor of an expensive
New York hotel. The high-society flapper is still going the limit. She drinks, swears, smokes, toddles and chatters
stories that once belonged to the men's smoke room. You can't reform a society flapper. Maybe not. She is a law unto
herself. Perhaps, "It's none of your business and the boys like it," she says. "Is that so?" The boys are sick and
disgusted," says an observer, "except the degenerate cubs, and they are greatly in the minority. Kissing and petting
have been made so vulgarly common that there is no thrill left in it. The boys have to be dragged to dances, in spite
of the fact that corsets are parked in the check room." Consider that. Rub the bloom off American womanhood and
what is left? The status of the Eastern European female of the species, a barefooted working animal-something a
little lower than man. High society would better sign on the dotted line of the popular reform pledge. This
civilization will not permit itself to be ditched by any minority, high or low.)
UNSPEAKABLE JAZZ MUST GO! It is worse than Saloon and Scarlet Vice, Testify Professional Dance
Experts-Only a Few Cities are Curbing Evil by John R. McMahon - Jazz dancing is a worse evil than the saloon used
to be!" This statement fairly startled me because of its source. If it had been made by a zealot of any sort I should
have discounted it heavily. If it had been uttered by an average clergyman or publicist one would make allowance for
lack of exact information. But the statement was made by a man of the world, a person without prejudices or
illusions, one who is familiar with every phase of terpsichorean theory and practice in the United States, an expert in
the dance and a professional dancing master. His name is Fenton T. Bott. He lives in Dayton, Ohio. And he knows
more about the subject than most professionals by virtue of his position as "director of dance reform" in the
American National Association Masters of Dancing. It is his business to keep in touch with dance activities
throughout the country. He is a big, broad-shouldered man of ruddy face that breaks into frequent smiles. There is
nothing narrow about his make-up. He is an ideal witness in the case of the Commonwealth of Decency versus the
Jazz. "Jazz is worse than the saloon! Why?" I asked. "Because it affects our young people especially," said Mr. Bott.
"It is degrading. It lowers all the moral standards. Unlike liquor, a great deal of its harm is direct and immediate. But
it also leads to undesirable things. The jazz is too often followed by the joy-ride. The lower nature is stirred up as a
prelude to unchaperoned adventure. "This strikes especially at the youth of the nation, and the consequences are
almost too obvious to be detailed. When the next generation starts on a low plane, what will its successors be? "We
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have had more flagrant dancing since prohibition than before. This may be partly because people substitute one form
of sense excitation for another, a dance spree instead of a bout with liquor. I believe this is done deliberately in many
cases and that those who are sober often dance more reprehensibly than those who are somewhat in their cups. "A
person who is partly intoxicated knows it and is afraid to go too far. The sober one argues that he can take care of
himself and may go as far as he likes." "Is there anything bad about jazz music itself?" I asked. "There certainly is!
Those moaning saxophones and the rest of the instruments with their broken, jerky rhythm make a purely sensual
appeal. They call out the low and rowdy instinct. All of us dancing teachers know this to be a fact. We have seen the
effect of jazz music on our young pupils. It makes them act in a restless and rowdy manner. A class of children will
behave that way as long as such music is played. They can be calmed down and restored to normal conduct only by
playing good, legitimate music." Dancing Masters Seek Reforms "Dancing, as you know, has enormously increased
in the last few years. It has become a great public institution in which all classes and ages are interested. We have
estimated that about ten per cent of the entire population, or more than ten million people, have become dancers.
When you eliminate little children, invalids and the aged, this means a very considerable part of the population.
Anything that is radically wrong with the recreation of so many people must affect all of us." "Granted, " I said.
"Now what is the organized dancing profession doing to reform conditions?" "we are working in several directions,"
replied Mr. Bott, "but we have an uphill fight. We have tried to cooperate with churches, but except for a liberal
minority, the institutional churches that conduct regulated dancing in their parish houses, we have met with little
success. The extreme evangelical churches stand on their old program, which bans all dancing, regardless of its
character. They do not discriminate between the art of a Pavlov or of aesthetic Greek dancing and the lowest
performance in a dive. On the other hand our work is appreciated by a good many managers of settlements and of
welfare activities. "We have a booklet and chart which we send to welfare organizations, owners of dance halls and
dancing teachers. The booklet describes the dance approved by our association, and the charts, which are meant to be
placed on the walls of dance halls, show the correct positions and steps for the various approved dances. I am glad to
say that the United States Public Health Service has not only commended our booklet but has distributed thousands
of copies of it to welfare agencies. High schools throughout the country have been well supplied. This is the third
year of publication and to date we have issued about twenty thousand copies." In parenthesis, I was informed by J.
Henry Smythe, Jr., that the unrelenting attitude of the Methodist church toward all dancing was being rapidly
modified, with the prospect that evangelical churchdom generally would soon line up with all liberal forces who want
to abolish the jazz outrage, yet who believe in wholesome, sane dancing. Mr. Smythe is a prominent lay member of
the Methodist Church whose ancient "blue laws," he says, are not obeyed by a majority of the membership and
should be repealed. Numerous annual conferences of the Methodists have lately voted to repeal the rules which ban
dancing along with theater going and card playing. "A nation-wide clean-up of the dance is really needed," resumed
Mr. Bott. "The present efforts at reform are too sporadic and local. Each section is a law unto itself or has no law.
Municipal regulation has been started and applied to some extent in something like sixty towns and cities. The bestregulated cities are probably Cleveland, Detroit and Omaha. The movement began not long ago in Cleveland when
officials asked my brother, who is a professional teacher, to assist in the regulation of public dance halls. They asked
what he wanted for his services, and he told them he would be glad to do the work for a dollar a year. "When we had
our convention in Cleveland the assembled teachers were warned that strict rules governed public dancing and that
when they visited a public place it would be well for them to mind their steps. Some of the teachers visited Euclid
Beach Park, where six thousand people were dancing in the big lakeside hall. There were two bands, one at each end,
supplying music for the army of dancers. Each dance number was posted up in order, whether waltz, two-step,
schottische or Cuban waltz. the visitors thought they would test the vigilance of the municipal inspectors. they had
hardly taken three steps when they were tapped on the shoulder and asked, 'Have you read the rules? You must be
strangers. Everybody is required to dance the same way. Right now it is a waltz. You must waltz and do it like the
others or leave the place.' Names and addresses of offenders are taken in Cleveland. There is a blacklist of dancers
who are not allowed on public floors. "Omaha has a punishment for boy and girl dancers that fits the crime. When a
couple is observed in a serious violation upon a public floor they are asked to step outside. A patrol wagon rolls up
and the tearful pair are escorted into it. But instead of being taken to the lockup they are driven to their homes and
presumably sent to bed by their parents." "What is the attitude of music publishers?" I inquired. Dividends and
Public Opinion "Not very helpful, unless they have had a recent change of heart," replied Mr. Bott. "The music
written for jazz is the very foundation and essence of salacious dancing. The words also are often very suggestive,
thinly veiling immoral ideas. Now, at the 1920 convention of our association we appealed to the music publishers to
eliminate jazz music. A representative of the publishers came before us and replied that personally he was against the
indecent stuff, being himself a church elder or deacon, but the publishers had to give the public what they wanted and
they also had to reckon with stockholders calling for dividends. that's a fine argument! Perhaps we dancing teachers
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are not less selfish, but I hope we are more intelligent. No body of men can afford to flout public opinion and the
best interests of the community. "What do parents say to your efforts? "Naturally most parents are heartily with the
dancing teachers in the effort to discipline youngsters and make them toe the mark of propriety. There are a few
exceptions of fashionable mothers, who want their daughters to learn everything up-to-date and snappy and who
consider objections to high-society movements as being squeamish. A mother of this type, when her daughter at
finishing school was prerimanded for smoking cigarette smoking should be taught with other accomplishments fitting
girls for a social career. It is no easy task to keep discipline and order in public or semipublic dance places. Last
winter a St. Louis dancing teacher of repute, who was conducting a semipublic dancing academy, gave up the effort
in despair and closed his doors. To be sure, some of his fellow professionals thought this was an admission of
weakness. Barring out disreputable people sometimes seems a problem, for recognized bad folks often behave better
in well-conducted public dance halls than the respectable and virtuous. For example, in a Middle Western city
several women of disrepute were pointed out to the floor manager. They were perfectly decorous. They were having
a fling at respectability. Should they be ejected? "No," says a humanitarian. On the other hand, some of this class,
while never misbehaving personally, may be present with sinister motives of entangling youth in their toils. Men and
women who prey on youth as a commercial enterprise find a rich field in the public dance hall. The United States
Public health Service offers to cooperate with the dancing teachers more fully than it has already done, but from an
angle of social-disease prevention which, the teachers claim, has little bearing outside of public dance halls. In short,
Surgeon General Comming wants to put medical warnings on the teachers' dance reform literature which goes to
high schools and reaches thousands of young folks. No doubt the Public Health Service experts are right in their
attitude as applied to many if not most public dance halls in cities. Doubtless the more widespread danger is not from
disease. Don Juan never had such a potent instrument of downfall as the ultra dance supplies to every evil-purposed
male to-day. The road to hell is too often paved with jazz steps. If a refined girl were alone with a man in a drawing
room and he offered the familiarities of the ultra dance, she would resent them as insults. But she accepts them
without question on the dance floor. Fine and imprisonment for flagrant dancing were suggested as the only remedy
by A.J. Weber, a member of the Dancing Masters' Association. "If the jazz is not reformed," said Mr. Weber, who
has a studio in Brooklyn, "the first thing we know there will be a national law prohibiting all public dancing. It will
be just like the story of the saloon. The metropolitan area stands in need of all the reform that can be applied. "The
jazz is simply rotten. It belongs in the underworld, where it is called a name that would shock a lot of respectable
people who tolerate it if they heard that name applied. It must go and leave room for clean and wholesome dancing."
"Don'ts" for Dancing Masters. Among the rules contained in the booklet for dance regulation issued by the organized
professionals is one that separates extreme youth from age in public dance places or otherwise. Youngsters under
eighteen are not to be admitted at frown up functions. This coincides with regulations in some high schools and also
with civic or state law in some sections. Animal names for dances, such as cat step, camel walk, bunny hug, turkey
trot, and so on, are disapproved as of degrading tendency. Rapid and jerky music is condemned while a medium
dance tempo, ranging from forty measures to the minute for the fox trot to forty-eight for the waltz, fifty-four for the
two-step and sixty-six for the one-step, is recommended. There are ten "Don'ts," which may be summarized Dot
permit vulgar jazz music; don't let young men hold their partners tightly; no touching of cheeks which is public love
making, no neck holds, no shimmy or toddle, no steps very long or very short, no dancing from the waist up but
rather from the waist down; suggestive movements barred; don't copy stage stuff; don't hesitate to ask offenders to
leave the room. A public dance hall may be cleaned up by polite dismissal of one dozen offending couples, handing
the young men cards for a refund of admission at the cashier's office. If this does not work, "fire" another dozen
couples. Don't be afraid to lose patronage. All of which seems to be a sound line of advice. The dancing masters are
well organized and long established. There are indeed two organizations of them, the elder and better known being
styled The American National Association Masters of Dancing. It was founded in the mists of antiquity, when
quadrille and cotillion were vogue. It is composed chiefly of teachers who carry on their business in the larger cities,
and there are about five hundred members equally divided between men and women. The other organization, called
the International Association Masters of Dancing, is an offshoot of the first and includes in its membership owners or
managers of dance halls as well as teachers. Some persons belong to both bodies, and it is expected that the two may
soon unite in one association. The first-named organization held its thirty-eighth annual convention in New York
during the first week of last August and followed this by a "post convention" at Salt Lake City the middle of
September, the latter session lasting five days. A banquet hall on the eighth floor of the Hotel Astor was the New
York headquarters of the dancing masters this year. Thanks to a disclaimer of hostile purpose. I was permitted to
view the past-graduate terpsichorean performances on the convention floor. A male dancing teacher, according to
newspaper cartoons, is a wasp-waisted, effeminate young man. He has a tiny mustache and a violet-edged perfumed
handkerchief. I looked for this chap but did not see him. In truth the men seemed to be of the business sort, the
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majority middle-aged or elderly, quite like hardware merchants at their annual convention. The women would pass
for school teachers with the usual number of old maids, save for a couple of flappers and two or three little girls. The
latter were either children of the teachers or pupils who had been brought on to learn or to aid in exhibition work.
Doubtless a newspaper humorist would find something comic in certain of the male types and in parts of the general
spectacle. A piano supplied the music. A petite, comely young woman with bobbed hair and a decisive voice that
rose to a musical shrillness acted as generalissiomo to a motley crew of encircling dancers whose ages ranged almost
from the cradle to the grave. There was a chubby legged little girl next to an austere spinster, and then a deaf man
with an ear apparatus, and then an understudy for Mark Twain in a Palm Beach suit, and further a pair of girlish
figures, and down the line in his shirt sleeves a venerable individual with a long, white chin beard as rightly pertains
to a veteran confederate general. The old gentleman skipped along in heelless slippers and revolved as best he could
at the musically shrill behest of the bobbed-hair instructor. Who was this Father Christmas and what was he doing
here? He was a professional dancing teacher of Chicago, I was told, seventy-eight years of age and the oldest
member of the Association. Come to think of it, he is the kind of dancing master that a lot of parents would prefer to
have for their children. he has taught three generations in the same family. It is conceded that ladies do not use strong
language. Yet one of them with whom I was chatting, suddenly exclaimed: "I could have strangled her!" The speaker
was a charming young woman of the blond type. Blue fire flashed from her eyes. Her smooth cheeks and forehead
were swiftly aglow. She was a keen-minded and well-balanced person of exceptional worldly experience. Why such
a state of mind and such an expression of primitive emotion? "Strangle? Great heavens! Why?" "Because she was
publicly insulting my sex through her dancing!" It was Miss Marguerite Walz who made the quoted statement, and
she registered thus her reaction to a spectacle on the roof of a stylish New York hotel. It happened the night before.
Miss Walz is a professional teacher of dancing. She is also the premiere policewoman in Philadelphia, serving
without pay and charged with the special duty of supervising public dancing in that city. Miss Walz went to the
mayor of Philadelphia in the spring of 1921 and suggested that the authorities should supervise public dancing. She
feared, like other teachers, the abolition of all dancing if the prevailing license continued unchecked. She was
advised to return with a delegation of her fellow teachers and did so. Testimony was given especially as to "Kaffee
Klatches," or clubs in private houses, with admission charge, dancing and drinking by girls and boys without
restraint. The mayor declared a clean-up was due and he appointed Miss Walz policewoman to supervise dancing in
conjunction with the Rev. H. Cresson McHenry, who conducts a mission. Work for the Censors "My duties," said
Miss Walz, "are largely the instruction of about seventy-five policemen who are detailed to enforce the dancing
regulations. They are taught what is permissible and what is not. Why so many police dance censors? Well, it is an
index to the immense popularity of dancing in our city life. We may have twenty thousand people at our weekly
Parkway dance, which covers several blocks of space. It is held every Thursday night. There are two bands, the
police and the firemen's, with about sixty pieces in each. No jazz music is played and no improper conduct is
tolerated. You can see there is work for over half a hundred policemen in supervising twenty thousand dancers.
There has been a marked improvement since this work began. The police class in censorship is told not to permit
cheek-to-cheek dancing, abdominal contact, shimmy, toddle or the Washington Johnny, in which the legs are kept
spread apart." That the reaction against lewdness in the terpsichorean art will have a consequence similar to that
which resulted from the evils of the liquor saloon is a fear constantly expressed by all those interested. Nor does this
seem to be an imaginary alarm or an unlikely event. We Americans are quiet and complaisant for a long time. Then
we make a quick clean-up and are inclined to throw out everything, including the furniture. Impossible? Well, San
Francisco, whose Barbary coast is credited with originating those dancing scourges called shimmy and toddle,
recently bent so far backward in virtue as to contemplate police permission to be required for all dancing, even in
private homes! the measure was shelved for the time being through a fight of the sane minded. A Proprietor's Plea
No clergyman in America has uttered such a scorching and authentic denunciation of the ultra-modern dance as a
certain very successful proprietor of a dance establishment in Chicago. His name is J. Louis Guyon. He has long
been a voice in the dance wilderness crying for reform. He has prospered by sticking to clean, old-fashioned dancing.
Mr. Guyon's slogan for the new band wagon reads: "Abolish jazz music! Abolish fox trot, one step, toddle, shimmy
or any form of dancing or any position that permits the gentleman to walk directly in front of his partner." An
advertisement by Mr. Guyon that has the fervor of a sermon and the frankness of biblical writers in speaking of vice
was published in a Chicago newspaper some months ago. In this he says that dancing, our most universal form of
amusement after motion pictures, has become a greater menace than liquor, segregated vice or "the brothels from
which much of it sprang." He declares that "many of the couples performing these dances should have a marriage
license before stepping on the ballroom floor, and-if they had a marriage license there would be no excuse for
committing such acts in public." Anyone who says that "youth of both sexes can mingle in close embrace"-with limbs
intertwined and torso in contact-"without suffering harm lies." Add to this position the wriggling movement and the
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"sensual stimulation of the abominable jazz orchestra with its voodoo-born minors and its direct appeal to the
sensory centers, and if you can believe that youth is the same after this experience as before, then God help your
child..." Mr. Guyon asks his fellow proprietors of dance places and also dancing teachers whether they are coming
"easy dollars" out of the corruption of youth. He says that if they permit jazz music and immoral dances their "effect
on the community it worse than that of the unspeakable creatures who live from the scarlet earnings of women, for
you are conducting a wholesale traffic in the souls of boys and girls."

1922
JANUARY - THE LADIES HOME JOURNAL
THE JAZZ PATH OF DEGRADATION - The Prodigal American Husband is Coming Back Repentant The Silliness of Psychoanalysis. by John R. McMahon
Why attack the jazz dance so sharply and so exclusively?" asks a reader. "Judging from your articles on this
subject, there are no other social evils of consequence. All that we must do to be saved is to stop jazzing. But how
about drinking despite the law, gambling in our best circles, immodest dress, loose talk, profanity even by young
folks, a new disregard of marriage vows, a general license and an accepted doctrine of do as you please? In short,
why attack a mere symptom or local outbreak instead of getting after the disease itself? You should concentrate on
the disease of materialism, the lost sense of duty, the lack of spiritual or even intellectual aims. While criticizing the
young sinners, you should indict American fathers and mothers for their criminal negligence in regard to the bringing
up of their children. After all, the parents are chiefly responsible, both in the example they set and in the excess of
liberty they permit."
This reader presents a broad viewpoint very ably, and the writer is not inclined to controvert it. Simply, it
may be pointed out that jazz is the most widespread and openly flagrant form of the social disease and therefore
deserves the most emphasis. It is hard to get people interested in such terms as hygiene and duty. But they do take
notice of typhoid fever and the shocking results shown to accrue from the ultra dance.
It would be well to have medical and social treatment entirely preventive, yet as things are we wait for an
outbreak of a physical or social malady before we are ready to be doctored. Nobody will believe that there is
anything wrong in the early stages of an illness. When we are thoroughly infected we are willing to call in the doctor.
We are cured in due time and yet often retain a permanent disability through life because of delayed treatment.
It is a tragic thought that although the dance mania of this period may be shortly purified, reformed and
passed into the limbo of forgotten things, its ill consequences must abide with us into an indefinite future.
What of the Next Generation?
The American people, or a great part of them, will never be the same as they were before they learned the
disgraceful art of shimmy and toddle. It is likely that the birth rate will be affected. The next generation will show
certain physical consequences. There will be more weaklings and fewer stalwarts. The crop of human weeds will
increase. Instead of real men and women, we may reasonably expect an augmented stock of lounge lizards and
second-quality "vamps" laws of inheritance. Of course there are skeptics and coffers who point abroad to an alleged
striking example of refutation of the race-degeneration theory through sex laxity. I do not think they prove anything
except that all sorts of humans may serve as cannonfodder. The best and most efficient fighters in the late war were
the cleanest and brawniest, who came from the open places of Australia, Canada and this country. There was not a
shimmy shaker among these two-fisted men.
"Your campaign against the jazz is like Don Quixote's against the windmills," says an Eastern reader. "You
ignore the economic causes. There was a war which upset the world and all its social relations. We are yet in a
maelstrom of unrest. Morals are up in the air and will remain so until our economics settle back to an old or advance
forward to a new equilibrium. Meanwhile words are wasted in criticizing social manners and conduct."
This reader's amendment is accepted with a few reservations. Most everybody admits there are economic
causes for the social unsettlement and knows that the foundation must be squared to obtain a stable superstructure.
But when we see the economic foundation in process of readjustment, as is now quite apparent, we are justified in
giving a little thought to the needful remodeling of the house plans. If only a few of us know enough to set our
houses in order against the prevailing trend, there is so much gained.
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America is not alone in postwar social laxity. England is sadly debilitated in her ideals, if we are to accept
the picture shown in The Glass of Fashion by a keen observer, who is anonymous.
Enough has been said in previous articles on the subjects of the jazz dance to condemn it in the eyes of the
thoughtful. Yet there are some classes of persons who remain to be convinced.
Our apostles of license can stand for anything, but they must rub their eyes when they read that Soviet
Russia is shocked by an outbreak of child immorality, deemed most injurious to the cause of Bolshevik freedom and
success; wherefore steps are being taken to abate this evil. If immorality is hurtful to Soviet Russia it must be
harmful to America.
The jazz is lewd to the physiological limit. In many cases it leads to worse things, and in others it cannot
lead to worse things - being a sufficiently evil end in itself. Take alcohol: Some get drunk, and others add murder to
drunkenness. Those who only jazz, but thoroughly and habitually are sex topers.
It is a path of degradation.
For the woman it may mean an impairment or defeat of motherhood. For the young man of marrying age it
may spell a postponement into the indefinite future of the undertaking of martial responsibilities.
The increasing tendency of the age among the middle class is to marry late or never. When bachelor men
and girls is to marry late or never. When bachelor men and girls can have so much fun - speaking euphemistically out of the ultra dance, why should they sacrifice careers and burden themselves with family cares? Fewer marriages
and a decrease in the birth rate are bound to follow. And these are people of the better sort, so called. They are
plotting their own extinction and suppression by a rude proletariat that believes in marriage and children.
A social scout reports that petting parties and necking parties have now been added to the rites of the jazz. It
appears that necking is a development or evolution of cheek-to-cheek dancing and may be traced still farther back
zoologically to the courtship methods of ostriches. Such familiarities among persons of opposite sex are at best
vulgar and in poor taste, while their utmost consequences need not be indicated. What benighted parents or guardians
can permit such parties to be held?
What becomes of self-respect and respect for others of opposite sex? The fact of public and promiscuous
familiarity is an immoral element in itself.
The old-time private courtship had its imprudences, but it was not brazen in its public exhibitionism and did
not tend to incite wholesale emulation. If caresses continue to be cheapened they will have less value than a Polish
mark, and young people will find their last week's love letters to be of no more worth than so much waste paper.
A Mind Muffler is Needed
I discussed the nature and effect of the ultra modern dance with a number of medical specialists in New
York City. They agreed generally in the conclusion of harmful effects, especially in the case of young people. On the
question of treatment for social aberrations, Professor Graham Lusk, who heads the department of physiology in
Cornell University medical College, said that nothing could be better than a dose of Christian principles.
"Do you know psychoanalysis?" asked a physician, whom I shall call Doctor X, who is head of the "booby
ward" in a well-known metropolitan hospital. "This tells us that people have certain impulses which are bound to be
gratified, if not in one way, then in another. You know that all dancing has a sex basis. We may expect normal
physiological consequences. Why repress? It can't be done anyhow. I am the director of an institution where two
hundred girls are confined. There are a thousand just as ban walking on Broadway at night. Of course society must
have some regulations and try to enforce some public standards of conduct."
What right has a layman to criticize psychoanalysis? Well, he can take the facts as claimed and, by applying
logic, may draw a conclusion different from that drawn by the votaries of the cult. And the best medical opinion now
considers that psychoanalysis has been much overrated. It has a place in mental pathology, but is of little use and
really harmful to the average run of humanity.
There was once a fad to remove the vermiform appendix, and this has been followed by the rage to have a
person's complex cut out. Everybody has a complex in the subcellar of his or her mind. It can be cut out for fifty
dollars and up. It may be compared in some respects to opening the muffler of an automobile engine.
There is a noisy discharge of gas, smoke and carbon debris, which relieves the engine but in such a nuisance
to the community that the practice is unlawful upon public highways. A muffler for minds and engines seems to be a
civilized necessity.
There are a few expert medical analyzers, and more quacks and amateurs in the game. Greenwich Villagers
are strong for the pastime of mutual analysis. It becomes indency cloaked in scientific phrases. According to the cult,
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this is a topsy-turvy world in which virtue and humane feelings indicate opposite traits. A person who speaks for
decency must have base desires, and presumably all scoundrels are saints at heart.
Freud says that ninety per cent of our buried thoughts and our dreams are of sex. Little children two years
old are tainted or afflicted with amativeness. A youngster who pulls off the leg of a fly and his sister who reproves
him for cruelty equally demonstrate sex motivation. All adults are loaded to the gunwales with repressed sex desires.
A bunch of these may fester in the mind, creating a complex and thus offering a job to the psychoanalyst.
Not For the Normal and Intelligent
The patient with a complex is put through a word association test, being asked to respond with the first
word that comes into mind after hearing such key words as cat, clock, stocking, piano, and what not. Also, the
analyst plays Daniel to the dreams of the patient. Everything dreamed is symbolic and is bound to have a sax
interpretation. A brick wall probably stands for an engagement, a cook stove for a certain marriage, a ladder is a
honeymoon and a desert scene is a divorce. You see, people sometimes get engaged over brick garden walls, cook
stoves are useful in housekeeping ladders are employed in elopements, and Nevada is popular for classy separations.
All very ingenious and may be true. In theory, when the rankling hidden desires are dragged by the analyst into the
conscious strata of the patient's mind, the latter is forthwith relieved or cured, having no further mental struggle.
But this theory of relief and cure by exposing the hidden stuff into consciousness does not seem to me
entirely logical. If the seven deadly sins are grappled and hoisted to the surface of the mind, will they not simply
float there instead of remaining in a waterlogged state below? Why not keep them in the depths where they belong?
What satisfaction to recognize desires whose fulfillment is usually impossible? It cannot help me to learn that my
secret ambition is to surpass Mr. Rockefeller in wealth or to break the matrimonial record of the late Brigham
Young. After all, the dream mind is only a naughty and silly youngster, who is best kept in his proper playground and
off the public streets. Give him a lot of attention and you have a spoiled child who may graduate into an utter
nuisance or a jailbird.
The worst feature of the Freudian theory is the denial of free will. Add that to the ninety per cent of sex
desire, and you have a doctrine of inevitable and compulsory immorality. Our desires are dominant, and we cannot
help ourselves. Is it true? For weaklings, yes, and for the short-brow races who are nearest to the ape, for the tribe of
defectives and for the pasty-faced denizens of cities who are sodden with pleasure seeking. It is false for the normal
and intelligent, who are impelled by duty as well as desire, whose lives are not a chaos of impulses but proceed on an
ordered plan, whether inspired by reason or religion. It is a dangerous and pernicious philosophy for unsettled youth
and for grown-ups who have never thought out the problems of life. There may be infinite mischief done when
supposed scientists and medical men promulgate the doctrine that is a denial of morality and an indorsement of
laissez faire - do as you please because you can't do otherwise.
We can perhaps see how manners, social vices and fundamental ideas are connected and interrelated. We
can see ground for criticism of mere frivolity and empty headedness.
If there is only froth inside and nothing in the way of principle or serious aims we know that the field is at
least prepared for a growth of noxious weeds.
Cynics and idlers and those who cry "On with the dance!" are next door to a diseased state, if not already in
the clutches of mental and physical malady. lack of faith in good things or in anything except the ephemeral is the
chief token of the world's present sickness.
The first step toward health is belief. Let us believe that it is worth while to clean up, and tackle the job
enthusiastically, armed with the trusty broom, the mop and eke the vacuum cleaner.
What if the neighbors are not interested and refuse to cooperate? There is an example in the case of
Epictetus, a slave, who stood alone in the world of Roman corruption and decided upon a line of independent
conduct, whereby his name yet lives in contrast to the forgotten line of tawdry, jazzy wearers of the imperial purple.
History plays up quite a few notable bad women. But this has been explained on the ground that the historians were
men, and in the future there will be women historians to make amore equitable selection.It is indeed time to clean up
and to throw out psychoanalysis along with the jazz and other rubbish.
A neurologist told me that he was asked by many idle, feverish women to analyze them and extract their
complexes. he always refused. He knew of a case of a young girl who was analyzed, and the terrible picture, whether
real or false, that was evoked from the depths of her unconscious self so preyed upon her mind that she committed
suicide. Then there was a gifted young married woman, clever and almost brilliant. She was curious and had herself
analyzed. Next she must needs persuade her husband to be mentally unraveled by the same expert. The upshot was
the discovery that the couple were not ideally mated and could not live together.
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A Wife's Complaint
They obeyed the dictum of the subconscious and are yet separated. It seems more sensible for people to get
a divorce for good, old-fashioned reasons, like the wife throwing flatirons or the husband failing to provide. For
there are no absolutely ideal marriages except during honeymoons and golden wedding celebrations and in stories
and movies.
Speaking of marriage, a reader who lives in the Middle West writes to this office asking why husbands have
gone downhill so after the war. There is a note of sincerity and of personal experience that is touching. "Our
husbands, who before the war were respected and respectable citizens of the community," says the writer, "are now
demoralized to the point where they have no sense of right and wrong, and their brains are so soggy that they cannot
or will not keep themselves up to their former point of efficiency. Their finer sensibilities are so dulled and distorted
that they are more pleased to do a willful hurt than a loving kindness. Many men who served overseas are in far
better condition to-day than others who were stationed at army camps on this side, where they learned to 'jazz around
' night after night in the many places provided for that most vicious form of entertainment.
"There are dozens of women of every class to-day nearing the forty-year mark - a period when they need the
material assurances and the sympathetic understanding that would make those difficult next few years easier and
more certain - who find themselves bereft of the companionship, loving support and also of the financial security to
which they were accustomed and could reasonably expect as their due. Some can find no solution other than the
divorce courts, and what a poor one that may be!
"It is a tremendous task for the trained woman even, to be forced to take over, say, a family of three
children with frail financial support from a husband who gives grudgingly and because the court compels him to do
so.
"The majority of women who have been married for ten or fifteen years are unfitted to make quick,
satisfactory decisions and sudden, big readjustments. Lots of these women will 'go down' along with their falling
men, through sheer physical fear and utter unpreparedness for this phase of the toll exacted by the Great War.
"Those who are able to weather the situation on the financial side are nevertheless shocked and ravaged
quite as hopelessly as the victims of shell and gas."
Signs of Repentance
"What solution can we look for? What do the doctors of the human mind say to give encouragement to the
women whose husbands know them not, or perhaps better, those wives who find themselves married to hostile
strangers?
"Shall they look forward to an eventual righting of the wrong? Or is there no assurance that moral sanity
and just reason and wholesome balance will be restored to these men" It would help many women to get adjusted if
they could know whether they have taken over a life work now, since they are vitually widows.
"Is there a good prognosis for mental sickness of the sort that makes beasts and brutes out of superior and
gentle men?"
This letter brings into relief a new aspect of dance dissipation and of general deterioration. If jazzing were
an innocent and wholesome pastime it would still be a crime because of its injury to the home. How many married
folk who dance are skulkers and deserters from their own firesides? If they do not neglect each other they are
probably neglecting their children. It is a mania of selfish amusement. The idle female jazzer is a poor sort. Worse is
the married male who side-steps his family obligations while practicing the newest movements with strange partners
upon the waxed floor. he has "a right to his recreation," but he did not say that to the court-martial when he took
French leave during the war. There were no apron strings on soldiers, yet every man was held responsible for
conduct that undermined his health and efficiency.
It is quite proper that the writer quoted should mention the financial aspect. Dollars and cents are included
in duty. Wicked extravagance and wastefulness belong to the jazz pastime. A husband who neglects his family to
jazz is a defaulter as well as a deserter. He is wasting home time and money as well as his own resources, his strength
and his character. All this is not yet written in the statute books, but it is equity and will some day prevail.
Will the errant husbands recover from their war dissipation and turn over a new leaf? The signs are hopeful
and indicate a generally affirmative answer. There are economic forces that make for righteousness. The era of easy
living and spending has already passed. A lot of gay Lotharios and their feminine counterparts are now studying the
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want columns of the newspapers. The prodigal husband is coming back home with sincere if inexpensive peace
offerings, taking advantage of the bargain rates in candy. He no longer has important business engagements nights.
The lurid dance itself is going out under the stress of public opinion, municipal regulation and the
enlightened selfishness of the organized dancing profession. The ban of the church has been added, though
somewhat tardily, as exemplified by the action of the Episcopal denomination in and round Louisville.
Yet it would be a mistake to regard the immoral dance as totally routed and permanently abolished. It is a
sensuous poison as insidious and as hard to eradicate as King Alcohol, who yet defies the United States Government
and an army of enforcement officials. Dancing and wine drinking were scriptural pastimes. Whisky and jazz are
modern inventions.
There is a beautiful lake that lies like a jewel in a multiple-curved setting of hills in an Eastern state. At
night it is a fairy paradise under the stars and with the twinkling lights from castlelike dwellings that loom
indistinctly on the edges of cliffs and at the points of jutting, forested promontories. Speedy fireflies of chugging
refrain streak across the dark waters and disappear mysteriously in hidden coves. It is an ideal place to rest and to
commune with the majesty and perfection of Nature.
Amid this paradise the traveler's vision is smitten with a blaze of light. It is a popular dance hall for the
young folks who spend their summers at the lake. Three or four hundred of the best types of American youth,
stalwart lads of bronzed skin and comely girls whose cheeks need no paint, are gathered for their nightly bout of
social festivity. It is a pretty sight at some distance. Closer, you see that these men and women of to-morrow are
jazzing, mostly rather innocuously; only a few extreme postures and movements by certain couples. There can't be
anything very much out of the way, what with abbreviated dance periods, plenitude of chaperons, and refreshments
limited to ice cream and soft drinks.
Perhaps Darwin Was Wrong
But not far away there is a graduate school of the jazz in a fashionable hotel, where the lights burn until
close to daybreak. Here, appropriately in a gaudy cellar room, men and scantily clad women, with a sprinkling of
precocious youth of both sexes, go the dance limit and the drink limit. Nothing is barred.
Satyrs and fauns perform antics that seem to interest only themselves. A young girl with a bandaged arm
snatches up, as she jiggles past a table, a glass of liquor and empties it at a gulp. The episode threatens trouble for a
moment. Apparently the only crime remaining on the calendar or recognized here as such is the theft of liquor,
although the air reeks with the odor of alcohol. The old-fashioned qualities known as modesty and the sense of
shame are conspicuous for their total absence.
The people here are dressed in the conventional style of human beings of the prosperous class. Their
behavior seems to prove that Darwin was wrong; we are not traveling up from but down to the simian race.
Nature's paradise on the lake was profaned, polluted and made utterly distasteful to any normal mind by
these doings. Perhaps it may be all summed up, without recourse to moral code or physical hygiene, in the English
critic's conception of manners. People of good manners respect nature and themselves, enjoy beauty and are satisfied
with wholesome things. The ill-mannered suffer from some kind of an internal kink.
Let's behave ourselves!

JANUARY 6 - VARIETY
ORIGIN OF "BLUES" (OR JAZZ) - By the Leightons (Frank and Burt). In Butte, Montana, when life was
harsh, spectacular, percussive, uncertain, two boys climbed to the cinders from the rods beneath a freight car. They
were explorers. The equipment they packed consisted of a guitar and a banjo. They were pushing deep into the
forbidden regions of the underworld, then flourishing in every American city and, while making a flighty living as
troubadours from bar to bar, from dive to dive, were collecting material which gives the clue to the original sources
of the jazz wave now rippling over the world.
Butte received the wanders well. The silver pieces that flew into the caps of the strollers between numbers
were of generous proportions. For the songs the boys gave were songs native to the surroundings; songs of the
Mississippi river traffic, of the railroad, of the mines and the cattle ranges. Not one could have been printed. Their
most pungent verses were marred, according to accepted standards, by phrases of medieval frankness. What our old
ballads have lost in passing into print, these songs retained.
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In a stuffy room, reeking and rattling with crude revelry, the singers found an accompanist on the piano, a
mulatto girl, hollow-eyed, who turned her back on the throng at intervals to manipulate a hypodermic syringe that
flashed against the brown of her lean arm. With her, the two singers hushed the racket with such choice outpouring
of sentiment as"
Listen now, white folks, while I tell to you,
Coons without a habit are mighty few;
Some have a habit of dressing near,
But my bad habit is to sleep and eat.
I'll tell all you coons you'll soon be dead
If you don't stop sniffin' coke in your head.
There's two bad habits that I have barred,
That's fightin' 'bout the gals an' workin' hard.
Chorus
Oh, that is a habit I never had,
That kind of a habit is mighty bad.
I'm tellin' you, white folks, I'm mighty glad,
That is a habit I've never had.
"Dell's got a song of her own," said the white proprietor, "Let 'em have it, Dell."
The mulatto struck a minor chord and, in a husky soprano, wistful and pain-fought, she voiced the lament of
the forsaken woman "I never loved but one woman's son, Far thee, honey, fare thee well.
And I hope and trust I never love another one, Far thee, honey, fare thee well.
I worked out in the rain, I worked out in the snow
What all I done for that man nobody will ever know.
He woke up one mornin' and skipped with all my dough.
an' just said - Fare thee honey, fare thee well."
Chorus
I done all that a poor ol' gal could do.
I fed him pork chops, cooked him kidney stew;
I even knelt down on my knees and blacked his shoe.
All for that man, that measly man."
That was the first time, or one of the first times, that the Leighton Brothers conceived the idea of
commercializing the pathetic lamentation of the unfortunates of the underworld.
That was an origin of the blues, and the blending of the blues and ragtime created the jazz now prevalent,
although the authentic composition, springing from the deeps of negro woe in haunts of urban vice, is seldom found
in music shops.
The explorers, Frank and Burt Leighton, now standard variety artists, belonged to a group of American
minstrels, most of whom died young after going down into strange places to bring up the songs of negro outcasts, of
cowboy, miner and gambler. The negro was the true singer of that feverish section of America. Before the Civil War,
the negro population was rural. The black man had his sorrows and his 'spirituals" and jubilee songs were chants of
barbaric sombreness. These are preserved intact. Some of the motives have been ambitiously elaborated, but only a
chorus of negro voices can capture the primitive swing and appeal of them.
After the war, the negro quarters of industrial cities began to grow. Black folks and yellow huddled in slums
and the child nature of many succumbed to vice. It is only fair to say that many went up into respectability while the
few descended, but it is also only fair to state that the rag-time melody, which negro leaders are glad to have credited
to their race, grew in lawless haunts. The negro lives at his worst with an abandon utterly lacking in white
debaucherie. He never acquired the hard cynicism of the white sinner. He laughs, loves, fights, gambles with an
ardor, the colder race cannot imitate. When the outburst of hot animalism dies down, and the dicer has lost his last
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dime, the gunman or the razor wielder is in a goal cell, the lover and his mistress are torn apart by jealousy or death,
then the black man's soul is overwhelmed with grief which translates itself into song.
In Memphis, a colored gambler lost his "high-yallow" girl to a rival. He lured the lady back into his clutches
and returned her to the new love, dismembered and packed in a trunk. The lover, who beheld the handiwork of
outraged passion, ran screaming into the street, stark mad. The vengeful one was caught, and while the gallows were
being prepared for him, composed "The Death House Blues," which he played on the piano in the sheriff's home, and
sang with all his heart a few hours before the trap fell from beneath his feet. The song consisted of numerous verses
on the order of the following:
"I'm sittin' in the jail house behind the stone wall
And a grown-skinned gal was the cause of it all;
In the morning at half-past nine, hacks and hearses will form in line,
Friends and relations will gather 'roud to carry my body to the buryin' ground."
To one who has glimpsed the sources of jazz music, there is always a shock to be received when some
sweet, young thing, tinkling the piano in the sancity of a good American Methodist home, sings:
Won't you come home, dear daddy, please, dear, come home
She cries the whole day long.
I'll do the cookin' honey, I'll pay the rent,
I knows I'se done you wrong.
Remember that rainy evein' I drove you out
With nothin' but a fine tooth comb,
I knows I'se to blame, now ain't that a shame,
Dear daddy, won't you please come home!"
(Ed: We know this lyric as "Bill Bailey.")
Whosoever name is on the folio, the song came to being in the soul of some dusky light o' love, dwelling so
far beyond the world of the sweet young thing that its existence is unsuspected by her. Nor does she, or her mother,
or her brother, or her chums, know the real meaning of the words they carol.
Billy Considine, famous in the sport world, sat in Hammerstein's Victoria Theatre, New York, and heard,
for the first time, the Leightons sing their sterilized version of "Frankie and Johnnie."
"I held by breath," he said afterward; "I thought you boys had gone balmy, and I knew if you sang the real
verses there would be a riot. I laid 'Betsy' (his revolver) on my lap and figured I'd do my best to save you from being
mobbed."
But Mr. Considine had no cause for alarm. The minstrel men who discovered the coon song placed it on the
market in strongly censored form. "Frankie and Johnnie," a standard ballad of dance halls and "joints" from coast to
coast, remained obscure to the polite world until published by the Leightons. They have recorded more than 100
original stanzas of the ballad. Versions and tunes are varied. How barren and how empty are the words in print when
once they have been heard to the mob and twang of guitar, with a mixed company of harmonists to join the refrain:
"He was my man, an' he done me wrong."
Frankie she was a good girl, most everybody here knows,
Went out and spent most a hundred dollars for Johnnie's new suit of clothes.
'Cause he was her man, but he done her wrong.
Some of the conclusions of "Frankie and Johnnie" are as follows:
Frankie she dashed around the corner, peeped through a window so high,
There she saw her lovin' Johnnie makin' love to Nellie Bly
Oh, Lord, my man he's doin' me wrong.
Frankie came back around the corner, this time it wasn't for fun,
Underneath her silk kimono, she had a great big 44-gun
Lookin' for her man, 'cause he done her wrong.
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Johnnie he ran down the hallway, cryin' oh, Frankie, don't shoot!
But Frankie she fired her forty-four gun five times with a rooti-toot toot.
She killed her man 'cause he done her wrong.
The Judge he said unto Frankie, there ain't no use to cry to me,
The jury done brought in the verdict of murder in the first degree.
You killed your man, 'cause he done you wrong.
Send for the rubber-tired hearses, go get the rubber-tired hacks,
Take my lovin' Johnnie to the graveyard and never, never, bring him back.
He was my man, but he done me wrong.
The ballad in its reconstructed shape is popular in Y. W. C. A. parlors. "Frankie and Johnnie" is a specimen of the
authentic coon song, and was taken from a true happening.The story of this song's ascent into respectability is the
story of the authentic coon song, not the counterfeit produced in tin-pan alley by the commercial exploiters. The first
line informs the experienced ear whether the jazz composition is real or faked. Few white men have been able to
create the rag-time of the true quality, although many have been skillful in adaptation of the tunes created by
nameless Negroes.
The Leightons, young men yet, represent the only active survivors of the pioneers in the discovery of jazz.
With them, two decades or less ago, were Hughie Cannon, Gutter Wilson, Johnny Queen and Ben Harney.
By what miracle of self-respect and good sense they avoided the pitfalls which swallowed up many of their
comrades, they cannot explain. Hughie Cannon, who wrote, "Won't You Come Home, Bill Bailey," as a sequel to the
Leighton's "Bill Bailey, Ain't Dat a Shame," died in the charity ward of a hospital in Toledo before he was forty.
Hughie's songs, which netted publishers tens of thousands, were sold by him in barrooms where he played the piano
for a living. A round of drinks for the house and a suit of clothes was the price he received for "Goo-Goo Eyes," the
favorite of a season, and is still remembered as the forerunner of the deluge of coon songs.
"Casey Jones" was given out by the Leightons. They frankly admit that their work in connection with this
classic consisted of selecting a series of clean verses and standardizing a tune. Many of the negro ballads require a
variation of the melody with each stanzas, and change the refrain to fit the unfolding of the story. They sold this song
outright for $5,000. No one ever identified the author of "Casey Jones." He was undoubtedly a negro engine wiper in
the railway yards of a Southern city in the United States. A haunting tune and a verse or two start such a song in
circulation. Gifted ones add to it; it grows from town to town; it produces off-shoots; it would die in a few years if it
were not preserved, expurgated, by a publisher. Two-thirds of its character is lost, of course, when it becomes
conventionalized.
Following are some of the songs the Leightons wrote which became popular:
"Ain't Dat a Shame."
"Fare Thee, Honey, Fare Thee Well.'
"I Got Mine."
"There's a Dark Man Comin' With a Bundle."
"Bill, You Done Me Wrong."

"Casey Jones."
"Steamboat Bill."
"Frankie and Johnnie."
"Lonesome Blues."

And numerous other songs which did not obtain such wide popularity.
(Frank and Burt Leighton are the earliest singers of "blues" known in vaudeville. That type of song was
their dependence almost as an act. They have grown to be so strongly identified with "blues," it is expected of them,
especially "Frankie and Johnnie," mentioned by them in the above article. But comparatively in recent vaudeville
times were the "blues" a strange song style to an audience. A minute percentage of the audience knew what it was all
about. The Leightons had to work harder in those days to get across the "blues" than, now, when almost all popular
song-singing turns, even to sister acts, are using one or more. The sister acts found the "blues" songs were easy to
harmonize).
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JANUARY 14 - LITERARY DIGEST
JAZZ PLAYED OUT - Peace to the soul of jazz - "though it gave little peace to others!" In such words is
spoken the threnody over the demise of that form of music that came nearest to reviving some of the effects of the
jumping maniacs of the Middle Ages. Dead, we are assured, it is, though some words in commendation were
reported to have been spoken recently by no less a musical genius than Dr. Richard Strauss. The New York Herald
reports that "the decline and fall of jazz has been going on apace during the present theatrical season, as attested by
the success of the non-jazz musical offerings in the New York theater, and the comparatively short runs of the
attractions featuring jazz music." The impetus to the new vogue for sane music, particularly sane dance music, is said
to have been given in Boston:
"Musicians generally, and particularly leaders of dance orchestras, are of the opinion that the
march back to normally as regards dance music started in Boston, and with the Leo F. Reisman
dance orchestra, which has been engaged to come to New York for the first time in 'Good
Morning, Dearie.'"
"Two years ago in Boston, Reisman, the leader of the orchestra, was called upon to put
together a dance organization for the Brunswick Hotel. Jazz then was at its height, and, aside from
clarinets and trombones, the alleged musical instruments of a dance orchestra included such
melody makers as cowbells, whistles, sleigh bells, cocoanut shells, and even tin pans and wooden
rattles.
"Reisman eliminated both clarinets and saxophones, and he informed his trap drummer that he
was to play only the drums, while to the orchestra in general he issued the instruction that it was to
play only the notes indicated by the score, and no interpolated effects would be permitted. Then he
set a tempo and a rhythm. The new tempo was somewhat more deliberate than that usually set by a
dance orchestra, and the rhythm was rather suggestive of a glide than a hop.
"Soon the hotel began to have a most desirable dance following, and Reisman found himself
invited to play for the big social affairs of the big Eastern colleges.
"We do not depend upon our rhythm to create interest,' says its leader. We merely use this
rhythm for its psychological effect. We attempt to make our music melodic, so that the foremost
suggestion to the dancer is a suggestion of gliding and never of jerky, ungraceful movement. We
seek always to give the melody its true importance."
While jazz for dancers is moving off the stage, our reputable composers seem disposed to enshrine it in the
halls of real art. The Chicago Symphony Orchestra recently gave a first performance of "Krazy Kat, a Jazz
Pantomime," by John Alden Carpenter, a piece destined for early production by the Bohn Ballet. The Program Notis
contains this:
" 'Krazy Kat' was composed during the months of June, July and August, 1921; it has not yet
received stage representation. The orchestra for which it has been scored comprises one flute
(interchangeable with a piccolo), one oboe, one clarinet, one tenor saxophone, one bassoon, two
horns, two trumpets, one tenor trombone, kettledrums, "traps," harp, piano and strings. Concerning
the story of 'Krazy Kat' Mr. Carpenter has kindly supplied the following for this program:
"To all lovers of Mr. Herriman's ingenious and delightful cartoons it must have seemed
inevitable that sooner or later Krazy Kat and Ignatz Mouse would be dragged by some composer
into music. I have tried to drag them not only into music but on to the stage as well, by means of
what I have called, for obvious reasons, a Jazz Pantomime.
"To those who have not mastered Mr. Herriman's psychology it may be explained that Krazy
Kat is the world's greatest optimist - Don Quixote and Parsifal rolled into one. It is therefore
possible for him to maintain constantly at white heat a passionate affair with Ignatz Mouse, in
which the gender of each remains ever a delightful mystery. Ignatz, on the other hand, condenses in
his sexless self all the cardinal vices. If Krazy blows beautiful bubbles, Ignatz shatters them; if he
builds castles in Spain, Ignatz is there with the brick. In short, he is meaner than anything, and his
complex is cats."
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JANUARY 30 - NEW YORK TIMES
RECTOR CALLS JAZZ NATIONAL ANTHEM - Dr. Percy Grant Says It is Retrogression and Harks
Back to African Jungle. SENSUALITY, HE DECLARES "It Makes You Clatter on All Fours and Whisk Your Tail
Around a Tree," Says Pastor.
Jazz goes back to the African jungle and is one of the crying evils of today, according to the Rev. Dr. Percy
Stickney Grant, rector of the Episcopal Church of the Ascension. Fifth Avenue and Tenth Street. Dr. Grant preached
yesterday morning on "Is jazz Our National Anthem?" The first part of his sermon was a discussion of the play of
Mr. Rita Lydig. Dr. Grant's finance, and three pews from the front, and was an interested listener.
Dr. Grant said jazz as interpreted in the play meant drunkenness, sex abandonment, domestic destruction,
suicide and "quite a list of other rather unpleasant things."
"Jazz is retrogression. It is going to the African jungle for our music. It is a savage crash and bang. It rings
the bell for full steam astern. Its effect is to make you clatter, and, as Voltaire said, 'to go on all fours.' to which I
would add - and to whisk yur tail around a tree.
"Our great dance music has been profoundly pathetic. It seems to say how fleeting is your Jazz says; 'Cut it
out; don't dream, don't worry about transient things. Seize the day. Don't dream about possibilities of pleasure.' There
is no pathos or no idealism about jazz music. It is for sensation. In the dance, instead of symbolism, it becomes
sensuality.
Says Jazz Closes Our Ideals
"Dancing in itself is a substitute for sex contact. But when it becomes an instrument for a gratification then
the whole psychological process is turned about, and instead you have an injury. Then it becomes the gesture of the
jungle.
"Plato said that whenever modes of music change, morals change. Music changed greatly a few years ago.
We have had stories of all kinds - international and inter-racial.
"Jazz cannot help closing our ideals, even our humanences."
Dr. Grant said a bill was pending at Albany for the regulation of public dance halls. He read from a leaflet
which he said was printed in Albany last week. It said that 65,000 girls had disappeared in the United States in 1921
"without leaving a trace." The rector told his hearers to remember that. If they forgot everything else he had said.
From the dance itself, Dr. Grant said that jazz had invaded other fields of life.
"It is 'jazz', " he said, "when the police, on the orders of a priest, invade a public meeting and stop it; it is
'jazz' when a representative of the Mayor stops a hearing n this happening.
"Perhaps after all, our national anthem is jazz, when you use the final argument. If jazz is our national
anthem, then the Devil's crying argument. 'Go to Hell,' is our national slogan." Dr. Grant described the heroine in
"Jazz," as "the poor little rich wife trying to reform a sensual husband with good books, good music and other
entertainment."
The Trouble With the World
"The trouble with the world today in it is too much concerned with the dancing floor and not with the men
under the floor who hold it up." said Dr. Grant. He quoted an authority who said the three necessities for happiness
were health, peace and competence. 'Does jazz promote any of these three?" he asked.
"Jazz is a picture of the world fiddling, or the leisure of the few, while the rest of the world burns up like
Rome under Nero. "The church is the best remedy for jazz. The words of Christ. 'Follow me,' is the only cure for this
madness."
Dr. Grant praised the author of the play. Before beginning his sermon Dr. Grant criticized the fact that the
Knights of Columbus were permitted to solicit contributions for their local building from public school teachers.
"That is a pretty state of things," he said. "especially as they represent a church which does not believe in
the public school system."
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FEBRUARY - THE LADIES HOME JOURNAL
OUR JAZZ-SPOTTED MIDDLE WEST Small Towns and Rural Districts Need Clean-up as Well as
Chicago and Kansas City
It is an accepted axiom that big cities are wicked, but small towns and rural districts are clean. This view is
not well founded. In some respects the cities are better; for example, because of legal regulation of places of
amusement. The small-town or country dance hall is usually free from any sort of control. That urban accomplice of
evil, anonymity, is achieved in the country by the motor car which takes young folks nightly to distant places where
all are strangers.
Our Middle West is supposed to be a citadel of Americanism and righteousness. Probably it is. Yet a survey
of its length and breadth shows that it is badly spotted with the moral smallpox known as jazz. Its small towns and
rural solitudes can now boast of perfect modernity; they have the same vicious amusement as New York and
Chicago. With the invention of the Afro-American dance, that unholy mingling of the civilized with the savage, they
seem to feel that the last handicap upon rural life has been removed. Take a few random reports of the Federal
Interdepartmental Social Hygiene Board:
"A small town in the mountains of Arkansas did not know what the ultradance was until the daughter of a
local minister came home from college and with a young college boy as partner demonstrated it at a summer hotel.
The people were horrified. It will take a lot of preaching by that clergyman to counteract the effect of his daughter's
conduct."
"At Marshalltown, Iowa, a town of fifteen thousand inhabitants, a country club was organized last spring
and some nice dances were held. It was a great success until the young people came home from college and
introduced the jazz which utterly shocked the elders and resulted in breaking up the club."
"Winona, Minnesota, has been trying to improve its dances, which at last report were somewhat below the
Chicago level. It is difficult for local people to achieve reform unaided. In the small towns you are hitting
commercially a relative who has a financial interest in things as they are.
"There are many fly-by-night dancing places in the rural districts. They are generally vicious. It does not
take long for the reputation of the latest-established place to spread far and wide, and for patrons to arrive from long
distances by means of the automobile. Some of these disreputable resorts are found in decent little communities that
hardly realize they are infected until there is a local epidemic of immorality."
"The barn dance, which used to be an innocent rural festival, has become largely a commercial and vicious
enterprise. A barn is rented by someone for a few dollars. The patronage is not only from the farming community but
from the small towns round, and there is as absolutely no supervision. At Marengo, Illinois, a barn dance has been
run during the summers for the last five years with trimmings of indecency, fighting and drunkenness. Huntley,
Illinois, reports two unsavory places, one a platform dance and the other a barn dance.
"Where barns are lacking, old buildings are used and in default of them an open-air platform is constructed
along the wayside or in a patch of woods."
Women Chaperons Needed
"One point in connection with the reform of dancing is the need of supervision during the intermissions as
well as upon the floor. When the music stops the boys often take liberties with their partners, and the latter seem to
be utterly unconscious of the fact that this is wrong. This gives an idea of the demoralizing effect of the jazz. It is
perhaps logical for young people to think that if liberties are permissible in the dance they ought to be permissible
afterwards. A woman chaperon should always be provided, for girls will not make complaint of impropriety to a
man."
The Social Hygiene Board plans a reform campaign in the small towns, working in part through the
Federation of Women's Clubs, through the organized dancing profession and also by enlarging the scope of the
Public Welfare Department of Illinois. Several of the Middle Western States have public welfare departments
through which this reform might be forwarded. Kansas specifically provides for supervision of recreation by the
Public Welfare Department.
Miss Alice M. Barrows, a field representative of a national welfare organization, has made a special study
of recreations in small towns of the Central States. She is a musical specialist and has worked out scientifically the
relation of music to human emotions, from both the psychological and physiological stand points. Her discoveries
confirm the view that jazz music amounts to a physical stimulus of a degrading kind; it acts exactly like a drug on
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specific nerve centers. It is no less direct in its effect than certain contacts of nerve centers that are witnessed on the
dance floor.
"How does the small-town and rural-dance situation compare with that in the cities?" I asked Miss Barrows.
"It is unrealized in its enormity," was the reply. "There is a greater menace in the rural districts through lack
of knowledge and of intelligent direction than in a city, where the facts are known and effort is made to improve the
conditions."
"Are there any influences in the country town to supplant the jazz?"
"Yes; in some places there is an effort to substitute wholesome forms of recreation, especially such group
activities as entertainments and pageants. There are too few of these places and too many communities where the
only amusement is the public dance hall."
"What is the attitude of rural parents?"
"It is usually a very serious concern for the late hours kept, but little understanding of what goes on in the
dance hall. This again points to the fact that there is not the proper available source of information to acquaint these
parents with the facts."
Somebody Else's Daughters
"Why are rural women, the guardians of American purity, apparently so complacent in regard to the modern
dance?"
"Simply because they do not accompany their girls and boys to, through and from these dances. They do not
know. They assume that things are as they used to be, and implicitly trust their children rather than heed the outsider
who suggests that the pressure of to-day on the shoulders of the growing boy or girl is one almost grotesquely out of
proportion to that existing fifteen years ago. The average parent feels that her son or daughter is maligned by any
suggestion of peril, and that the first duty of the parent is to trust the child. This condition and the tragedy it is
bringing to the children are not due to any lowering of the standards of the rural mothers, but come through the lack
of accurate information as to what their children are really facing and experiencing."
"Are women deficient in sex solidarity?"
"Yes, generally speaking. They do not stand by the girls who are somebody else's daughters. Men who 'pick
up' girls complacently ignore the presence of mature women and generally without interference. Take the case where
a young waitress in a town's best hotel was persistently besought by an elderly man, who felt absolutely safe so to do
in the presence of two other women in the room. It happens everywhere."
"What else have you noticed in your travels?"
"Women have comparatively recently come into possession of facts long known to men. shocked by what
they learn, their reaction often is to shut their eyes and turn away, to deny the facts and to regain the comfort of
ignorance. But it is the duty of each woman to undergo the agony of informing herself through contact and
experience what is the general level to-day of the recreation into which young folks are forced by the social mode."
"Can you give some examples of parents who evade the facts?"
"Yes," replied Miss Barrows. "In one county a mother actively resented my approaches to the community in
behalf of an effort to better their recreation. To my certain knowledge, but unknown to the mother, her son is morally
delinquent.
"In another county a leading citizen went far out of his way to refute the need I was showing for leisure-time
activities to interest the young people. I warned him, with the rest of the public, that no man's son or daughter with
leisure time unguarded should be considered wholly protected. A short time afterwards his own son was reported to
me as involved in a delinquency that will require judicial action. This father does not yet know that his son is a moral
and legal offender."
"Supervision after the dance is as essential as in the dance hall, is it not?"
"Perhap seen more so. The nature of the music and the crowd psychology working together bring to many
individuals an unwholesome excitement. Boy-and-girl couples leave the hall in a state of dangerous disturbance. Any
worker who has gone into the night to gather the facts of the activities outside the hall is appalled, first of all perhaps,
by the blatant disregard of even the elementary rules of civilization, the absence of privacy in conduct that in many
cases is amenable to the statutory law and always to the moral law. I wish the mother who trusts her child could
realize into what a night she sends that child. We must always expect a few casualties in social intercourse, but the
modern dance is producing little short of a holocaust.
"The statistics of illegitimacy in this country show a great increase in recent years," said Miss Barrows.
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River towns along the Mississippi maintain to a degree their traditional reputation with modern trimmings
of Jazz and bootleg liquor. I found a typical ensemble in Davenport, Rock Island and Moline, three small industrial
cities which face each other across the Father of Waters and are practically as one. Divided authority between two
states, Iowa and Illinois, accounts in part for loose conditions. A welfare worker in Davenport complained that Iowa
lacked social legislation; for example, no age limit to keep mere children out of dance halls. Davenport has no
municipal regulation of dance halls whatever.
Some time ago a low type of dance hall was operating across the street from a city police station and young
men were taking girls out of the hall to closed cars parked along a railroad viaduct. Instead of return checks for the
young folks who went in and out, the doorkeeper put a rubber stamp imprint on each patron's hand. A policeman is
now stationed at each dance hall, but he is paid by the management. Darkened halls and spotlights are popular
features. River-boat excursions, with dances held below and on dark upper decks, vie with the automobile as a means
to ill ends. Young girls stand at street-car stopping signs, but never take a car. They wait for strange young fellows in
automobiles to invite them to ride. They drive into the country and perhaps stop at road houses.
One girl, who came to the government clinic at Davenport for treatment, had an automobile pick-up history
and justified her lapse by saying "You know, no girl wants to walk home five miles." Those victims of preying
males, if they are recalcitrant, are dropped from cars on lonely roads far out and late at night. This sort of thing is so
universal and notorious that it has become the subject of a vaudeville joke which most audiences regard as quite
humorous. "My wife is a good girl," says the comedian. "She went on an automobile ride - and walked back."
Parents Largely to Blame
Davenport mothers are much like other parents, judging from the one who upbraided the police for taking
into custody her two girls, thirteen and fourteen years old, because they were found in an alley at two o'clock in the
morning. The mother thought they were visiting friends, but said that anyhow the youngsters were all right to be in
the street.
Clinton, Iowa, is an industrial town of nearly thirty thousand population. A municipal clean-up has resulted.
I was told, in throwing the scum to the outskirts and the small towns in the vicinity. A questionable dance pavilion in
the outskirts ran full blast the past summer and the parking of cars in a lonely street from the place was a notorious
feature. Girls of fourteen or less were among the patrons. H. C. Oakes, probation officer, said he had discussed with
the county judge the question of holding parents responsible for the illicit behavior of their children. If this could be
done it would help the situation a good deal, for parents are largely to blame for the present alarming waywardness
of youth.
A traveler through the Corn Belt, looking for evidences of progress, like silos, tractors and hard roads, was
puzzled to account for numerous wooden structures at crossroads and in groves. He asked a companion whether
these structures had something to do with a new agricultural idea.
"Yes," was the reply; "those are jazz platforms. In some places the saxophones make more noise than the
threshing machines. The farmer is getting all the advantages of city life right at home."
While in Chicago I verified the dance-hall situation as outlined in a previous article of this series. Doubtless
the metropolis of the Middle West has more dancing than any other city, and its dance halls are generally larger than
elsewhere, one of them having a capacity of ten thousand persons. A number of these places are quite palatial and
fairly deserve the title of ballroom, which the organized proprietors are trying to substitute for the older term with its
unsavory connotation. A combination of enlightened selfishness on the part of owners and of public-spirited service
by a few women has done much to purify the dance in Chicago. If there is something yet to be desired, the
responsibility is more with the public than with the proprietors. The music has been improved by use of faster tempo,
toddling and shimmying have been modified or barred, many details of conduct regulated and a closer supervision
practiced.
College and high-school students in Chicago have been largely drawn into the maelstrom of the ultradance.
A professional teacher of dancing told me that his classes included forty-five members of the faculty of Hyde Park
High School. These faculty members are learning to dance partly for their own pleasure and also to keep tabs on
student dancing.
A Chair of Applied Dancing

- 320 -

Officials of Northwestern University, which is coeducational and has about seven thousand students,
admitted that there was a college dance problem. There are about fifty dances, as officially reported, held yearly. It is
hard to insure any proper regulation; supervision is perfunctory.
Assistant Dean Terry, who heads the amusement board at Northwestern, thought it might be a good idea to
have a chair of applied dancing or a dancing teacher, who would handle the whole problem, including the
democratization of dancing.
The University of Michigan at Ann Arbor, has its troubles with the jazz. The Junior Hop for 1921 was
canceled because the students, preceding this event, had flagrantly broken the regulations laid down by the faculty
for conduct at dances. The students were very contrite and made all kinds of promises to be good, but in view of the
fact that they had broken the same promises the year before the faculty was obdurate.
Iowa State College, at Ames, which is agricultural, scientific and domestic in purpose, made such an
extraordinary record of continuous stepping last year that I hesitate to quote the figures given to me. Apparently
there were a dance and a half every week night of the year and several for each holiday. The college has a good set
of printed regulations for dancing, including the rules of the American national Association of Dancing masters. I
saw a chastened from the toddle at Ames. One thing, there are fewer spoiled youngsters in such an institution than in
the large city and Eastern colleges. Many of the students are working their way, and the isolated environment is a
favorable factor.
The University of Missouri, at Columbia, also has the advantage of isolation. Miss Eva Johnson, dean of
women and a fine stalwart type of southerner, said, "We are like a big family here and do not like to discuss in public
all the details of family affairs," very smilingly and pleasantly. "Yes, we have reports on all dances, and chaperons."
Dean Johnson thought it might be well to have a teacher of dancing. She does not care for the modern
dance, but tries to be tolerant and thinks the youngsters do not get the harm that seems obvious to elders.
At the University of Illinois, at Urbana, Miss Ruby E. C. Mason, dean of women, said that she recognized
the difficulty of to-day's problem with youth. She had earlier tried out the mandatory method and failed. Her effort
now was to build up character by personal contact. She thought her institution was favored by environment, more
supervision and contact being possible than in urban centers. Deans of women in Eastern colleges, though deploring
the modern dance, have fairly been forced to surrender to it; the universal fashion has been too much for them. At
Urbana this situation has not arrived. There are here no printed rules to regulate dances, but students are told what
conduct is objectionable and violators are disciplined. There is a system of permits, reports and chaperonage.
Youth Needs a Perfect Model
Dean Mason attends the larger dances and acts as hostess, all couples being introduced to her. This has a
psychological effect, for each student feels that he or she is ever under the eye of authority and must keep up
company manners. It is also useful to work through the principle of group honor and pride. All girls are encouraged
to join sororities, since it is easier to exercise control over groups than over individuals. Recently a new girl in a
college boarding house was reported to be smoking cigarettes, and all the other girls in the house threatened to leave
unless she was put out. This was cited to show the attitude of University of Illinois girls on cigarettes, which are said
to be officially permitted in some Eastern women's colleges.
One educator observed that a poor example to youth was set by many faculty members who smoke, drink
and dance just like men of the world. One must sympathize with the need of youth to have perfect models and also
with the teachers who want to act like regular human beings.
Kansas City does not have so much dancing in proportion to its size as some other cities. It makes up in
intensity for what it lacks in quantity. A municipal regulation to modify the jazz was promulgated last fall and was
generally ignored. A dance-hall owner excitedly informed me that it was nobody's business, not even the city
authorities' how he conducted his place of amusement. he and his patrons were a law unto themselves. The last
statement was obviously true; and even more so at another resort where several hundred young girls and boys
shimmied and toddled in a haze of cigarette smoke. Youth here was not beautiful. It was prematurely aged, pale,
seamy of visage, crafty of eye. The place was an academy of the underworld. After seeing the hapless juveniles, it
was easy to believe the statement of my expert guide, a police reporter for the Kansas City Star, that the district was
tough and every other house harbored a crook.
From the dive to the genteel dance floors of Kansas City's best hotels gave a contrast. What a gulf separated
the top from the bottom! There was an immense difference - physically, none at all morally.
America will perhaps heed the practical argument that her civilization, regarded only from the standpoint of
material efficiency and welfare, is gravely imperiled and can no longer endure the widely prevalent conditions of
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rottenness. We are dancing on an inclined platform that slopes into the bottomless pit of impotent and inferior races.
Let's quit! Safety first! Let us find excitement in straight and wholesome activities. Every human being can enroll in
the big struggle of momentous consequence now going on - to keep from warbling and upon an even keel the world,
America, one's own neighborhood and oneself!

FEBRUARY 12 - NEW YORK TIMES
TWO-STEP TO JAZZ SENT BY WIRELESS - City College Club Also Offers More Serious Strains to
Dancers Who Prefer It.
Dancing to "jazz" played miles away, made possible by the wireless telephone, is the latest innovation of
the new City College Club at 46 East Fiftieth Street. This is probably the first college club in New York that has
installed a radiophone for dancing and concerts.
The work of installation commenced several days ago, said Bernard Naumburg. Chairman of the Building
Committee, yesterday. Receiving its musical message from both the Radio Corporation's apparatus at Roselle Park
and Westinghouse's transmitter at Newark, the club is able to offer its members and their friends a varied program. If
the consensus of those present is that "jazz" is wanted, the wireless transmitting "jazz" will be called upon. A
classical audience, on the other hand, will be given concert music. If this kind can be coaxed from the air.
"We are dispensing with most restrictions that other college clubs impose on their members," said Mr.
Naumburg. "It is rumored that some clubs have increased their membership because drinking is permitted, despite
Mr. Volstead's formal declaration forbidding it. Nothing harder than near-beer is drunk in the City College Club.
"We make our appeal for membership on the social advantages offered. The large and beautiful diningroom is opened all day for members and their friends of either sex. We welcome ladies to our club-house and delight
in pleasing them as well as their member hosts. After theatre, they can come and eat and dance, enjoying the true
spirit of sociability."
Mr. Naumburg announced that at a dinner attended by about twenty alumni and non-alumni, a week ago.
Adolph Lewisohn, the philanthropist, pledged $3,000 to the club. Other contributions swelled the total to $8.5000.
The contributors included Judge Julius Mayer, Herman A. Metz, Joseph Buttenweiser, Robert F. Wagner, Dr. Joseph
H. Klein, Louis M. Josephtral, Edward B. Ley and Albert Weiss.
Of the 6,600 letters sent out to graduate and non-graduate alumni, only 300 have declared their
unwillingness to join the club. It therefore has a potential membership of 6,400. Mr. Naumberg said. He urged
therefore that those who desire to become affiliated with it and make use of everything that it offers, communicate at
once with those in charge.
There are perhaps 15,000 former City College students who did not receive letters from the club. It is Mr.
Naumberg's wish that all write to the clubhouse for membership cards. He warned, however, that the membership list
might soon be closed, because of the present limited facilities to accommodate all that planned to join. Dues are $15
a year.

FEBURARY 18 - NEW YORK TIMES
ABOUT BOOKS, MORE OR LESS: IN THE MATTER OF JAZZ. by Simeon Strunsky. As we go to press
the country is still waiting for someone to rise and demonstrate two truths for which the world cries aloud" (1) That
President Coolidge represents the perfect embodiment of the spirit of jazz in the realm of statesmanship, and (2) that
the Constitution of the United States is the most wonderful effect ever produced at any one moment by the lungs of a
man operating a strangled saxophone. These two things must be true, because Mr. Coolidge and the Constitution of
the United States are obviously part of the civilization of this America whose inner meaning is so satisfactorily being
revealed in terms of the cabaret ensemble.
Mr. W. J. Henderson in this month's Scribner's presents something more than an apology for jazz. He
assigns jazz a high place in the high art of music as it is pursued in the United States, and for the reason that jazz is
native with us. There is, of course, no quarreling with Mr. Henderson's contention that a nation is really creating art
when it uses its own methods for working up the raw material mined from its own soil. That has always been well
understood. Jazz, according to Mr. Henderson, who speaks according to Fred Stone, may be traced as far back as the
year 1895, when Mr. Stone heard it in New Orleans. It was then the accompaniment to a dance known as "Pasmala,"
which Mr. Henderson conjecture to be an improvement on pas a mele. Here the doubt occurs whether this is not
another case of Dvorak and negro folksongs. It will be recalled that the eminent Czechoslovak pointed to the slave
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tunes of the South as the native foundation upon which to build a native American music. Later is was demonstrated
that negro folk music was only an evolution from early Anglo-Saxon hymn tunes. The pas a mele would suggest that
behind the New Orleans jazz of 1895 we may yet get back to something from the France of Louis XIV, and no not
native. If the thing does not happen Mr. Henderson is justified in his proud claim: "Jazz need not be a poor thing,
though assuredly our own." And it is our own not only because bred from the soil, but because it expresses us "our
obulitency, our care-free optimism, our nervous energy and our extravagant humor."
What I understand Mr. Henderson not to claim is that jazz expresses everything in the Untied States
entirely, or that it expresses us better than certain other phenomena now visible in the United States. That is precisely
the thesis of one playwright, who, looking about him for the art form most closely suited to American life as a while,
found the answer in jazz. The argument is plausible enough. This is a big country with 110,000,000 people in it,
made up of original white stock, Negroes, Jews, Irish, Poles and all the way through the ethnology numerated in the
immigration law; divisible into mine workers, shopkeepers, walking delegates, mine guards, soldiers, vaudeville
artists and all the other inheritances of Adam enumerated in the United States census on gainful occupations;
addicted to waging foreign wars for safeguarding democracy, lynching Negroes, organizing Rotary clubs and I. W.
W. locals, building cathedrals, modernizing the Bible, violating the Eighteenth Amendment, saluting the flag,
reverencing the mother idea and other exercises physical and spiritual, and in endless other ways presenting us with a
world such as, according to William James, confronts the new-born baby - one big, booming confusion. And how
can this world be better described than in the accents of jazz?
The picture is true enough. The only difficulty is that it is too true. It is a way of looking at life in the United
States that has been applied on different occasions to looking at life in the land of Uz in the time of one Job; and in
looking at Greece in the time of Aristophanes; and in looking at England in the time of Elizabeth, when one man
discovered the perfect jazz formula - "a tale told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, signifying nothing," and since
then everywhere. Life everywhere and from the beginning has been interpreted by two rival schools as either full of
purpose or full of jazz. American life no more compels you to view it as jazz than life in Germany does; if jazz is the
way you choose to view it. And the proof of it is, of course, in the fact that the jazz drama or the expressionist drama
comes to us from post-war Germany. If there had not been German expressionism it is reasonable to suppose that an
American dramatist would not have thought of jazz as the very voice of America.
So much, then, for the saxophone and the tom-tom as peculiarly native to the soul of this nation. No doubt
they express our ebulliency, our optimism, our energy and our extravagant humor. But I imagine these qualities
could be found in other nations, at least in sufficient degree to meet the needs of a formula. If it had happened, for
example, that jazz originated in England instead of being borrowed from us by the English and by them worked quite
as hard as we do - if jazz had originated in England, it would have been possible to say that jazz expressed the
ebulliency of the Elizabethans, the carefree optimism of a Charles James Fox, the nervous energy of a Nelson and the
extravagant humor of a Samuel Butler. It would be stretching things a bit, perhaps, but I have seen worse things
happen in the most solemn histories.
From the chill atmosphere of abstract speculation let us now descend to a few facts about this supposedly
jazz-motivated land of ours. In the course of five minutes I find myself jotting down seven heads' of discourse which,
with another five minutes to spare, might be expanded into fourteen or twenty-one. Somewhat elaborated, the topics
present themselves as follows:
1. President Coolidge. I find it hard to think of the President's mind processes or emotions as expressing
themselves in the jazz rhythm; and yet Mr. Coolidge is generally admitted to be fairly representative of the
countrymen over whom he presides. In any case, a very noticeable majority of his countrymen have declared that
Coolidge is what they like. And as I look back over the Coolidge annuals of the last six years as Governor, Vice
President and President, I find it utterly impossible to think of his standing the slightest chance in any jazz
competition with Lloyd George, Mussolini, the Moscow Expressionists, the three British general elections within the
space of two years, the eight German Cabinets within the space of five years, or the extraordinary orchestral effects
that have been going on in the most classical of all lands, in China, under the inspiration of Messrs. Sun, Chang, Wu,
Lu, Chi, Tuan and Luang. Compared with the jazz of other Governments our Administration is Beethoven at his
serenest.
2. The Constitution of the United States. After 138 years it is the same dear old classical composition.
During this period France has jazzed through three monarchies, two empires and three republics. Great Britain has
experimented with Whig oligarchy, Whig democracy, four great franchise revolutions, the Empire and the British
Commonwealth, has had a fling at Labor Government and has even made tentative approaches toward a shimmy with
the Soviets But, what is the use of calling the roll of a foreign world that has jazzed itself out of recognition? For us
the Constitution is still the Ark of the Covenant, altered radically only once, in respect to the Thirteenth and
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Fourteenth Amendments affecting the negro. There have been other amendments. The popular election of Senators
amendment has enabled the people of the States to elect exactly the same kind of Senators that used to be elected by
the Legislatures. The woman suffrage amendment has increased the Republican vote by three-fifths and the
Democratic vote by 60 percent. The prohibition amendment, as I am informed, has not quite revolutionized the
ethics or the morals of the American people. It is odd, is it not, that the very same persons who deplore the American
people's blind devotion to an antiquated character of government should be the persons who think that the spirit of
America is jazz.
3. Our party system. It is no longer true that every Englishman is now born either a little Liberal or a little
Conservative. It certainly is not true that he stays where he is born; and so in other countries. Lloyd George began as
a radical, progressed to Liberal, developed into Coalitionist, is suspected of planning to become a Nationalist. Of
Winston Churchill no details are necessary; in the matter of partisanship Mr. Churchill holds a commutation ticket.
Across the Strait of Dover there is M. Briand, who began as an anarchist and is now conservative; M. Millerand, who
began as a Socialist and is now accused of royalism Signor Issomino who began as editor of the ultra-Socialist
newspaper Avanti and now suppresses newspapers. But in America men are born Republicans or Democrats and
their grandsons die Republican or Democratic. Compared with the jazz of European politics ours are Johann
Sebastian Bach.
4. The mother idea as enshrined at Rotary Club conventions, in the American Magazine and on the
vaudeville stage, and roughly handled by the jazz interpreters of America. If the mother chant, as we raise it, is bunk
it is part of an international bunk. It is a hypocrisy we share with most nations and in which we are surpassed by
some. On the basis of what I have read it is my impression that the country which goes in most heavily for the
maternal blah is classical, logical, sophisticated France. The one faith which the Paris boulevardier holds to, as far as
I have read, is his faith in maman. A generation age DuMaurier summed it up
I am gai. I am poet. I dvell Rupert Street, at the fifth. I am svell.
and I love my mamma. And the English I speaks him quite vell.
5. We stifle, as I am frequently informed, under the dead hand of Puritanism; but no one has as yet ventured
to find the essential jazz throb in Cotton Mather and Jonathan Edwards.
6. We are the most capitalistic nation on earth. That is probably true if you define capitalism as laissezfaire
for the individual. But to the extent that we still think in the Cobden rhythms of seventy-five years ago we cannot be
accused of going in for the newer economic dances. Read the history of our late Farmer-Labor Party and there is but
one answer: Not for us the Socialist saxophone, the Syndicalist trombone, the Guild castanets. We may be hopeless,
but emphatically we are not running wild.
7. Ku Klux: At first sight this is a jazz manifestation. Actually it is as regular a beat in our national rhythm
as the procession of the equinoxes. A generation ago it was A. P. A. Two generations ago it was Know-Nothingism.
The historians have traced it much further back. A nation that can so perfectly systematize its emotional sprees is not
a jazz nation. It is a model of self-control.
8. The farmer. His case strongly suggests the Ku Klux. Once in a generation the American farmer goes in
furiously for jazz; but the external phenomenon does not in the least correspond to an inner, spiritual reality. It
depends entirely on wheat prices at Chicago and Liverpool. Less than a year ago the Northwesterner was as wild as
any cabaret impresario on Broadway. Today he is as calm as the Parthenon. So here, too, there is an eternal law
beneath the troubled surface. When men are regularly wild at 90 cents a bushel and regularly Tory at $2 a bushel
they are not jazz victims. They are in tune with the infinite.
9. Local genius. Against the spirit of regionalism the forces of evolution beat in vain. It is not only
Massachusetts, there she stands. The Southern, there it stands, always down on the negro. California, there she
stands, always after the Chink and the Jap. Pennsylvania, there she stands, always after tariff revision upward. New
York, these she stands, always torn between the resolve to despise the American hinterland and the passion to be
loved by the hinterland. Herrin, there it stands, gun-play in the agricultural age thirty-five years ago, gun-play in the
industrial age today. We are classical.
Glancing back over the schedule I find my seven heads of discourse turning into nine. That perhaps may be
due to the jazz influence. At any rate, this is the thought to carry away for the day: How can a civilization which has
been so severely stigmatized as stick-in-the-mud, creaky, antiquated, anachronistic, suppressionist and in every other
way hostile to adventure, questing, experimenting, Life - how can such a civilization be described as jazz?
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MARCH 4 - VARIETY
SCOFFS AT FEAT OF JAZZ - Boston musician declares it is worse than jazz itself. There is more danger n
the fear of jazz than in jazz itself, according to Henry L. Gideon, musician and lecturer, who is conducting a course
in the appreciation of music at the public library. He urged parents to point out to children all they really enjoy in
jazz is taken, often bodily, from good music and to show them in a simple manner that they can get more fun out of
worth-while compositions. In my opinion, he added, many of the sentimental waltzes of former generations were far
worse than jazz and it is strange that no one objects to the extreme sensuousness of certain operatic music."

MARCH 3 - NEW YORK TIMES
PRIMITIVE SAVAGE ANIMALISM, PREACHER'S ANALYSIS OF JAZZ - Syracuse, March 2 - "Jazz
may be analyzed as a combination of nervousness, lawlessness, primitive and savage animalism and lasciviousness,"
said the Rev. Dr. A. W. Beaven of Rochester in his civic Lenten sermon here today.
"It has gotten beyond the dance and the music and is now an attitude toward life in general. We are afflicted
with a moral and spiritual anemia for which the Church has the only transfusion that will cure."

MARCH 8 - NATION
MUSIC - MARKING THE MILES - There are times, it seems, when jazz may be regarded as a virtue.
Such, perhaps, as when some patriotic composers content to sound its rhythmic possibilities rather than its capacity
for noise, humanely modifies it from a national nuisance to a national characteristic. These instances, of course, are
rare. But when, in addition, the composer happens to be a John Alden Carpenter who turns its noisy commentaries
into philosophic reflections, and its shuffling rhythms into the exalted intricacies of the ballet, then the very isolation
of its position gives it a certain national significance. Thus the first of the Concerts Internationaux de la Libre
Esthetique, which introduces Mr. Carpenter's Jazz Pantomime, "Krazy Kat," took on some-what of the nature of an
historic occasion. As its name implies, the ballet was inspired by George Herriman's famous creation Krazy Kat who,
according to Mr. Carpenter, is "the world's greatest optimist - Don Quixote and Parsifal rolled into one." And the
scenario, written by the cartoonist himself doing with the adventures of this here with the "cat complex -.........moral
antithesis, Ignatz Mouse. The result has been seen as broadly popular in its basic elements; aristocratic in my
....demands, and, at the same time, so consistently American in its viewpoint that neither Adolph Bohm who staged
and danced it, nor George Barrere, who led it, succeeded in repressing a peculiarly native flavor. Their failure was
due to no lack of artistry, but merely to the fact that one was a Russian and the other a Frenchman. And there was a
certain thrill and a certain sense of emancipation in the realization that here at last was a representative work by a
representative music that was neither sectional nor racial in its inspirational sources, that so purely American that it
required a strong national consciousness on the part of its interpreters.
Because of this, it may serve as a guide post in our quest for "the great American composers"; for although
musically it does not equal much that Mr. Carpenter and other of his compatriots have written in this form,
aesthetically it points the way to that spiritual independence without which we can not have artistic liberation. How
much we have already accomplished can not be accurately gauged. It is an age of no great outstanding musical
genius, but rather of feverish activity and ruthless experimentation, and just which nation will bring forth the next
standard-bearer is still beyond practice. For this reason we have need of such organizations aside. Concert
Internationaux and the still newer International composers Guild Inc. The former, founded by the charmingly, gifted
composer and pianist Poldowski (Lady Dean Paul.) has been granted with the aid of George Barrere and his Little
Symphony, a number of interesting works in the modern idiom; the latter judging by its prospectus, promises an even
wider variety.
Various critical methods of examination have been tried of course, and a most ingenious one was used
recently by Ernest Newman, of the Manchester Guardian, who supported that "If any rich lover of music wants to do
the art a service, he might contribute 50 lbs. or so to every big orchestral concert in the country on condition that the
program contained at least one modern work of this type." In this way, Mr. Newman claims, by letting it be heard
"two or three times, it would be put in its proper place in the scheme of things and shown to belong to the past rather
than to the future, and adds to that "the music of today is for the most part that of second and third-rate minds," in
which list category be put the Strawinsky, and Schoenberg of today, Mallpiers, Casella, Honegger, Poulenc,
Milhaud, Orstein, and Prokofieff. These men, he continues "are richer in negative than in positive qualities and know
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quite well what they do not want to do; they do not want to be romantic, or to write like a German, or to develop
their musical texture on the ordinary lines.
Unfortunately, in sharpening his wit in his prejudice Mr. Newman ceases to enlighten. Just why, for instance
these composers should want to be "romantic" or to develop their musical texture on the ordinary lines," he fails to
explain. Or why, too, being for the most part Italian, French and German and Russian, they should want to write like
a German, any more than a German should want to write like them. As a matter of fact, Schoenberg is a German,
writing like no one put himself as one, and influencing most of Europe in the process. To which particular German,
then does Mr. Newman refer? Moreover, he further assumes that "two or three" performances of a new work will be
sufficient to reveal its mediocrity; yet experience have taught us that in spite of the fact that symphonic programs
have been featuring for years certain so-called classics of second rate and third-rate equality, their inner deficiencies
are still to be generally recognized. And so it is difficult to believe that all of the composers whom Mr. Newman
mentioned have merely been leading us away from the high road of musical development into blind by-paths of
meaningless cacophony. His analysis is too sweeping in its conclusion and smacks too strongly of the pedant. After
all, a work of art must first be felt before it can be distilled through the brain. The true decision, then, rests perhaps
with Vienna, that city of old traditions and high artistry. There, while the rest of the world has been ridiculing, they
have been trying to understand. Solely for this purpose they have organized a society which has been meeting once a
week for several years. The members do not attend for social purposes, for paying homage to any one composer, or
for indulging any feeling of nationalism. Their clothes are shabby, their bodies undernourished. Yet they not only
pay annual dues but buy the score of the new work to be presented, pocket editions of which are for sale before the
meeting. When the performance is over, they neither laugh nor hiss nor applaud. They are there to learn, not to
judge, and the guiding spirit of all is Arnold Schoenberg. Henrietta Straus

MARCH 18 - LITERARY DIGEST
STUDENTS IN ARMS AGAINST JAZZ - Jazzy tendencies among Chicago's high school pupils are to be
suppress by the pupils themselves, their leaders having decided on this course after an alarming state of affairs had
been brought to their attention. Other methods having failed, we are told, an appeal to parents to save the high school
girls and boys from the effects of jazz music, "shimmy" dances, "lovers" lane" automobile rides and immodest dress
was circulated by Superintendent of Schools Peter A. Mortenson. A "troublesome three percent," is held responsible
for what is described as a serious situation, and the ninety-seven per cent, comprising the better element is said to be
determined to enforce a stricter standard of morals among the offending few. For two years, we are told in the
Chicago Journal, principals and teachers have been studying the complaints that the present-day school boy and girl
are deteriorating morally. All sorts of expedients - school dances, community centers, and socials - have been tried in
an effort to check the students' "increasing tendency to worldliness," and finally it was decided that the cause of most
of the trouble lies within the home and that it is there that initial reform must be started. Recently several scandals are
said to have been disclosed, and it was discovered, according to the Journal, that there were organized systems
promoting immorality among high school students. In his appeal, which is endorsed by the high school principals and
deans, superintendent Mortenson holds that "the greatest force for good in the school is the sentiment and public
opinion of the main student body," and the students, with their parents, are urged to cooperate with the school board
in setting standards and in restraining the less responsible. In defining the causes which have been productive of so
much trouble and scandal, the statement, as it is quoted in the Journal, sets forth:
"We believe the modern method of dancing has done much to break down respect for womanhood.
"We feel that no effort on our part can counteract this evil unless the parents realize the danger and
help us maintain the standards.
"We believe that jazz music has done much to corrupt dancing and to make it impossible for young
people to learn the more refined forms of dancing, at the same time vitiating their taste for good
music.
"We believe that the unrestricted use of the automobile is another demoralizing influence, and that
parents who allow boys in their teens to take high school girls joy riding are doing much to break
down the moral standards of the community.
"We believe that in accordance with the State law, pupils should refrain from smoking.
"Extremes in dress are deplorable. We believe that mothers should know that modesty and
simplicity in high school girls' costumes are most helpful and uplifting to the school ideals
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"We believe that young people of high school age should keep early hours and devote five
evenings of the week to their high school studies.
"We believe that parents should be invited to share in the patronage and chaperonage of all school
functions.
"In as much as our greatest concern is to preserve the wholesome elements in the characters of our
young people, and to insure a development into a strong manhood and womanhood, with a will to
combat evil, the superintendent feels that he has a right to the active support of the parents in these
matters of standards and ideals."
But the students didn't wait for their parents to act. They began at once, we are told, a concerted movement
looking to reform. "The students can enforce the rules of the schools and the proper standards of conduct better than
any one else," said Fred Bennett, a student leader, as he is quoted in the Chicago Daily News. "If a boy's father, or
the principal, or a teacher tells him to quit smoking he gets sore, but if a student whom he respects tells him to quit
he thinks it over pretty seriously and probably quits." The same psychology is observable in girls, according to this
young philosopher: "If a girl's mother tells her that her shirt's too short she laughs and says everybody wears them
that way - if the principal tells her her skirt is too short she gets mad, but if I tell her - well, she thinks that over. In
our school there are only about three percent, of the students who cause difficulty, but they get written up in the
papers and give the school a bad name." The work of moral reconstruction will not be left to the students without
assistance. Recognizing that mere prohibition only creates a desire for the thing prohibited, the superintendent has
decided in forbidding jazz to encourage the taste for good music by having daily musical programs given by
orchestras, glee clubs, bands and soloists in the school assembly halls. Expressly noting, as did superintendent
Mortenson, that ninety-seven per cent. of the high school pupils are "normal, sensible young people," and insisting
that the harm caused by the offending three per cent. should not bring general reproach on the whole student body,
the Daily News says editorially:
"Youth is impressionable and the bad example of even a small element is likely to have
undesirable effects. 'We are living at a pretty fast clip,' said a noted educator the other day. To
none is fast living more injurious physically and morally than to the young. Rational recreation is
essential, but it is notorious that the line of moderation, propriety and decency is too often overstep
at dancing and other parties, and that some parents tolerate or acquiesce in forms of amusement
and modes of dress that offend good taste or right conduct.
"Educators can do something to correct or prevent excesses, but parents can do much more. The
home may undo or nullify the work of the school in regard to behavior, speech and manners.
parental responsibility can not be shifted and ought not to be evaded. Many of the parents who
lament loss of authority over their children have never really tried to exercise it with anything like
method, firmness or reasonable consistency."
"Sororities and fraternities, the dance, youthful liberties with the automobile, and certain types of games and
entertainments - while the conditions complained of under these headings are pale as compared to the revelations of
Hollywood," remarks The Christian Century, "they ought to be shocking enough to the respectable fathers and
mothers of immature youth. To subject adolescent character to the moral overstrain of such unhedged and
unchaperoned customs is community purblindness."

MARCH 30 - MUSIC COURIER
VARIATIONETTES by the Editor-in-Chief. - Following recent Musical Courier editorials on the subject of
jazz, we have been flooded with letters and clippings on the subject. We feel, however, that there is nothing more to
say even though we read all the communications with real interest. Canon William S. Chase, of Christ Church,
Brooklyn, puts himself on record as a staunch advocate of the Duke Anti-Jazz Dance Bill, introduced at Albany, for
the purpose of punishing persons who permit dancing to jazz music at public resorts. Another minister, Rev. John
Handley, of Ocean City, N. J., declares that "our country is jazz mad and its deadly virus has infected schools,
fraternities and even teachers. Hulbert Footner, one of our best book reviewers, points out that even book authors are
beginning to write in jazz style: "By jazz, I mean in general the staccato note, incisive and averting at its best, flip
and disgusting at its worst." Mr. Footner qualifies, however: "If offhand, graceful and unforced, the jazz style
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achieves a certain note of distinction. One must not look for depth or sustained feeling in jazz, but one is never
bored." The pulpit is on hand again with the dictum of a Syracuse preacher (who wishes to remain anonymous) to the
effect that "Jazz may be analyzed as a combination of nervousness, lawlessness, primitive and savage animalism and
lasciviousness." John Philip Sousa foretells the early decline and oblivion of jazz and says: "Jazz is great for the man
or woman who doesn't know how to dance. It doesn't require dancing to dance jazz. Take the dance away from the
floor and jazz music wouldn't last a week. The flat-footed, knock-kneed, pigeon-toed man, or the man or woman who
hasn't any rhythm or music in his soul is what keeps jazz music and jazz dancing before the public. Jazz is a dance
made by and for the flat-footed man. When jazz is buried, and the funeral is not far distant, it will be buried so deep
that God himself can't find it then - and the flat-footed man and the unmusical souls will be the mourners at the
grave." A clipping from la Revue Mondiale (Paris) puts that serious publication in the position of conducting an
organized campaign against American jazz (meanwhile the cable reports that nude male dancers are allowed to
appear publicly in the French capital) and also that President Milerand and ex-President Deschanel have danced to
jazz strains at various balls. Vice-Chancellor Farnell, of Oxford University, so a missive informs us, has put the ban
on jazz as " a frightful distraction and temptation to students." The muftis of Constantinople got together recently, so
we are told, and put forth a flat prohibiting Turkish women from swaying themselves to the jazz strains of the
American infidels. Gaylord Yost, the composer, sends us a careful analysis and dignified denunciation of jazz and
we shall publish his valuable screed elsewhere.
Meanwhile, you ought to hear Mischa Levitzki improvise jazz on the piano. Really, it is too annoyingly
appealing Germaine Schnitzer, very well known and very gifted pianist, is out with a statement which she makes
extremely amusing but which has an underlying basis of great seriousness. "I have decided upon a step," she says,
"which may draw down upon me much condemnation from those persons who have helped to bestow upon me the
success so far achieved by me. I intend to be guilty of what the musical highbrows call 'commercializing' my art. I
shall take that step at Carnegie Hall on Sunday afternoon, April 9. In other words, I am tired of playing the works of
the great masters for the benefit of the comparatively few who understand those works. I am tired of having my sole
reward consist of laudatory notices in black and white. I desire a few rewards in green and yellow, signed with the
name of the treasurer of the United States of America. To get them I must disregard in a measure my audience of the
past years and create for myself a new audience from those people who love music only because it is melodious. I
know very well what I am doing, I realize that I shall be called an iconoclast, a Bolshevik, a Red; but again I say that
the green and yellow of the reward will not clash sufficiently with the red of the tile to offend my artistic sensibilities.
What is the use of trying to conceal my motives in this matter? I have garnered enough praise since my debut as the
age of thirteen to last me for the rest of my lifetime. I can't eat praise. I can't pay the landlord with it. I want some
financial reward for my years of work and training, and it intend to get it if possible. There are thousands of people
in this country who love music, but who will not attend piano recitals because the programs that are usually played
bore them to death. All-right! I intend to give them programs that will attract by the melody of the selections
regardless of the name and standing of the composer. Beethoven, Bach, Brahms were wonderful masters. Admitted.
Huxley, Spencer, Darwin were wonderful writers, but comparatively few read their work for entertainment. I am not
conceited enough to believe that simply because I play popular music that will make that music good; but I do
believe I can play programs of tuneful music that is good and make it popular. Fully counting the cost of my
undertaking in every way, the program I shall play on Sunday, April 9, at Carnegie Hall, is as follows: (programs
lists a number of 'light classics.)
More power to Miss Schmitzer, the more so because some other performers, like John Powell, Henry
Souvaine, Messrs. Maier and Pattison, and Albert Spalding have performed idealized ragtime and jazz at concerts.
John Carpenter has composed it. Mengelberg has led Strauss waltzes, and Harold Bauer put Albeniz's "Tango" on
his program.

MARCH - NEW MUSIC REVIEW
ARTICLE ON JAZZ - We expressed the opinion some time ago that "jazz" had about run its course and
that the injured were in the convalescent stage. But the Literary Digest claims that it has invaded church music, and
recently a New York daily printed a jazz program that had been traced to an Episcopal church.
Perhaps we were rather premature in being optimistic over the general situation.
Dr. Percy Grant, rector of the Church of the Ascension, preached a sermon only three or four weeks ago in
which he attacked jazz in the following fashion.
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"Jazz goes back to the African jungle, and is one of the crying evils of the day. It means retrogression - a
savage crash and bang that rings the bell for full steam astern. Its effect is to make you clatter, and, as Voltaire said,
'to go on all fours,' to which I would add, and to whisk your tail around a tree. Our great dance music has been
profoundly pathetic. It seems to say how fleeting is youth. Jazz says: "Cut it out: don't dream, don't worry about
transient things. Seize the day. Don't dream about possibilities of pleasure." There is no pathos, no idealism about
jazz music. It is for sensation. in the dance instead of symbolism it becomes sensuality. Plato said that whenever
modes of music change, morals change. Music has changed greatly within the past few years.

APRIL - PIANO TRADE MAGAZINE
THAT "JAZZ" WAIL AGAIN - The reformers are still at it. What they deign to call "jazz" music still holds
the bull's-eye spot in the ubiquitous target which was set up for their special benefit. The daily newspapers, evidently
finding themselves short of good copy and long on surplus paper-stock, sat in on the game, bought a stack of chips
and began to play with the reformers. Now, after four or five years of the over-orchestrated popular music, we are
told that "jazz" is corrupting our morals, damning our souls and prostituting our social life.
Inspired by the verbosity of the reformers several of our music critics have taken it upon themselves to carry
the campaign further, and entwine the player piano and the music roll - particularly the latter. They tell us that "jazz"
music rolls and "jazz" phonograph records are cooperating with the devil and are spreading the "jazz" evil just as
much as the orchestra and the band. All this would be facetious were it not for the fact that many people take the
statements of these reformers too seriously;
In the first place there is no such thing as a "jazz" music roll. It is a physical and a mechanical impossibility
to manufacture a player roll which will play "jazz" music. Those rolls which are called "jazz" rolls are simply
imitations, and the roll cutters to a man have never attempted to fool the public on that score. The rolls which sound
"jazzy" are heavily orchestrated to give that "jazzy" effect, and if the reformers are wailing about anything connected
with the player roll it must be this heavy orchestration and not "jazz."
The PIANO TRADE MAGAZINE does not believe that the verily-orchestrated syncopated music roll is the
best thing for the player piano industry. But at the same time it appreciates the fact that tastes differ, and that a large
majority of roll buyers have been purchasing the heavily orchestrated music rolls. Men like Thomas M. Pletcher of
the Q. R. S. Music Company and Arthur A. Friestedt of the United States Music Company, have testified to this, and
as both are business men of sound judgment they would not tell us that these rolls were good sellers if it were not so.
They believe in giving the public what it wants, and if the public did not want it calls the "jazz" roll, Mr. Pletcher
and Mr. Friestedt would be the first ones to abandon it.
This publication is not putting up an alibi for either "jazz" music or the over-orchestral syncopations in
music roll form. Its own attitude on this question was stated in the preceding paragraph. But it does believe that the
professional reformers are trying to educate the public in the wrong way. To intimate, for instance, that most people
who will listen to syncopated music are rotten to the core, is ridiculous. syncopated music is not necessarily "jazz,"
and if rendered on a music roll it cannot be "jazz." If virtue in this country were to be gauged by the type of music
preferred by the mass of people, and it were assumed that lovers of syncopated music represented the class lacking in
virtue, only an infinitesimal percentage of the people would be found to be virtuous.
There are a large number of intelligent people in America who do not care for opera and the classics. Some
of them may lack culture, but culture is something which most of us acquire as we go along, though we all love to
pretend that we inherited it at birth.Show a group of person a view of real culture in its most pleasing forms, and you
can rest assured that the worthy people in that group will adopt it, in part if not in whole. Hurl it at them and you will
create a bitter antagonism for culture and everything it represents. This is just what the reformers are doing. They are
trying to force their views on the public instead of showing the public the benefits which can be derived from
adoption. That kind of doctrine is dogmatic theology - which is the one outstanding defect in the egregious
arguments of most of our social and religious reformers.
The music roll cutters are not to be censured because "jazz" music secured a strong hold on the public
during the war. The public got its first taste of real "jazz" from the bands and the orchestras, which originally
launched it in the theatre, the cabaret and the dance hall. In the course of time the public wanted to bring "jazz" into
the home. They found that difficult, but accepted a compromise in the form of music rolls which sounded "jazzy"
and phonograph records which reproduced "jazz" music. If the reformers are sincere in the intention to eradicate
"jazz," let them get after those who started the craze in this country, and the mediums which were first to carry it
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through. A little intelligent investigation will divulge the information that neither the player nor the player roll were
guilty.

APRIL - METRONOME
JAZZ AND THE MOTION PICTURE by Jerome Lachenbruch - When we think of the word jazz, zigzag
dance rhythms come to mind. We flatter ourselves with the thought that jazz is a discovery of the present generation.
But the rhythms that we now hear in all dance halls, on many stages and on our phonographs have been used in other
types of musical composition long before their sensuous appeal found its way into popular compositions. Perhaps the
evolution of the popular dance within the last twenty-five years from the waltz, two-step and polka to the one step
and the fox trot has freed composers from the belief that they must stick to the conventional rhythms. What they have
done was to search the possibilities that lay in surprise-rhythms, and to make these the subject of their labors.
Woven into the fabric of many a so-called classical composition are deft rhythmic changes, surprises which,
if persisted in, would have produced the jazz music we know. But the composers of a more remote age used sudden
rhythmic variations for contrast or for purposes of transition from one theme to another. The element of surprise in
them heightened the melodic values and made their compositions more ingenious and entertaining.
Jazz Always Surprises
The characteristic of jazz is surprise, and the effect is produced by quick, daring changes of rhythm. Take
away the melodic quality of a jazz composition and what is left is a variety of rhythms that primitive peoples call
music.
The connection between jazz music and the present day motion picture is not far to seek. A widely known
physician told the writer recently that ours is a nervous age, that two out of every three patients who came to him
suffer from nervous affection. He went on to say that modern events move so rapidly that people have not the leisure
to think about them calmly and that they apprehend life only in emotional terms.
The Jazz Attitude
This jazz attitude towards life is evidenced in our popular literature, our plays, motion pictures, fashions.
Motion pictures, in particular, are filled with sudden surprises and compressed emotional excitement. The popularity
of the films depends largely on the story; that is to say on the conflict presented. If a story on the screen does not
contain a sufficient number of action scenes to please a modern audience, it is usually unsuccessful, no matter how
beautifully the picture may have been made. The sad side of this condition is that the scenes may not have dramatic
significance; they may succeed merely because they are exciting.
Jazzing Up A Picture
Before a motion picture is made, those who arrange it for the screen often discuss what is known as "jazzing
up a scene." Magazine editors, often with their pitiful results, do the same thing with stories that they consider
"tame" in part. In the motion picture studio, however, the jazzing process may mean the introduction of an episode to
heighten the suspense or to increase the interest. Sometimes, the jazzing process is applied after the picture has been
completed. If the photoplay seems too even, many scenes may be deleted entirely or others substituted.
So necessary has the "jazzing up" process become that many studios have specialists whose main duties
consist in inventing scenes that will add suspense and excitement to the film.
Jazz As Interpretation
There is another side to the picture which is, perhaps, indicative of the trend in motion pictures as well as in
music. Since musicians like Percy Grainger and John Alden Carpenter have used jazz rhythms in compositions that
are far from the dance hall variety, others have realized that it has characteristics which are worthy of preservation
because they define the emotional state of an entire generation. But these rhythms are clothed with intellectual
meaning; they are not used merely for effect; they have descriptive and interpretative value.
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In the motion picture, there have been many splendid productions that are jazzy when the story demands it
and Mendelssohn when the "sweetness and light," episodes flicker by. A picture, for example, like Goldwyn's "The
Wall Flower" has many scenes that are undoubtedly of the jazz variety. Events happen quickly and without too much
attention to detail to be disturbing. On the other hand, there are scenes for which Balfe would have loved to compose
the sentimental music.
With photoplays of this kind, motion picture theater orchestras assume a pleasant responsibility. The jazz
spirit is contrasted with homely sentiment, and the change from one to the other is sometimes rapid. This
combination is a modern development in photoplay writing. Ten years ago, we had crude action pictures or slowly
moving, sentimental ones - rarely a combination of the two.
Under the influence of the jazz spirit, motion pictures have taken on a complexity formerly undreamed of.
Scenes that were once considered unimportant have suddenly become essential; and many that were considered
necessary, are no longer used. I need refer only to the type of scenes that show a maid receiving a letter for the mail
and later revealing her on the steps of the house and at the post box. This sort of thing is now taken for granted. The
elimination of scenes that do not help the story along means that all the footage devoted to obvious actions may now
be used for important scenes. Deleting the obvious is a healthy "jazzing up" of the motion picture, and has resulted in
adding terseness and vividness to the present-day photoplay.

APRIL 6 - MUSICAL COURIER
SONG ECHOES FROM THE OLD SOUTH - The Story of Some Negroes of Early Post-Bellum Days and
of Their Songs, Many of Which Have Never Before Been Recorded. by George A. Miller
With whatever care the words of the songs that follow be recorded, and however cleverly their musical
notation be made, it is impossible to convey through any black and white agency the exact effect of these old songs
of the old slaves and their children and their children's children among whom I was born and reared. The music itself
is anything but cultural. When sung it must flow freely and untrammeled by conventional restraints. The negro
himself regularly introduced new little turns and miniature variations, but he sang them always seriously and with
respect and feeling, although white people heretofore have affected to think even his religious songs were "funny." It
must be remembered that I am speaking of genuine folk song, most of it perhaps handed down for generations, and
of a very simple and primitive people and of their very natural and sincere expression through the medium of their
music, and that therein lies (at this late day when serious interest is revived in it) is beauty and its value to the
musical folklore of our country. In this article I have room for only a few of the old negro religious and occupational
songs, the latter term broadly covering his love, work and pastime songs and giving an authentic and an inmate view
of him - a sort of thumbnail sketch of both the singer and his song.
Monroe the Psychic
.
Monroe Brown was coal black (and, by the way, where are all the real black ones now - did you ever think
of that? Is this another one of his "native qualities" disappearing under "white influences?") - but as I say, Monroe
was coal black, and as is often the combination, had a predominance of white in his eyes. His bodily movements
were slow and he was temperamentally silent, but his eyes were quick and shifty. The same description holds good
for "Old Kit," a fat and lazy mule, only the quick and shifty part applied at times mostly to her heels. Monroe slowly
followed his mule down the long furrows, holding his head poised and suspended slightly to one side, not so much to
watch his task as not to disturb his dream. His only perceptible movements were to hold his plow, to walk and to
sing. This was his song, which sometimes he would whistle and sometime he would sing:
O Lord, do my Lord, I break by, by, I break by.
Here he appeals to his God, thinking of his earthly needs - just wants to "git er long," to "break by" - and at
the bottom of it all in a very natural and human way there is woman - his "baby."
A strikingly beautiful melody of intrinsic worth carries these simple words, which Monroe would sing by
the hour in his droning tones:
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And then add a second verse:
Police, Police, why don' you turn me loose, and let me leave dis here Caliboose.
Monroe was psychic about the dinner hour; he used neither sun nor watch, but when 12 o'clock came,
Monroe "stuck his plow" and Kit understood him perfectly. Monroe only sang when he was at his field work; at all
other times he was as silent as he was idle.
Lively Oliver
Oliver Jones was the exact opposite of Monroe Brown. he was a high strung and wiry negro, with the skin
drawn tight over his bony face and body. In response (which he seldom was) he looked like the mummy of old
Rameses the third. Oliver was also distinctly a plow hand. he plowed "Beck," a high stepping, naturally restless,
bony old mule, the mate to lazy Kit. They were well mated - Oliver and Beck. I can see him now pumping out jerky
explosive laughter, as he hollered, "Let's go, Babe;" and as he left the "big house" yard and the other "boys" for the
nearby field, he would hold up his plow by the handle with one strong hand and skip it along until he "struck" his
furrow. Then as old Beck, shaking the dew of the early morning from her restless flank, struck a stiff and steady gait,
with the plow turning the rich and steaming soil, Oliver would open up:

"Spoken: "Git Up Here, Beck!"
Oh mule, on mule move lively, oh move on down de line,
You got ter make er livin' fer dat Lil'l gal of mine.
"Spoken: "Wo Haw Here, Babe!"
Oh babe, oh baby dahrlin', oh lis'en whut I say!
Gwine ter buy yer Lil't finger ring. Gwine pint de wed'n day.
And as Oliver would swing his plow down another furrow, he would shift his song as though it were but the
chorus to the other, and sing:
Comin' down, comin' down, comin' down to Jordan
Den er ha, hae, ha mye Lord, en de mornin' erha, hae, ha mye Lord!
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(And about this time there was a certain little barefoot boy, with stone bruises, stumped toes, dew poisoning
an' everything, following Oliver Jones with his mule and his song, and though he didn't know it, he was being deeply
impressed - and he wasn't to forget.)
A Field Leader
Oliver Swillin had a very numerous family, some twelve or fourteen. I particularly remember three of them Tildy, Tayebaker and Teobonia. It is aside from the point that Oliver Swillin was a sort of a preacher and that on one
occasion my father found a large amount of seen cotton concealed beneath his cabin floor that belonged - not to
Oliver. Tilly was a leader, a great hoe hand, and during the daytime in working hours was possessed of a religious
fervor that was sometimes almost hysterical. It seemed to buoy her up and kept her attuned to her work. She sang
with an exuberation that made you forget she was anything short of an inspired leader, which perhaps, after all, she
was, in a way, with her cotton field full of singing hoe hands Listen:
Jubilee Song.
Somebody ber'd en de graveyard.
Somebody ber'd ende sen.
Gwine ter get up ende mohrnin' shoutin',
Gwine ter sound de Jubilee.
Somebody di'n ende mountain,
Somebody di'n en de daid,
Gwine ter get up en de mohrnin' shoutin',
Gwine ter rise up fum de said.
Chorus
Ef you git dare befo' I do, You runan tell de Lord I'm er comin' on too.
(Plus three more verses.)
And then they would keep time with their hoes, with a backward and forward stroke, a kind of a "lick and a
promise" to this song, "Coronation":

There could be no restraint either in motion or emotion; there was nothing to stop the flood-gates of feeling,
and, what was also quite important, the rhythmic stroke of the hoe
Aunt Sara of the "Battlin' Bone."
Aunt Sara Warren was our washwoman - sometimes our cook. She and one other only, in all the days of my
boyhood down on the farm, did this work for us - so steadfast were our old servitors, even during those days of shift
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and settle, and shift again. She was a deeply religious woman; her smile had fairly to break through the crust of her
austerity, and yet all the time her heart was loyal and right, unconscious loyalty, perhaps, was a part of her religion.
She was very high and lean. She was at her best at the "Battling board," that is, with the "wash pot," the "wash
board" and the Battling stick," a sort of an animated perambulating laundry all within herself. This was aunt Sara's
great song, in a minor key; truly a masterpiece;

Sometimes Aunt Sara would sing another song in a peculiar tempo, and accentuate every syncopation with a
stroke of the battling stick. The poem in this song is, incidentally, most beautiful: :A-Emen Chullun”
Verses:
When Chris was walkin’ hure on earth
II – Er sinful ‘coman kiss Hios robe
Some said He was er spy,
En fall uponde flo,
He heal de bline an’ raise de dead,
En Chris’ He fais her up en say
Go thou an propest-chullun.
“Go thou and sin no mo”=children
Chorus: A-Emen Chullun, A-emen chullun
Chorus
A-Emen Chullun, A-Emen, A-Emen
Verse III: Three fishes en er loaf uv bread
Verse IV: En when dey hang Him on de cross
Wus all day was fur fude,
En stab His body thoo,
But Chris He tek disd little bit
“Forgive dem Father,” Jesus saidEn feeds de multitude-chullen.
“Dey known bot what de do.”=Chullen
Chorus
Chorus
It was in the little cabin home, where the happy company most enthusiastically engaged in the songs and
pastimes that were near and dear to the hearts and habits of the Negroes, that we find them unrestrained and natural.
Here is one song especially typical - a great social and pastime song: "Walkin' on de Green Grass" - a man and
woman, the "lady choosin' de gem'en," would walk or dance up and down in the midst of the company, all the others
looking on, sometimes hand patting, with syncopated triple time, as an accompaniment, together with some one on
the side line calling time until relieved by another, thus:
"Woo de, rip" er, tap er, rip er, tap er, hoo dad-dlee de bum. Woo bing! chu chu!" (Repeat: ad infimitum.)
One couple after the other thus dancing until all of them had "walked on de green grass' at the "Infair" or "Hot
Supper." It was on each occasions that they raised money for the church or some other benevolent purpose.
""Wallin' on De Green Grass."
Walkin' on de green grass, dusky, dusky dark (twice)
So fair so' pretty I chose yu as er Lily.
Han' me down yo' pretty Lil' han'.
An' take er walk wid me--wo!
Dogs in de woods, treein' up squirrel,
Mt true love is de beauty of de worl',
Miss Dinah she love sugar in her tea.
Miss Dinah she loves candy,
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Miss Dinah she can steal all or roun'
And kiss dem pretty boys handy."
The dance would up with a big kiss and then the contribution to the common pot, by the purchase of some
of the food - hot gingerbread, 'lasses candy, hot peanuts' not popcorn, hot 'taters, hot pies, fried chicken - all
contributed, most of it from very mysterious sources.
Chestly of the Primrose Path
Chestly Brown was Monroe Brown's brother. They didn't look alike. They never spoke to each other,
although there was no enmity between them that I knew of - just two utterly different sorts of colored boys. Chestly
had wavy hair - not kinky. Chestly was copper colored - not black. Chestly was a dandy - not a field hand. Chestly
was a cynic, and literally curled his lip at life, though he took everything good naturedly. We boys admired Chestly,
and he liked that, though he took it in the most nonchalant manner. He liked the easy way - the Primrose Path - and
he was most worldly wise, though he had never been out of Anderson County as far as I knew. This was his song,
"The Traveler":
I played cayads in London, I played cayads in Spain,
I'se gwine back to New York to play cayads again.
There was another one of Chestly's songs that had a peculiar, unusual twist to it, a real "big" work song,
which calls for a leader and a chorus refrain on the repeated words and on the last line of each verse,, all keeping
time with their picks:
"Railroadin"
Workin' on de long Georgia line, Georgia line,
Workin on de long Georgia line, Oh Lord.
Workin' on de long Georgia line, Georgia line,
En I don no whut in de worl' um gwine to do, Lord.
Oh meh Donie got er hole en de wall, en de wail,
Meh Donie got er hole ub de wall, Oh Lord.
Oh, mey Donie got er hole en de wall, en de wall,
En er don no whut in de worl', um gwine ter do, Lord."
Then, at the end, came the "holler":

(To a negro then a railroad - a most comprehensive term - was a mechanical miracle, and a heifer the
friskiest thing that moved.)
It is conceivable that Chestly might have swung a pick in a railroad gang (either free or chain) once upon a
time, a very short time though the last verse sounds very much more like Chestly - that he could visit his "Donie" in
her little "hole in de wall," which is another name for her home. I knew him at his best, sitting down cozily in a
corncrib, shucking corn of a rainy day, telling us of his marvelous experiences and great aspirations.
Isham, The Philosopher
Isham Moore was a bachelor, also a philosopher. He had all the physical earmarks of a colored gentleman,
and a man of parts. Had he been educated in his day and time, he would probably have been very unhappy, for at
times he was given to "stud'n" (thinking) and became quite morose. He grew a very pretentious mustache, which
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quite distinguished him, and he had a quiet sense of humor. He sang some quaint songs and he laughed at them in his
quiet, winning way. "Isum" was a master with the women, though nobody ever saw him with one. Here was one of
Isum's little favorites in major and minor ad lib:
(verse)
"Blue Lias."
"Blue Lias," who was "so black 'till he was blue," as they said, was a pure African and glad of it, and a fast
worker. He could pick 400 pounds of cotton a day and did it almost every day. (So could his sister, America Indian
Ola Rice, who was, if anything, a 'little blacker than "blue.") Two hundred pounds was a high average for good
cotton pickers. Blue was temperamentally alert. he was on the qui vive for everything in life. His great explosive
expression was "Boom! Den I shot de nigger!" Then he would laugh convulsively way down in his chest. I've seen
Blue Lias turn up a five gallon can of kerosene oil over his shoulder and take several big swallows and then sweat it
our over his oily hide. I want you to note Elias Rice's own peculiar idea of melody! I think you will say that it is
unique and most expressive. Musicians will understand this little phase of music and recognize a value of which, of
course, Blue was entirely unconscious, but he enjoyed it just the same, and there were others. When he saw it was
about to rain he would suspend his rapid action (he reminded one of a playful bull yearling) whatever his work was,
just long enough to look up and sings

Where did Lias get his idea of correct and harmonious musical progression? His theme was of nature or
natural phenomena and he sang as he felt about it. I wonder how truly he expressed the idea of "er storm er comin?"
Jerry's Banjo Song.
Jerry Johnson was a renter on our plantation, a fine type, a good man and an intelligent negro. There were
several of Jerry's songs, widely different in theme. "Old Granny Hare" was a most peculiar one. These are the words:
"Old Granny Hare." verse
This is another one of Jerry's songs, a "banjo song," quite syncopated full of funny skips which the banjo
fills in most attractively:
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The last time I saw Jerry Johnson, just a few years ago on a visit to my old home, all the scenes were utterly
changed; yet there was Jerry - the same of Jerry - with kindlier lines in his face and a few gray hairs. he had two
great, fat mules, a fine growing crop of cotton, and his check for a considerable amount was honored at our old bank.
Jerry may be able to stand in the middle and almost throw a rock of his land, when, as he said, "You all couldn't see
off'n yourn," and yet with all the acres and all the stock, I question if financially Jerry isn't better off today than we
were then.

The Barber Shop Quartet
Sam Reed, Yance McGee, Joe Norris and Billy Cowan, the latter known as "aromatic Bill," were sportsnight-roamers, out every night, either playing "cayrds" (Seven Up) usually for tobacco (anything from a chew to a
plug), possum hunting or sparking their donies, perhaps all three in the one night. They were all great and most
melodious "hoo-daddlers." Their mellow voices blended wonderfully in this great, reverberating "Yoodle" or "Hoo
daddle" (so called by the "po' whites," but more appropriately "wo-de-oo dle"), sung only at night, the very essence
of negro melody:

My old colored friends now began to be modernized. They sang "part songs" - lead, first and second tenor
and bass. The first time I ever heard real "barber-shop" chords really to know and recognize them, was in a great
song these boys sang, and made immensely popular locally with both white and black - "Whar' was Eva when She
Died." It is "barber-shop" of the most aggravated and virulent type. I am sure every one would recognize it. It has
never occurred to us to flee from it as a disease, for we have contracted it along with our other musical epidemics.
Conscious syncopation as such was then undressed of it had to come some years later, as the story goes,
from the colored slaves of Memphis, Tenn. out of all of which has grown our present day "jazz' - regret it or not, but
in the evolution of American folk songs, these new notes have taken their place. "Whar' was Eva when she died."
was usually sung in quartet form. It called for very close harmony and felt so pat on the suspended chords as
sometimes to cause the obsessed and enthusiastic quartet to break from its affectionate stranglehold argued each
other's neck, shout with delight, and indulge some wild and exuberant and entirely irrelevant excitedness as , for
instance, when "Stuttering Sam would say, M.M.Mr. Faud, Oh! Oh! M.M. Mr. Constable - p.p.please take d'dat d-ddead n.n.nigger o-off d-de side w-walk." Yance would spin around ad laugh and scream falsetto -like, Bull would
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give his staccato guttural grunts, and Joe would exclaim "Odngity!" And then with a scream of delight they'd jump
together and lock up for another round, only to explode again at the next great barber-shop chord.
Verse
The "Gorilla."
George Sadler was a ditcher, a ditcher of the lower lands, a man of prodigious strength, who could throw a
huge shovelful of thick, blue mud with the little apparent effect - only a grunt - from the bottom of the ditch ten feet
deep to exactly the spot on the bank where it belonged. We called Sadler "The Gorilla" He had a small, flattish head,
with wiry kinky hair tossed down nearly to his eyebrows, saucer eyes set wide apart, a large nose, flattened close to
his face, a mouth split almost literally from ear to ear, crunching jaws and a great bill neck, extra broad shoulders, a
waist as small as a woman's, long spiral dangling legs, and feet like hams, with long, suspended arms so long that he
could almost scratch the calf of his legs without bending his body - this was George Sadler, "The gorilla."
George Sadler was a good singer, his voice was as soft as a zephyr and as smooth as velvet. He was also a
good whistler, copying his notes from nature. He sang a peculiar guttural song. I have never known what his words
signified - I have an idea, bit i will not attempt to describe it. There were only these two lines:
Verse”
Gaulman, Gaulman, Gaulman day,
And er one two dunkum die,

Spirituals
Here is one of the Negro's great religious or revival songs, a true "spiritual," often roared out in a great
shouting chorus:

And now, what do we learn of ourselves in this music? There has been here presented a varied and original
group of what is, in my opinion. genuine and unadulterated folk song, coming from a large portion of our population,
uttered at a crucial and important period of our national life, straight from the heart and close to nature, all springing
from elemental human experience and the impulses of the bottom strata of our plain people. These is seems to me,
most largely form the background of our folk songs; they are the echoes reverberating through the lives of our
people; they form the dominant note; they are the fundamental harmonies in the spirit of America. Can we hear in
any concrete way the basic music of the people? Has it color, form or life recognizable to our conscious thought? Do
we sense America in it?
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APRIL 7 - NEW YORK TIMES
MUSICIAN IS DRIVEN TO SUICIDE BY JAZZ: WOULDN'T PLAY IT, COULDN'T GET
EMPLOYMENT.
His fellow-lodgers at 124 East Thirty-first Street said yesterday that jazz was responsible for the death of
Melville M. Wilson, 72, a musician, who committed suicide Wednesday night. Wilson shot himself with a pistol.
Finding that he had not inflicted a mortal wound, he laid the weapon down and inhaled gas through a tube fastened to
a jet in his room.
A note, evidently printed with the utmost care, lay beside the chair in which he was found. It read:
"When I am dead notify Harnleys, Akron, Ohio. Mevlville M. Wilson. I want no funeral service. The
Church will please keep its hands off."
Wilson for twenty-five or thirty years had been a cello player in various restaurant orchestras in New York.
He had taken pride in his work. He lived alone and music was his chief delight. In the mornings before he went to his
daily task in a cabaret, the deep wailing tones of his instrument were often heard from his little room on the third
floor back.
Then came jazz. The old man revolted. he wouldn't insult his cello, he said, nor the old melodies he had
played so long and loved so well. Therefore he lost the job he had with a cabaret in Upper Broadway. At first this did
not worry him. There would be other places, he thought, where jazz was not the rage and he would find them.
But it was difficult. Jazz was everywhere and no one seemed to have any use for Wilson and his cello. He
finally found a place in the Bronx, but left it immediately, because, he said, the piano player, who headed the
orchestra, succumbed to the lure of jazz.
This was a month ago, and since that time Wilson had been without a job. he was heard Wednesday softly
playing old tunes and it was thought he had found work. It was only his farewell, however, spoken through the cello.
Frank Orbis, who occupies a room adjoining that of Wilson, smelled gas just before noon yesterday.
Patrolman Joseph O'Brien was notified and they found Wilson's body.
Raymond B. Rice was found dead yesterday in his furnished room at 334 East Forty-second Street, a pistol
clutched in his left hand and a bullet hole over his left ear. He had been out of work. Patrolman Edward Miller, who
was summoned, found several letters to Rice from a woman named "Nellie." The contents indicated she was Rice's
sister. The letters were post-marked 5056 Whitney Avenue. Rice was an electrician and had worked in Bridgeport
recently. Cards in his possession indicated he belonged to the Foresters of America and to the Brotherhood of
Electricians.
A dispatch from New Haven said that Raymond B. Rice was not known there. It was said that the city
directory contained no such address as 506 Whitney Avenue.

APRIL 13 - MUSIC LEADER
A JAZZ CONFERENCE - The misdemeanors of jazz are to be brought before a higher court, for Frederick
Stock, conductor of the Chicago Symphony Orchestra, and music supervisors in public schools are to meet next
Saturday to discuss this most vital subject. They will determine if the school children are to be deprived of their chief
rhythmic outlet.
Jazz has been the means of interesting many who otherwise would have registered, an abhorrence of music
as taught in public institutions - high schools, grade schools, kindergartens and normal schools. Anything worse than
much of the mis-named singing, piano vamping and thumping accompaniment cannot be imagined. In comparison
jazz is musical manna from Heaven. Some two or three of the supervisors are trained musicians, others were picking
out the notes of "The Maiden's Prayer" before the Civil War, and many of them would flounder on a C major scale.
Not to mince words much of the music teaching in the public schools is a joke. There are exceptions to this as to
every other rule. There is jazz - and jazz- and Mr. Stock has played jazzy syncopation in both his symphony and
popular concerts, where also were heard Percy Grainger and the duelists, Maier and Pattison, in their picturesque
razzling, dazzling, jazzling. It was such glorious musical fooling that the audience literally ate it up. Instead of
discussing the elimination of the rhythmic jazz, Mr. Stock and the enlightened progressive element among the
supervisors, would be more advantageously employed in formulating a plan whereby music education for school
children would be placed in the hands of musicians who have studied the subject under competent teachers in the
large private colleges and conservatories. The present generation of Americans will never become musical until
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conditions are changed in the public schools. Mr. Stock who has been responsible for so many innovations and
reforms, can now tackle this problem and try to find a solution.

APRIL 19 - MELODY
BERT WILLIAMS, NEGRO COMEDIAN - Egbert Austin Williams, who prior to the death of his former
colleague was principal in the famous stage team of Williams and Walker, died in New York City on Saturday,
March 4th, after less than a week of illness. He was stricken with pneumonia in Detroit, where he collapsed on the
stage during a performance on Monday, February 27th; was taken to his New York home on Tuesday, and following
an unsuccessful attempt at blood transfusion on Friday night, suffered a relapse to which he succumbed on Saturday
morning.
The first funeral services were held in St. Philip's Episcopal Church on Monday, March 7th, and while a
thousand people were gathered in the church at the services, fully 4,00 more knelt outside in the street in the rain paying their last tribute to the famous comedian. The full Episcopal rites for the dead were solemnized by the Rev.
Hutchins Bishop, rector of the church. The casket was literally buried beneath a mass of flowers - the simple floral
tributes from negro friends mingling with the elaborate wreaths and designs sent by the Friar's Lambs' and Clef clubs
and many others, prominent in the theatrical world. Among the throng gathered in the church were Charles Donavan,
the late comedian's first manager: members of the first Williams company; Charles W. Anderson (negro) supervisory
agent of the Department of Agriculture; Henry T. Burleigh (negro), noted as a composer and singer, and the baritone
soloist at St. George's Episcopal Church and who was selected by the late J. Pierpont Morgan to sing the latter's
favorite hymn at his funeral; Leon Errol; Gene Buck; Charles Canfield; and many other life-long friends.
On Tuesday (March 8th) another vast throng that filled the auditorium of the Masonic Temple and
overflowed into the street, gathered for a second service of respect, this one, conducted by St. Cecile's Lodge under
the solemn and beautiful ritual of the Masons, for the late comedian was a member of Waverly Lodge of Scotland.
This, according to officers of the order, was the first time in New York that a negro had been buried with the regular
Masonic ritual but it was at the cabled request of the Grand Lodge in Scotland that the services were held by St.
Cecile's - known as the theatrical lodge of the city. The funeral dirge was rendered by an orchestra from a Broadway
musical show and noted soloists from some of the most exclusive churches in New York chanted the Lord's prayer.
Many of the late comedian's former theatrical associates, officers of the lodge and prominent members of his own
race, many of whom had come from the South and West, made up the funeral cortege to Woodlawn Cemetery where
the body was buried.
This most successful and best known of negro comedians has passed from a sphere of stage life in which he
was a unique figure, not only unsurpassed but unequaled; depicting the simple credulity and the happy, indolent side
of the negro character as none other has ever done. he was born in the West Indies, but was reared in San Francisco,
and although it has been claimed that in his veins the blood of the white race predominated over that of the black, he
accepted the strain of the black as the determining factor in his life and career and made for himself a place on the
American comedy stage where he stood as a Star.
Williams has been accused by some critics as having refined his stage artistry to a degree which robbed it of
the negro spontaneity, yet he never failed in "putting over" his work with a clarity and distinctness which left no
doubt as to his meaning, and in this he was inimitable. When intoning one of his melancholy complaints that luck
was always against him he was irresistibly humorous, and the listener not only understood every word of the songtext, but also caught the full sentiment in its singing. As a teller of stories he was without a peer, and notwithstanding
his bringing up in a far western locality which threw him out of personal touch with the life and dialect of the
southern darkey, he nevertheless created a broad, country-wide theatre clientele through his skill as a negro
delineator and entertainer.
Bert Williams has passed, and leaves no successor among his own race. He was not born to the career he
made so marked, but self-made it through hard work and clear insight, a clever, well-liked stage comedian who
created insight - a clever, well-liked stage comedian who created his own "vogue," and who will be greatly missed by
thousands upon thousands of theatre going people in this country.

MAY - MUSICIAN
THE DECLINE OF JAZZ - Its Day - If It Ever Really Had a Day - Is Passing and Teachers Will Have Less
and Less Of It To Contend With -
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Jazz was the voice of the Money-Changer in music. Jazz has ceased to be profitable, and hence we shall
soon hear of it no more.
Only a few weeks ago the head of one of the most popular of the Mid-Western dance organizations sent out
prettily printed pink announcement to his patrons to the effect that as the "best people" were setting their faces
against "jazz" the orchestras of this company would thereafter no longer discourse jazz. In a word, jazz was
discovered by this keen sighted business man to be on the verge of becoming "unfashionable" and he hastened to
take his position in the van of fashion's devotees and to set the new style
Of interest, as having the same significance, is a recent letter of considerable length sent out by one of the
leading talking machine companies to its dealers, about twelve thousand, throughout the United States. This letter
was a strong and well-reasoned appeal to these music merchants, probably the most influential group in the country,
to cease centering their attention each month upon the "new releases" which are largely jazz numbers in dance or
vocal form, and to give their time to selling the more standard number to be found distributed throughout the pages
of the regular catalog.
This is important because probably the greatest impetus that "jazz" has received came from the strenuous
sales efforts exerted by the phonograph dealers, who have found in the latest jazz numbers their greatest source of
profit. This reacted, in a peculiar way, to develop the "jazz" producers, since in latter years most of the popular
music publishers have been kept alive by the royalties they have received from the records made of their numbers.
These royalties have gone into large advertising campaigns which have either boosted these numbers themselves
later or have brought forward other new numbers of no better musical lineage. As a matter of fact clever publicity
work of a highly varied character - well financed - is responsible for the seeming success of so much musical trash.
There is such a thing, of course, as a self-respecting popular song, - a thing of words and rhythm and
melody that really makes itself popular. But most of the stuff we have had under the name jazz has boasted of a
vogue that was the artificial of the artificial - it suggest painted street harridans thrust into the lime-light.
To those who may have felt that standard music was on the wane, and jazz on the gain, it can be stated
emphatically that their impression is wrong. Quite the opposite is the case. From the executive offices of the biggest
of our standard music publishers comes the good news that such music publishing as is there represented is distinctly
prosperous.
On the other hand it is quite evident that the so-called "jazz" publishers are having very hard sledding. The
past year has not produced a single number that could really be called a "hit" - such as "Smiles," "Over There,"
"Keep the Home Fires Burning," - this notwithstanding the fact that popular composers today certainly have learned
a thing or two about dressing up their slight melodic ideas, and will grab a resolution, or a rhythm from Debussy or
Strawinsky with the utmost nonchalance. They have indeed acquired the art of giving their productions harmonic
spice and rhythmic interest. And yet failure. Simply because the public is fed up - is "on to" them.
As a matter of fact the records of the better class publishing houses demonstrate, beyond cavil, that the
general taste of the American public has tremendously improved in the past decade. And so has the product of our
home composers. The American public buys songs and piano solos of the very best character, and buys them in
steadily increasing quantity. This is a statement proved by the figures in the order books of the big publishers. And
our composers today - while we may have none of surpassing gifts - produce compositions characterized by beauty,
grace, originality, and fine spiritual content - quite often showing real genius.
In the inexplicablness of this strange period of musical development of our nation, which has harbored and
nurtured jazz, there is just one profitable feature. The cleverer of the jazz composers have searched far and wide for
inspiration for their extravagant harmonic and rhythmic effects, and they have, in their borrowings from the masters,
introduced the public to many things that were good, and that unless dished up in popular form would never have
been understood or appreciated by the average listener. Latterly whole masterpieces have been "jazzed" entire, and
have been received by the populace with acclaim.
We can say, undoubtedly, that jazz leaves us, as a country, with ears and intelligence wider open to the
message of the newer writers. The public knows better how to listen and to appreciate. The messages of "les jeunes"
have a slightly better chance of being understood by a populace that has been delighted by a Whiteman jazz version
of Rimsky-Korsakoff's "Chanson Indone."
We are not deceived - the interment of jazz will not be immediate, but it is inevitable. In the mean time the
music teacher can do his or her share in hastening the dissolution by pointing out the absurdity of jazz - and
especially by showing that unquestionably it is no longer fashionable. To any up-to-date young gentleman or lady,
that latter point should settle the matter at once
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MAY - METRONOME
JAZZ THE PRESENT-DAY LIVE ISSUE IN THE DEVELOPMENT OF AMERICAN MUSIC. The
origin of jazz - The trap drummer the first one to start rag-time - How the piano, trombone, cornet, clarinet and violin
followed suit - The new syncopated melody orchestra - Blending of foreign character with original American effects
- Another word about the drummer's work. by William Ludwig.
The American press has been flooded of late with articles on jazz and its attendant dangers.
But the American reading public we believe, can be relied on, not to give undue weight to such extreme
statements as those by a prominent judge in Chicago who say: "Jazz is obscene" - or the New York clergyman who
says: "If Jazz is our National anthem then the devil's crying argument 'Go to Hell' is our National slogan"!
Thus while prominent men, trained in other lines than music seem to be more or less alarmed the musicians
of this country believe that jazz is simply a step in the progress of music and that the present development is a step
forward and upward.
The Origin of Jazz
At the very beginning a brie review of the origin of jazz may not be amiss. The word itself means "to step
lively" and was first used in this country by Negroes working on the docks and levees in the South.
Jazz as applied to music is a form of improvising and added development of ragtime or syncopation.
Ragtime is a development traceable to the rhythmic Southern melodies plus an accented syncopation.
Radical jazz is already gone, never to return. It was only a necessary stepping stone in the development of
the true American Orchestra.
We cannot jump to perfection with one leap. There must be the intermediate; and more important, there
must be the start. Some credit the saxophone as having started this new form of musical interpretation but that is not
the case. There were rag-jazz orchestras before saxophones were used in orchestras.
The Trap Drummer The First One Who Started Ragtime
It was the trap drummer who first broke loose from the old time practice of holding strictly and religiously
to the printed music sheet. He began syncopating on the snare drum instead of holding to the after beats as written.
This syncopating was called rag-drumming. The beats were an imitation of clog-dancing. Thus the drummers started
playing ragtime and for this innovation were called fakers by the more pious. Nevertheless, it was a decided step
forward in the progress of music interpretation.
How the Piano, Trombone, Cornet, Clarinet and violin Followed Suit
The pianist was next to "rag it" on the piano and at one time in the earliest stage of the "ragtime" orchestra
the pianist and drummer were the most important. They had to work together in their individual form of syncopation.
The trombone and cornet soon followed the piano and drum, but they, through use of slide and mute, were
able to produce new harmony effects. From this developed the jazz orchestra with clarinets and violins beginning to
improvise and syncopate.
The clarinet player, jealous of the trombone, resorted to other instruments of the family to produce the
desired effects that the public craved. First by using a clarinet and then by the saxophone. Finally the violin, a little
weak on syncopation, took up the banjo.
As a result we have the "jazz" orchestra of today. But up to this time the players still had to improvise and
fill in. Moreover each combination rendered their own conception of "jazz," according to their individual ability.
Some were good, some bad, but most of them pleased the public, and their services were in demand. This demand
forced composers and arrangers to write and score for this new kind of an orchestra, and this made it possible not
only to write and select the proper and correct harmony but, to create new and extremely pleasing effects through this
new use of instruments and instrumentation.
The New Syncopated Melody Orchestra
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As the final step we now have the new syncopated melody orchestra, developed partly by the individual
instrumentalists and by the composers and arrangers of the music they play. The classics are not transformed into
American music by this combination and this is only the real beginning of American creations. The next step is
already determined. It is the syncopated Concert Orchestra. And as a matter of course there will be European Tours
not for Symphony Orchestras but for the modern American Syncopating Concert Orchestra. These compositions will
not be revamped European music, but real American Creations and Europe will welcome them.
All that is necessary to appreciate one of the new syncopated melody orchestras is to step into some cafe or
garden where one of them is playing an engagement. You will hear no discord, din or disagreeable sound: simply a
combination of clever performers playing both popular and classical compositions.
Blending of Foreign Character with Original American Effects
You will hear effects introduced which suggest the atmosphere of some far away country; you will hear a
Russian classic played faultlessly, but woven through the harmonic construction will be arrangements and effects
which are purely American; you will note that the rhythm is changed with wonderful and peculiarly pleasing effect
and yet - it is harmonious and played in masterly musical style.
This new melody orchestra has merely introduced different arrangements which not only requires that each
performer be a master of his instrument but that he must have a knowledge of harmony and musical construction as
well. He must know that countless melodies and effects can be built around one succession of chords. The greater the
number of individuals in this orchestra having this knowledge the greater will be the varieties of individual ideas and
inspiration and hence the greater the success of this orchestra.
As the name implies a "syncopated melody orchestra" is pleasingly harmonious and rhythmical. This
rhythm which is so essential to the syncopated melody depends upon the instruments and more especially upon the
drums and tympani used. The drummer's part because of its opportunities for novel effects is rapidly becoming a
more important one.
Another Word About the Drummer's Work
The drummer's work must fit in with the melody combinations that are used and therefore his work now is
not burlesque but more and more refined. This instrument must have tone. The tom tom used should be tuned if
possible. The snare drum, muffled, should also be tuned. The tympani should be chromatic.
Bass drums and cymbals must be played together or singly alternating in rapid succession. Also wire brush
effects on snare drums and cymbals are important and they have a novel effect.
For the drummer in the new syncopated melody orchestra, using pedal tuned tympani and snare and bass
drums correctly tuned, there are unusual opportunities to introduce novel effects of his own creation.
As the drummer in reality started ragtime I would advise him to be progressive and lead in the new
syncopated melody orchestra and I would suggest to those who criticize "Jazz" to first study the subject to gain full
comprehension of this newly developing syncopated melody orchestra. Then if not satisfied that the final result will
be the development of an essentially different and better type of light music, let them suggest a method of how this
can be brought about.
Music like everything else is developing; it cannot stand still; it will not be allowed to go backward. The
present development is a step forward and upward in the mind of the great mass of American music lovers.

MAY - METRONOME
INDIANS ABANDON TOM-TOM FOR THE WHITE MAN'S JAZZ Passamaquoddies Give Concert and
Furnish Snappy Music for Dance In Maine.
Jazz has been adopted by Maine's frontier tribe of Indians, who according to the New York World, have
discarded the obsolete and monotonous tom-tom for the white man's more modern music.
A band of the Passamaquoddies recently gave a concert in Eastport, Me., and later furnished jazz music for
a dance at the armory.
Prof. Bennet N. Frances, called the best solo clarinet player in Maine, has gathered together the best Indian
musicians of this 155 year-old tribe on banks of Border River St. Croix, five miles from Eastport, and not only does
the Passamaquoddy Indian brass band give a free open air concert, but have vaudeville acts for their white friends,
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including juggling, singing and dancing, musical acts, Negro and Irish comedians, and an old time minstrel opening
that should prove a novelty to many.
The Passamaquoddies have always been musical, and nearly thirty five years ago their first brass band was
organized, known as the first genuine Indian band in the entire country. It was through the earnest efforts of Sisters
of Mercy who have been stationed at the border reservation for years that the Indians received their first musical
education and instructions.
There are several solo players now among the tribe, some of the musicians being experts on nearly every
instrument that goes to make up a country brass band. For a number of years their open air band concerts have been
heard and enjoyed at numbers of Down East Maine towns, but it was only a short time ago that the Passamaquoddies
concluded to adopt the late jazz music, and since the winter opened their chiefs squaws and papooses have enjoyed
the unique dances in their village hall.
Having gathered together a creditable orchestra, Professor Frances thought it advisable to visit the white
man's town and let him hear Indian jazz music for the first time, and those who have recently listened to their
selections are of the opinion that the Passamaquoddoes have a snappy and catchy collection of musicians.

MAY - THE MUSICIAN
SYNCOPATED RHYTHM VS. "RAG-TIME" by A. J. Goodrich. - The subject of "Rag-Time" has never
interested me, and in company with other musicians I have, heretofore, ignored it. But now it is my desire to correct
an impression which seems to prevail among certain people, to wit: That rag-time is a musical peculiarity invented
by the recent makers of coon songs and other variety-hall concoctions. This is not true. Rag-Time is merely a
common form of syncopation in which the rhythm is distorted in order to produce a more or less ragged, hysterical
effect.
In the theory of Interpretation I have already demonstrated that syncopated rhythms are used by classic
composers for some of the following purposes:
1. As a relief and contrast to the monotony of regular rhythms
2. As a means of expression or of bringing forward two opposing principles - dual rhythms
being suggestive of strife or contention.
3. As local color, by imitating the rhythm of certain national songs or dances in which
some form of syncopation is a characteristic feature.
That old Spanish dance, the Zarabanda, illustrates the early use of syncopation. The accented second beat
was suggested by the poses of the dancers and therefore the syncopation served a distinct purpose, as it does in the
more modern polonaise and bolero.
In the compositions of Bach and Handel we find that syncopated rhythms are an inherent part of the music
design; Haydn used them more for the sake of variety. In the works of Mozart, Beethoven and Schubert syncopation
serves both purposes, especially in their symphonies.
Every pianist will recall the leading motive in Beethoven's Sonata in G, beginning like this:

The composition of Chopin and Schumann contain innumerable instances of unusual rhythmic arrangement
and combination. An interesting example occurs in the second period of the Schummerlied by Schumann, Op. 124,
XVI, where the melody is divided thus:

This is much more individual and expressive than the common arrangement,
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would have been. A similar effect occurs in the A flat waltz by Chopin, Op. 42. The melody is virtually in 2-4, while
the accompaniment remains in triple measure. Syncopated and dual rhythms occur prominently in many Spanish
dances, especially in the bolero and the Cuban dance, Habanera. In the latter this rhythm is of frequent occurrence:

"Sourenir de la Havanne," "El Cocaye," and the famous "O jos criollos," by Gottschalk, illustrate this
peculiarity very faithfully. But the rag-time "compositioners" have undoubtedly found their most direct source of
supply in the Hungarian song-dances. In several works I have described and illustrated the Czardas, which is always
syncopated. The slow movement (lassan) is especially so:

This dates back to the time of the Cythians and owes its origin to the unusual syllabic arrangement of the
words sung to the dance. This peculiarity has been observed in the songs of Scotland and English writers call it the
"Scotch snap."
Also the negro melodies contain this iambic feature. Dvorak, in his so-called "New World Symphony," uses
these displaced accents frequently, as thus in the second theme:

This is similar to a once famous Southern plantation song and bear evidence of its Ethiopian origin.
Indeed, it scarcely possible to mention a standard composer who has not employed some form of
syncopation in certain of his compositions.
I have observed that the principal charm of Nevin's popular Serenade ("Good-nigh, good-night, beloved:) is
owing to the peculiar form of syncopation in the melody, thus:

But for this genial touch of inspiration the song would be quite commonplace, as the melodic features are
not remarkable. This assumes somewhat the character of a free rubato effect. (When I told the late composer of my
liking for this serenade, I remember his somewhat incredulous smile as he replied, "Why, I composed that when I
was a boy.)
In conclusion, it is evident that none of the so-called rag-time songs or dances is, in any sense, new or
original, but that they are adaptations and perversions of the czardas, the Habanera and the southern plantation song.
Also, that unusual rhythmic combinations and syncopations have been used so extensively by high-class composers
that it is not possible for coon song composers to invent anything along these lines.

MAY 4 - MUSICAL COURIER
"JAZZ" - THE NATIONAL ANTHEM (part I) by Frank Patterson. - It was a clever thought, to dignify
"jazz" with that high sounding title, and to make it the name and the subject of a play. It is a good play. Whether it
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proves anything or not may be a matter for debate, but it certainly makes one think and wonder. In it "jazz" is
characterized as "poisonous, nerve-racking, shattering, the din and clatter, the tom-tom music - no rhythm, no
melody - just sex and bedlam." And upon the strength of the misinformation contained in that phrase an article is to
be written - with authority.
The authority is "he who makes the 'jazz,' " or, one might say "He who gets slapped," for, like the well
meaning clown in the play, the "jazz makers" are getting slapped right and left. Not that it troubles them much. Why
should it? They have clear consciences, they know that "jazz" is just fun and foolishness, and they know that,
musically, much of it is of a high order; that is to say, contrapuntal and colorful, as music of the older order and
generation was not.
Who, for instance, can compare the splendid orchestrations of the popular orchestra of today with the
orchestrations of only a few years ago and not be aware of the vast improvement" The old, colorless, piano-violinclarinet-cornet aggregation, all playing the melody with scarcely ever a note of either "obligato" or counterpoint, has
gone by the board, while "jaz," or what people call "jazz," is on deck, in the first and second cabin and steerage, and
the ship of state, carrying this "National Anthem," is sailing the seven seas, and carrying Americanism to every end
of the earth.
Is it Americanism? Well, that is a fine point of contention. There are those who say it is not, that it
expresses nothing of the American character; that it is exotic, African Oriental, what not. But if it were any of those
things it would never have got a foothold in Europe. Europe has been living just across the Mediterranean from
Africa for centuries, but did they ever hear of "jazz" until America made it? They have been in close touch with the
Orient since the beginning of time. Did they ever get any "jazz" from it? No. They never got it at all until America
took it to them. And then they received it with delight because of its vigorous rhythm, its fervid color, its (for them)
exotic character.
The interesting part of it is that those who make "jazz" seem to feel that there is very little of it now in
America. That sounds like a contradiction and needs some explanation. And, to begin with, one must ask: What is
"jazz"? That is answered by the arrangers, who were called upon for information, by the term "ad libbing." In other
words, real "jazz" consists of the players of the orchestra "making up" the parts as they goalong. They also, very
often, cut up capers and monkeyshines while playing. That is "jazz" - so say the arrangers - real "jazz" and there is
very little of it anywhere in America at present. It has had its day, has left its influence, and passed. One arranger,
indeed, said he had succeeded, once, in writing a piece that "sounded like 'jazz,' " which is the same as saying that
most of the arrangements do not sound like "jazz."
The fact is that the "ad libbing" soon got tiresome because it was always so badly done. Scarcely any body
of musicians could be found who could "keep apart," that is, play different parts. They found that, about half the
time, they were drifting into the same part - sometimes all on the melody, at other times all on the counterpoint. The
necessity for some sort of an arrangement soon became evident, and the arrangers took the matter in hand and made
what all the world now recognizes as refined "jazz," or the offspring of "jazz." For to say there is no "jazz" at present
is hair-splitting, quarreling over terms, which mean one thing for one person and another for another.
For the sake of convenience let us call all music that is played by the modern "jazz" orchestra "jazz,"
whether the players play the printed arrangement or "jazz" it. Then we will discover that out of the uply, barbarous
"jazz" of a few years ago a beautiful popular art has arisen, with reservations, of course.
The reservations might as well at this point be met and disposed of. They are manifold and regrettable. One
of them is the unfortunate, stupid, silly, splitting of the tempo - that is to say, giving an accent to every eighth note of
the rhythm. This is made all the more evident, and nauseous by the fact that the players dance up and down, or, if
sitting, dance their feet up and down, to this double rhythm. Many of the dancers also break the actual dance steps
into pieces with this same absurd double rhythm.
This objection is, of course, made from a strictly musical point of view. And the objection becomes all the
more forceful when one finds this double rhythm used in "jazzed" arrangements of classical compositions. For
instance, one orchestra, consisting of three saxophones, violin, banjo, trumpet, trombone, piano and drums, plays an
arrangement of the "Pilgrims' Chorus." The effect of the saxophones and muted trumpet and trombone, with the
violin playing the well known counterpoint, is really excellent, but is spoilt by the drum, banjo and piano making a
rhythm on every eighth note from the first to last. It becomes dreadfully monotonous, and the public, even the most
uncultured, would enjoy it more were this objectionable rhythmic feature omitted.
Other objections are, the borrowing of classical tunes, except when they are parodied and made humorous the endless use of Foster tunes and other American folk songs in the form of meaningless medleys, and, finally, the
fact that so much of this music consists of a "verse" entirely lacking in inspiration, tacked on to a good refrain, to
which the composition owes its life. Most of the music is melodically commonplace, of course, but it is enlivened
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and beautified to an extraordinary degree by the arrangers, who are, one might almost say, the actual makers of it.
They must, of course, have a tune, and a good one, on which to hang their arrangement. The public must have a tune
it can catch and likes to whistle and sing at work and at play .But the tune, as it comes out of the mind of the
composer, is generally nothing but a tune. The arrangers say that, mostly, composers who know nothing about music
make the most successful popular melodies. They play piano a little, perhaps but have no knowledge of how to write
down what they play. More often still they are singers, like the minstrels of old, and their inventions must be taken
down by the arrangers from dictation.
They are then made up into all sorts of forms. The piano arrangement issued for sale is very simple indeed,
made to suit the capacities of the average American amateur. But the player piano arrangements, the orchestra
arrangements, are highly complex, and could not be written except by a skilled musician with a thorough knowledge
of counterpoint, at least practical counterpoint, and a no less thorough knowledge of what Lampe calls the
"symphony dance orchestra" a felicitous term. The arranger must make introductions, "vamps," interludes, three or
four arrangements of the melody to be used as desired, and a coda. In the comic opera or musical comedy the
arranger has to write the overture, all of the entrances and exits, dramatic interludes, and so on. All he gets is a set of
melodies. Out of this he makes the work. And it may be true that the success of the work depends upon the
attractiveness of the tunes; but if it fails the arranger gets the blame, though he gets little enough of the credit if it
succeeds.
Yet one must acknowledge that the arrangers have made the great American popular music of the day. To
them is due the credit of having done away with the old combinations of instruments and having introduced into
popular music the "wind" (wood and brass) effects that have become in recent years more and more pronounced in
classical music. The problem of the arranger was not an easy one. First of all he had to contend with the fact that in
popular orchestras, all of the instruments are supposed to play all the time. There are no rests. Then again, he had
only a few instruments - frequently only one violin. Furthermore, instruments capable of playing inner counterpoints,
such as the clarinet and cello, were either not loud enough to be properly heard or unsuitable, too difficult, or not of
the proper tone color.
The solution is the American popular orchestra as it now stands - two or three saxophones, generally tenor
and alto, sometimes soprano and bass interchangeable, violin, piano, two trumpets (not cornets), tenor trombone,
bass tuba, banjo and drums. Sometimes two horns are also used, and occasionally a bass clarinet, of which, however,
the tone is too dull in comparison with the saxophones for dance purposes. Of course in larger orchestras the usual
strings are used. There are also other instruments such as an ordinary funnel played with a trumpet mouthpiece, slide
whistles, and all sorts of traps, xylophones, bells, which play sometimes melody, sometimes harmony. The effect, for
instance, of a bass xylophone provided with resonators and played with four hammers, is exquisite. The player holds
two hammers in each hand and plays harmony. It is an effect worthy to be introduced into the classic orchestra.
Saxophones and muted brass instruments already have found their place in the classic orchestra which will
undoubtedly be expanded, in the direction of color as time goes on. In the American popular orchestra several kinds
of mutes are used on the trumpet and trombone, the latest being the "kazoo" mute, which gives much the same effect
as that obtained by the children when they put a piece of paper over a comb.

MAY 6 - LITERARY DIGEST
"TO JAZZ" OR "TO RAG" - Ragtime and syncopation are two words that have been grievously misused,
says Mr. Paul Whiteman whose orchestral leadership in the playing of popular airs is recognized as among the
foremost. "Syncopation sounds important," he tell us in the New York Tribune, "To gives a sense to the ignorant of
participation in the world's scientific knowledge." But he pulls us up.
"Every community has its own ragtime pets. These are the fellows that are killing American music and
standing in the way of your development.
"Syncopation no longer rules American music. Syncopation, of which ragtime is the most familiar form, as
we use it in the United States, is an African inheritance. It has descended to us, on one hand, direct from Africa, and
on the other, through Spain and Spanish-American civilization.
"Syncopation still exists in American music; in fact, you can not hear more than a very few bars of any
popular composition without its cropping up. But to-day it is no longer a necessary thing. It has been retained much
as an ornament. It gives to all American music much of its peculiar character. But if you listen close and look sharp
you will note that few dances of to-day depend wholly on syncopation. The fox trot is being danced (this is in 1922)
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to the rhythm 1 and 2, 3, and 4, which is not syncopation. It is the rhythm of the old Greek poetic dactyl, older than
Christianity."
The "rag" and the "jazz" are different, and we're glad to be enlightened:
"Strictly speaking, to rag a tune means that you destroy its rhythm and tempo and substitute for the one a 24 or 4-4 time and a syncopated rhythm. To do this properly calls for a good ear, a good knowledge of primitive
harmony and for quite a little experience with a set of ulterior musical laws as scientific as those which put up a
building or write a sonnet. You may not know their science, because only the ear may be called into play. But
remember that when you begin to rag a tune you follow some other man's methods - something you have heard some
other fellow do. If you don't follow, you are a great and original genius, far too big a man for us in the Whiteman
Orchestra. Possibly the sculptor is just being born to-day who will make your statue before which future generations
will stand bareheaded.

MAY 11 - MUSICAL COURIER (1922)
"JAZZ"- THE NATIONAL ANTHEM (part II) (continued from last week's issue - get copy) by Frank
Patterson. There is some difference of opinion among the musicians themselves as to whether this music can ever be
considered directly improper or conducive to improper dancing. they all agree that the "ad libbing" or "jazzing" of a
piece is thoroughly objectionable, and several of them advanced the opinion that this Bolshevistic smashing of the
rules and tenets of decorous music, this excessive freedom of interpretation, tended to a similar letting down on the
part of the dancers, a similar disregard of the self-contained and self-restrained attitude that has been prescribed by
the makers of the rules of dignified social intercourse. Some of the musicians say that, in the great majority of cases,
it is just pure fun, but that the danger lies in the odd case, the exception whose impure mind reads sex into every
form of play, and turns innocent pleasure into a near-orgy.
In a recent issue of Jacob's Band Monthly there is an
article by Edward c. Barroll entitled "In Self Defense," in which the fate of the saxophone is discussed, and the
saxophone player urged to defend his means of earning a living by "refusing to be the type of 'maniac manipulator of
a lewd saxophone' whose 'gyrations' are those of an ape or clown or idiot, rather than being a part of the legitimate
performance of a musician. By omitting the cat-calls' smears and other wholly unmusical tricks and 'effects' which
the perverted taste of your typical unclean-minded 'jazz'-hound of the lowest type of the dance hall so vastly admires
and applauds, you take another step in the direction of making your work a permanent proposition." The same writer
says: "Every musician, if playing music is the way he earns his bread and butter, should assuredly be something of a
leader in the strong, sincere, consistent and openly advocated opposition to a venomous viper which is really striking
at his means of livelihood-nasty dancing. And both individually and collectively can be a mighty force to discourage,
weed out, eliminate the perfectly well known things-some musical, others 'personal'-which constitute the real evils of
dancing. and dances, which are sometimes nothing more than a riot of suggestive display with little else in response
to the hideous prostitution of the art of the musician which measures the estimate of some people of that thing which
is called 'jazz,' and which means exactly whatever your own individual conception of it may cause you to accept as
its meaning. Perhaps without knowing it, and probably unconsciously, Mr. Barroll has lit upon a deep philosophical,
psychological and social truth which covers the entire problem of he moral aspects of music in its relation to the
dance. it is expressed in the two closing phrases of the above paragraph: "the estimate of some people of that think
which is called 'jazz'-and 'which means whatever your own individual conception of it may cause you to accept as its
meaning." In other words, "jazz" is a frolic to the pure minded, an orgy to the evil minded. Or, it might be better
said, rollicking fun is pure to some, evil to others. To children it is always just pure fun. To grown-ups it will expend
upon nationality, environment, up-bringing, culture, self-respect, and all of the dozen impulses and complexes that
govern our conduct. But one thing is sure; there is a great deal of perfectly pure dancing in America, done by pureminded American boys and girls, and to them "jazz" is a harmless Joe. it is not the music of "jazz" that is impure, but
the interpretation that is put upon it by certain people. and those people would be impure anyway. However that may
be, Mr. Barroll is certainly perfectly right in his criticism of musicians who prostitute their art with their cat-calls,
smears and other wholly unmusical tricks, and, it may be added, that sort of "jazz" is fast disappearing, and the
highly artistic offspring of it, the symphony dance orchestra, is taking its place. Those who are making it are the
arrangers and the musicians themselves. These arrangers are, as has already been intimated, cultured musicians. there
is Frank Barry for instance, who does arranging and editing, for Leo Feist. He is a young musician of skill and
attainment. He was educated at Northwestern University, worked at arranging for a time in Chicago, and then took
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his present position in New York. he possesses a thorough knowledge of the classics, of harmony, counterpoint,
form, orchestration. The arranger for Remick Company is J. Bodewelt Lampe, a musician and composer, orchestra
and band player and conductor of many years' experience. Conversation with him brings one very quickly to the
realization that he is a man of wide reading with a thorough knowledge of music in all its forms and phases. In the
home of Waterson, Berlin & Snyder one finds Arthur Lang, arranger in chief of their publications and stage
productions, as well as arranger for his own dance and talking machine orchestra. He does not believe in "jazz," and
believes that "jazz" is fast coming to its end, but he does believe in the orchestra arrangements that are the evident
result of "jazz" colors, and he is writing a symphony along these lines-a symphony of a serious nature but full of
American vigor and color. finally, at M. Witmark & sons, there is George J. Trinkaus, who studied four years at the
Yale University music department under professor Parker, and amuses himself in his spare time writing fugues. He
has also composed numerous orchestra pieces, arranged for theater orchestra, by which simple expedient he gets
publication and performance, while the American composer who writes for our own symphony orchestra is unable to
get either. There are a few of our arrangers, and the work they do and the way they do it is highly interesting and
instructive In the first place, they write at their desks, away from the piano, carrying their complicated scores in their
heads. First they make a sort of tentative piano arrangement, much more complicated than the piano arrangement that
is offered for sale. From this they work, building up the orchestration so that it will be available for almost any
combination of instruments from piano and violin to a complete orchestra. Most of the essential parts are cued into
the piano arrangement as well as into the other orchestral parts, so that whatever instrument is missing can be filled
in by another. there are generally three different arrangements of the refrain, one of them being what is known as a
'stop time chorus," in which the melody and harmony are written staccato and the pauses filled in with contrapuntal
passages. The arrangements are for ordinary orchestra with the addition of saxophones and, sometimes, banjo. They
are very ornate, full of strange harmonies, borrowed to some extent from the moderns, ad, as Mr. Lang expressed it,
of a nature that could only be invented by a person ignorant of the rules of music. These queer harmonies, mostly
used in the "blues," are either invented by the composer or imitated from the accidental inventions of "ad lib,"
players of "jazz." They are often refined by the arrangers, but not entirely abandoned because of their characteristic
nature. These "blues" came direct from the negro field hand, and were originally long-drawn wails, not, however,
expressive of grief or discouragement, but, generally, of uplift and joy-often religious. But to the white borrowers of
the idiom they seemed blue, hence the name. hence also, in imitation of the strange slurring and gliding of the negro
singer at work (when he is unconscious of any listening ears), the so-called "blue note" in the arrangements (a
diminished interval or minor note not belonging to the key) and the sliding harmonies with their frequent consecutive
fifths, etc. Thus is American music made: The negro borrows from the whites, puts his own interpretations on things,
and then the whites borrow it back again and adapt it to their own uses. And while it is true that the rhythm of
American popular music may, partly, be attributed to the Negroes, it is also true that the tunes now being used have
hardly any of the negro character. The syncopation is largely in the arrangement. it is also true that a good deal of the
character of some of the music used for dancing-and it is almost all good for dancing-comes from the Tango, the
Maxixe, and Honolulu melodies, not to speak of the melodies of the American Indian and imitations of Oriental,
Japanese and Chinese music. All sorts of people have been held responsible for "jazz," but especially the Negroes
and the Jews. The negro question has already been discussed "ad nauseam"-and as for the accusation against the
Jews, that is really too absurd to require comment, and yet, since the statement has more than once been made, it
might just as well be disposed of. The situation is this; that a good many of those who write our American popular
tunes are Jews, but the arrangers and the players who have made "jazz" are not. the composers of some of the biggest
"hits" that have been written in America in recent years have been Jews, but the tunes have not been "jazz" tunes.
There is no such thing as a "jazz" tune-the "jazz" is in the arrangement-and those who have made the arrangements
have only rarely been Jews. That disposes of that foolish and unfounded accusation. The fact is that the "jazz" has
not come from any single group-or should one say "bloc?"-of Americans, but from America as a whole, just as ragtime and other forms of American popular music came from America as a whole. There have been influences of all
sorts, of course, but the determining factor in all this activity has been American taste. And is a taste for "jazz"
confined to any single group of Americans? Obviously not. It is the same old story of the American idiom: If
Americans did not like it, it would not stick. Who made "jazz?" Every American-North, South, East and West. But is
was the arrangers who made it musically interesting, who put the color in it, color of such richness that it almost
compensates for the trivial character of most of the tunes. These leading arrangers, whose names have already been
mentioned, assure me that "jazz" came from the West originally, brought here by some of the orchestra players and
orchestras that came from San Francisco and other Western cities. It was greatly stimulated by the amusing antics of
our soldier band boys during the war. "They discovered how to make a clarinet of a saxophone laugh," or squeal and
how to do other stunts that greatly amused their fellows and made a "hit" at the many war benefit performances at
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which they played. It also-and this is a matter of no small importance-freed them of the stigma of being "sentimental"
musicians. An earlier feature in the development was the clown band of the circus-which was imitated from time to
time in the theater-and the oriental procession, also of the circus, with the beating of drums and the loud notes of
Oriental oboes or similar reed instruments. Also the drums of our American Indians. It is significant that our
American Negroes never have showed any tendency to use drums. They took to the banjo and to "bones," but the
African drum never seems to have interested them. "Jazz" is made up of a number of borrowed idioms, all
consciously borrowed because they obviously appealed to the American taste. Even the idiom of the melody has
occasionally been borrowed but, for the most part, it is pure invention and pure American. Also it is to be noted that
"Jazz" in America is by no means confined to music and dancing. Our magazines, movie shows, melodramas, comics
in the newspapers, much of our fiction, our business, our politics and our social life is as rowdy, as noisy, as full of
punch, as little restrained by tradition, as vigorous and as strongly rhythmic, as any "jazz." Just set a group of
average American down in staid old Europe and see how they stand out with their energy, their quick decision and
vigorous determination, their noise, their boisterous good humor. They are as different from the European as the
child is from the man. The East blames this sort of thing on the "wild" Westerners-but the fact is that we are all alike,
and the whole world is copying us. Nothing is doing more to break down the trammels of tradition in Europe than the
irresistible American combination of boisterous good nature with honesty, consideration, kindliness and idealism.
Europe used to laugh at us as savages. Now Europe is saying to itself that America has the right dope. And, between
ourselves, "the right dope" is "jazz." It expresses our American nature-and as long as our nature is expressed by
anything so simple and straight-forward we will have no cause for worry. When our nature becomes so complex that
we need the high art of Europe, or something similar, to express it, it will then be time to realize that we are getting
old and effete. A word remains to be said about the saxophone. In the article above quoted Mr. Barrel gives a list of
a few of the characterizations found in books and magazines expressive of the general impression gained of this
instrument: "the seductive saxophone," "the ribald saxophone," "the wailing voice of the wicked saxophone," the
madness of passion inspired by the saxophone," "the gyrations of the maniac manipulator of a lewd saxophone."
That, of course, is not to be taken too seriously. It is largely, no doubt, the art of the picturesque fiction writer that
invents such phrases, and the context must be known to get their true meaning. Such phrases often refer, and are
intended to refer, to the ribaldry, the lewdness and the passion of the characters in the story. It is not an intended
criticism of the saxophone, but of the place in which it is found, and the people with whom it is indirectly associated.
The writer recalls having seen exactly similar expressions in French fiction referring to the dances of the Apaches in
the low dives of Montmartre and to the music, which happened to be not a saxophone but a piano and violin. In one
case such expressions were used in a story with Spanish setting and referring to a guitar and castanets. That the
saxophone is any of the things here named is absurd. It is absurd even when subjected to the objectionable practices
of some "jazz" players. and yet, as a musical instrument, it can never take a very high standing until its tone is greatly
improved. As already pointed out, its penetrating tone renders it useful for inner counterpoints, and its color is good
in combination with other instruments and also in chords, especially on low tones. It is a poor solo instrument, and
when a player attempts to sentimentalize it by using a tremolo it becomes particularly awful. Arrangers are realizing
this and are putting it in its proper place. It is to be hoped that they will also realize how bad the banjo is and do
away with it altogether. They may be depended upon to do that. They are, these arrangers, animated by a sincere
ambition to create a real art. They would like to go the orchestration of the Viennese operetta one better, and they
have actually already created something which, though perhaps not so refined, is more expressive and more colorful,
and possessed of a contrapuntal richness that none of the European popular composers ever thought of. They are out
to kill "jazz." in the sense of "ad libbing," not because it is any of the evil things the reformers would have it, but
because it offends their art sense-and they will do it. And when "jazz" is dead and gone, will then families that are
going to destruction, like the people in "The National Anthem," reform and follow the "straight and narrow?" They
will not, "Jazz" does not bring about their downfall, and the absence of "jazz" will not bring about their uplift. The
abolition of an abolition might.-But this is not a political newspaper.

MAY 13 - MUSIC TRADES
"JAZZ" WAITS AT THIS CHURCH - Minister engaged and Advertised Players - Members of
Congregation Opposed Their Music. - Bennie Krueger and his "jazz" orchestra did not attend service at the Grace
Methodist Episcopal Church, New York City, though they had been invited and their appearance had been advertised
in the newspapers. They were willing, but - well, listen to the complete story.
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The Rev. Frederick Brown Harris, pastor of the Grace M. E. Church, was much pleased when he heard the
Bennie Krueger "jazz" artists. The preacher concluded that the members of his congregation would enjoy their
playing as much as he did.
But he did not ask them before arranging with Mr. Krueger for the appearance of his aggregation at a
Sunday evening service. The notice of their playing was advertised in the newspapers. Whew! When Grace Church
members read and heard about the proposed entertainment by "jazz" artists in their church they got busy right away.
And the result was that the musical program was canceled. (see record review of June 23)

MAY 13 - MUSICAL AMERICA
TILTS AT CARL ENGEL OVER JAZZ - To the editor of Musical America:
In your issue of April 8, under a date line of Nashville, Tenn., April 1, appears a report of an address by
Carl Engel, official of our government, delivered before the Music supervisors' Conference in that city.
Mr. Engel is quoted as having said, "the future of jazz may be good or bad." Like its inseparable and
necessary companion, "jag," jazz in my opinion has no future in America's decent society but it cold only be, like its
shameful past, eminently bad. It has been relegated to the underworld from whence it came and where it is and
always has been the "professor's" perquisite.
The gentleman from the Music division of our national pride, the Congressional Library, further says, "there
exists such a thing as good jazz and good jazz is better than bad ballets or bad playing of Beethoven." Again affinity
between jazz and its boon companion, booze. There exists such a thing as good booze (no doubt Mr. Engel will
agree to that assertion; most lovers of jazz will), and good booze is better than concentrated lye or spoiled meat. The
head of the Music Division also says in the report: "It takes a certain amount of talent (small of course) and unusual
courage to write good jazz." That same is very true of good whiskey, especially the "unusual courage," hence the
country is flooded with "hooch" and that, like jazz, God only knows what it is, but we all know that it is bad.
The government authority is further reported as having said: "Its harmonic device has a hue all its own,
popular audiences call it 'blue,' and so a new type of music has developed." Mr. Engel may know more about
harmony than I do, but I know jazz from the jungles of Haiti and Ecuador on up through the parlor until its recent use
as an adjunct to the wide-spread social revolt against all constituted authority. If there is any harmony in it, it is not
jazz. If there is any music in it, it is not jazz.
The supremacy of Dr. Engel's reported endorsement of jazz is seen in: "Jazz equals rhythms plus blues plus
syncopation plus orchestral polyphony and results in chaos in order." Does booze do less? Starting with smooth,
rhythmic, well-ordered life, booze adds the blues, the remorse, the sin-co-pation, all sorts of sounds and results in
making chaos of order.
Jazz awakens no refinement, inspires no sentiment of beauty or purity and suggests no clean or sweet
memories. It is simply a musical crime which has been repudiated by the American people. It is not and never was
American. Blood, bone and sinew it is African and African voodooism at that. Its sole purpose and use is to cause us
to forget ourselves, order and decency. Jazz is the "Nigger in the musical woodpile."
J. M. Cunningham, M. D. Fort Pierce, Fla., May 6, 1922

JUNE - METRONOME
CHARINSKI DEFENDS JAZZ - Louis Charinski, one of Kansas City's best known orchestra leaders, has
come out in flat-footed defense of jazz music, and when one considers his standing among dance players of the
Middle West, the opinion expressed by him becomes of real importance.
Speaking of jazz he says they all ask him whether jazz music is dead. Don't you believe it. Whoever says so
is wrong. jazz is not dying; it grows stronger every day. One of the local papers, commenting on his defense of jazz
music says: "Louie the leader should know all about this because day after day he stands in the pit of the empress
theatre, where in the course of a week he often plays to an audience of twenty thousand persons. He certainly is in a
position to learn their likes and dislikes of the various acts in which music plays quite an important part. under his
direction, however, the orchestra is rapidly gaining the reputation of being the most entertaining orchestra in Kansas
City."
That "Louie the Leader" is a thorough musician in spite of his defense of jazz music is proven by the fact
that his rendition of famous overtures are rated as being equal in entertaining value of any vaudeville act playing at
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the theatre. When an orchestra leader playing good standard numbers can hold the attention of a vaudeville audience,
and then put all the vim and dash he possesses into the rendition of popular numbers, then his opinion as to the
ultimate fate of jazz music is certainly worth consideration.

JUNE - METRONOME
AN OPINION ON "JAZZ" BY LEOPOLD GODOWSKY - Just like his famous confrere, Rudolph Ganz,
Mr. Leopold Godowsky, one of the greatest of contemporary pianists, has taken it upon himself to defend the muchmaligned "jazz" music in very decided terms. To begin with he doesn't believe that there is any danger to public
morals in this form of music and he utterly refuses to blame the social, moral and political ills of today upon it. To
denounce jazz he would be compelled, he says, to denounce, "in whole or in part," the work of every composer who
has done anything worth printing from Bach onward. In his opinion nine of ten persons who denounce it "do not
know jazz when they hear it, and do not hear it when they think they do." Furthermore, he says, "these sillies are of
the opinion that any tune which calls for or on which is imposed a cowbell obligato is jazz."
As to the origin of the word, Godowsky says: "It is as innocent and it comes from the same source as that
other disliked and expressive work 'hoakum' - that is, from the widespread industry of the theatre. 'Jazz' is just a
phonetic spelling of the diminutive of 'jasbo,' a word invented by the old-time minstrels to describe the tricks and
songs and antics that invariably drew laughter and applause.
"If new material did not take well the manager would say, 'Give 'em the jasbo'; otherwise, try the old stuff
again. In time, the command became 'Jas' it up!! Jas' it up! make 'em laugh!' "Mr. Godowsky believes that the waltz
is coming back - "that is," he says, "admitting that it ever went away."

JUNE - MUSIC LOVER'S MAGAZINE
"BAD MUSIC" - Mr. Fritz Kreisler truly say "there is no such thing as bad music; when it begins to be bad,
it ceases to be music."
One of the uses of music is the portrayal of evil. Take as a notable instance the Tannhauser overture.
Probably never has the struggle between evil and good been so wonderfully portrayed in music. The noble chant in
the wind representing the good comes out so tremendously against the temptation of the strings in their insistent
downward trend, making a picture that even the most unimaginative can discern and understand.
Hackneyed as the Tannhauser music has become, Wagner never did a more wonderful piece of work so far
as program is concerned. The idea, in the first place, is indicative of his genius, and it took Wagner to carry it out. It
might express the age-long struggle of our poor human nature against "the world, the flesh and the devil," and the
prophecy of ultimate victory.
Now here we have music voicing both good and bad. It seems an anomaly. And it is met with in music from
the very beginning. The devil himself frequently appears in song and in opera, generally scored for a deep basso.
This probably to indicate the depths from which he emerged. Traitors, ravishers, robbers, murderers, sorcerers - all
have been the subjects of music written to reveal their untoward states of mind and soul. The villain is revealed in
music no less than the hero' the demon as well as the angel. Yet - such is the curious contradiction in terms - the
critic will pronounce both to be admirable music.
Is there such a thing as bad music, then"
May we venture a theory?
It is this. Music is the expression of mental and soulic status. The crude tom-tom of the savage is not bad
music any more than the drone of the locust, though it is frequently used to bad ends, those of aggressive wars, devil
dances, and other sinister orgies. Is it necessarily bad? Surely not. It seems to be the very best the savage can do, in a
state of development that knows no better. Heaven bless him, then, in is music - such as it is!
To jump to the other extreme, the Puritan epoch was characterized by music that revealed its own particular
state of mind. The nasal sing-song of Bay Psalmody expressed the restraint, the mournful conviction of sin, and the
stern determination to righteousness; its lugubrious measures were in obvious league against beauty. It never
deserved to be called pretty music. But, bald and harsh though it was, it was not "bad" music. The charming music of
the same day was that of the cavaliers - one can scarcely keep from prefixing the word "gay" from force of habit! But
we forbear. There indeed was dainty, lovely, tuneful music. How it expressed the pleasure-loving belles and beaux of
the day! And, though to the roundhead it was wafted into the world from the deeps of hell itself, it was not "bad"
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music as music goes. Quite the contrary. It was simply not the Puritan's music. In fact, it was probably the "jazz" of
the time to his outraged sense.
Now about "jazz." It is generally considered the "bad music" of today. Let us grant that it is vulgarity set to
sound. But vulgarity, even in people, is not badness. It is only the gauge of a lack - a mental crudity. And is so far as
"jazz" is performed or listened to by people whose mental and moral index it is - so far is it not band music.
Originally derived from a composite of the Negro and Gypsy expression of racial emotions, it was perfectly
justifiable and legitimate.
When it became the insincere and degraded gesture of a presumably higher class, then it started the down
grade to the pernicious. What was good music for those whose true nature it was the musical medium - let us repeat became bad music for those who stooped to espouse it unlawfully.
There was once a savage child born in the wilderness. Some kindly travelers took him away and had him
educated in one of the great centres of civilization. He had, it proved, a fine mentality, and he was the honor man of
his class when he graduated from his college. Later he took the divinity course, and became a missionary to his
savage people. At first - so the story goes - his environment disgusted and horrified him. Then, one day when his
spirits were crushed by a weight of discouragement, his ear caught the sound of a far away tom-tom. He was
conscious of a strange something in himself that rose to meet it. It roused an emotion that increasingly beat in his use
and surged in his blood, till at last he tore from his body the trappings of civilization, strode stark naked into the
group of prancing savages and became one of them for all time. This story, which is a true one, further relates the
amazement and horror of a white missionary who came years after this to visit his aforetime college mate, only to
find a black man groveling in the earth. He had relapsed into complete savagery. Jazz, when performed by the people
of whose spiritual and mental calibre it is the legitimate expression, is perfectly all right. It is even amusing,
sometimes tremendously clever and full of the native genius of the African and Gypsy, brimful of novelty and real
originality. But when people whose mental and spiritual expression is of a higher content and quality, condescend to
make it their own, then one hears, be it ever so faintly, the drone of the tom-tom beating its call to lower emotions
and ideals.
This, it seems to the writer, is the only "bad music." And it is not bad in itself, but becomes bad from the
company it keeps. Its most disastrous effect is one we all see. In time it robs the devotee of the ability to discern the
higher music, as if this were a direct penalty for insincerity. One might hazard a guess that the matter works out
sometimes on higher levels for those who step out of the strait and narrow path of conviction to follow a pose, even
if it be a pose for music too lofty for honest assimilation. Might it be that the great goddess of Music exacts the grace
of unabashed sincerity from us, whether we play upon an oaten pipe, or lead an orchestra across the battle filed of a
modernist symphony?

JUNE - METRONOME
CONTINUED SUCCESS OF VINCENT LOPEZ - Talented Young Pianist who Is Blazing a New Trail in
Musical Circles and Who Has Recently Signed a Contract, According to Which He and His Associates will Record
Exclusively for the Okeh Phonograph Company.
When speaking of the foremost musicians of the present day one cannot afford to overlook Vincent Lopez,
acknowledged to be a dominant factor in the realm of classical and popular music. A concert pianist of exceptional
merit Mr. Lopez through tireless efforts and unceasing energy has succeeded in attaining the uppermost rung in
musical efficiency and today is regarded as being second to none in his respective field.
Considering his age (Mr. Lopez bashfully admits to being 26) the rapid rise of this brilliant young artist has
been nothing short of phenomenal. Of Spanish extraction and imbued with the Don Juan spirit of adventure and
achievement, Mr. Lopez within the short space of three years has achieved country wide fame which is hardly
characteristic of his tender years.
Among the first to recognize his ability was that popular musical comedy star, Pat Rooney which resulted in
Mr. Lopez and his associates then known as the "Kings of Harmony" being featured in Mr. Rooney's elaborate
vaudeville offering "Rings of Smoke." Following eighteen months in vaudeville Mr. Lopez and his orchestra were
selected to appear in "The Love Birds," which was written for Mr. Rooney and which enjoyed a long run at the
Apollo Theatre, New York. Terminating an engagement of 35 weeks with the above production, Mr. Lopez found
his services in great demand which resulted in his accepting an attractive contract to appear at the Ross-Fenton Farm
in Asbury Park. This fashionable resort catering to the elite of society became the rendezvous for music lovers and
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during an all-summer engagement Mr. Lopez established a reputation which will stand as a fitting monument to his
ability and popularity for many years to come.
During his engagement at the New Jersey resort Mr. Lopez was tendered an offer to appear in the Grill at
the Hotel Pennsylvania and after a triumphant engagement of eight months during which he became a prime favorite
with the hotel patrons, he deserted the Grill for the more refreshing atmosphere of the Pennsylvania Roof, where he
is now entertaining nightly.
Surrounded by an array of exceptional talent with each member a thorough musician, Mr. Lopez has
attained the dazzling heights of musical perfection. He claims the distinction of being the first to use a piano solo
with orchestra foundation for dance music to say nothing of his many dance records. His one ambition is to put dance
music on a par with the legitimate and at the present time he is modernizing classics to dance arrangements. He
delights in calling his orchestrations conceptions owing to the fact that each arrangement is a story in itself.
Mr. Lopez is noted for his novel arrangements all of which are from the hand of that celebrated master of
orchestration, E. Bodewalte Lampe, whose reputation as an arranger is known the world over. In procuring the
services of this eminent connoisseur of music Mr. Lopez has set a precedent which would be to the advantage of
others to follow. His orchestra has advanced with such rapid strides that it cannot be considered a mere body of
musicians, but a practical organization with an executive staff to direct its destinies. With a librarian, technical
director, assistant director and a publicity representative, Mr. Lopez is blazing a new trail in music circles which
promises to surpass anything previously done in the history of dance music.
As a fitting climax to his various achievements Mr. Lopez recently signed a contract whereby he and his
associates will record exclusively for the Okeh Phonograph Company, which should be good news to all those who
boast of owning a talking machine.

JUNE 1 - MUSICAL COURIER
JAZZ MUSIC AND ITS RELATION TO AFRICAN MUSIC by Nicholas G. Taylor of Sierra Leone, South
Africa.
The over-insistence of syncopation in both the primary as well as the secondary accents of a measure, the
too tacit employment of transitional dominants and the frequent use of triplet appogiaturas in the bass before the
principal accent of a measure (which, by the way, is more often than not given to the trombones in nearly all
orchestral arrangements of "jazz" music by American Negro musicians, a serious abuse of that instrument), are the
principal characteristics of a species of musical compositions which is called "Jazz Blues." "Mammy Blues," "Father
Blues," and many other capricious names which the curious student fails to find in any musical encyclopedic
dictionary.
In New York, at least, this "jazz" music has been the subject of much controversy of late, both by the press
and the pulpit - some denouncing, others commending.
But what is the matter with this, music that has evoked so much comment? Has syncopation never been
used in music before with such frequency, or is it because the harmonies sometimes employed are rancid and seasick, as Wagner's music was described by some in the latter par of the last century? When the attention is directed to
the study of Bach's well-tempered clavier more syncopation will be observed than has ever been used in the whole
realm of "jazz" music; and as for the harmonies, "jazz" composers are well conservative when it is remembered that
some composers of the present day use what I may term chords of the "twenty-second," and abandon as common
place those of the seventh and ninth.
Musically, in my opinion, there is nothing the matter with this kind of composition. Some are dull and
commonplace enough, but a good lot of them are interesting just as in any other branch of musical composition.
Some day some real musical genius will bear out this contention. First and foremost, this is the real popular music in
America, and as the people take to it and still clamor for it, it will hold its place.
The whole matter then turns upon the question of association. "Jazz" music is more closely associated with
the dance forms - the fox-trot, the one-step and other steps. These dances are all harmless in their way, but the
dancers who make more motions with their bodies than the dance steps provide, whose posture in dancing is
repugnant to any sense of respectability, are the real cause of the nuisance - not the dance forms, nor the music. And
yet the cry and everything else is directed at the harmless species of musical composition which is the real popular
music in American.
But does the music itself suggest the different motions of the body which are made in dancing ? This is a
question for experts to decide. Harry T. Burleigh, in his preface to some arrangements of Negro spirituals, wrote to
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the effect that the making of different motions by swinging the head on one side, then the other, as was customary in
singing the spirituals, are to be deprecated, inasmuch as such manner of singing the spiritual is altogether
inconsistent with the spirit and meaning of them and does not add one inch to their effectiveness, but rather detracts
from them the original purpose which they are intended to serve.
I was once invited by a member of the orchestra to a matinee concert given by the Southern Syncopated
orchestra in London and it was really amusing to see how one of the banjo players tossed his instrument in the air
and did so many funny things during the course of the performance. Being ignorant as to what all this meant, I asked
a neighbor: "Is it thus that musicians perform in England?" "No," said he, "it is the effect of the music. This music is
wonderful." I thought it strange that performers should turn somersaults in the concert halls. One prefers to see those
things in the music halls.
If, in the singing of the spirituals and in many other instances, the intelligence of the audience is insulted by
the making of different motions of the body, is it to be wondered that in dancing more movements are inserted than
the dance forms provide? "Jazz" music therefore, being closely associated with the much abused dances, is
condemned. This same association of ideas brought about the condemnation of contemporary church music by the
Council of Trent on account of the fact that the Canti Firmi were associated with secular ideas and the compositions
were found to be out of place in the mass though they would be welcome in their own atmosphere. That was a
deplorable day for church music, a condition of things which was only remedied by Palestrina's genius. And this
condemnation of "Jazz" music will be all the more necessary in respectable circles until some musical genius in
America brings out its possibilities.
The Negro Musicians (June, 1921) printed the following about "jazz" music:
"The Negro musician has no apology to offer for the consideration of popular music in these columns.
Despite its restricted forms and transitory appeal, we believe with the Boston Transcript that the time has
passed when even learned critics cry out upon ragtime. The time is here when they study it and seriously
announce that it demands consideration for its genuine art possibilities. The Negro Musician further
believes that the teacher who fears the influence of ragtime and thus denies its possession of any merit,
encourages a curiosity which does harm to the very ideals he claims to foster.
Therefore, embrace; study, improve and utilize its values. Teach its source, history and influence,
but point to its limitations and instruct of its harm as alone medium of expression."
But the Musical Courier has asked me the question which this article is designed to answer; How far "jazz"
music is traceable to the influence of African music.
Back To Africa
Some think that this "jazz" music is leading the generation to the African jungle, but I believe that the more
"jazzy" the music, the more distant it is from that of the African jungle; which of these is nearer the truth could be
proved by a reference to the musical examples of children songs contained in the late Natalie Curtis' book, published
by G. Schirmer and entitled "Songs and Tales from the Dark Continent."
I shall leave out of consideration the question of idiom which at once decides that "jazz" music is not
African music, but I shall deal with the question of rhythm, as this makes "jazz" music more closely allied to African
music than at any other. I shall also be reticent about the philosophical question as to association of ideas, as that is
purely a question of environment.
Man's capacity for knowledge being limited, it has been the foremost concern of the masses to reduce
everything to its lowest terms in order to understand it. Seers, prophets, teachers and the geniuses of every age have
endeavored to infuse new life into this seemingly commonplace material; the respective generations of every age call
them modern, but before long even they themselves take to the teachings of their leaders and then begin to reduce
those teachings also to their lowest terms. Of course, this will continue until there be no more sea.
More Syncopation
"Jazz" music makes use of syncopation to a marked degree more than African music pretends to do. It is
regular in its accents and the rhythmical contents of its bars; it is mostly of the four-and-eight bar period. All these
things, together with the question of idiom, are so foreign to the native African that he scarcely recognizes any
connection between "jazz" music and his own. On the other hand, African music is cross-rhythmic, its use of
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syncopation is decidedly moderate and the rhythmical contents of many a bar of African music is as irregular as it
could be. Again. owing to the use of cross rhythms, the periods and phrases are explained in a different method from
that employed in "jazz' music.
The American Negroes brought over from Africa this music with its cross rhythms. Here they were
surrounded with a different idiom; they had to face different conditions and the atmosphere in which they lived was a
decided contrast to the environments that they had about them in their native land. The result is that they began to
reduce African music to suit their new conditions and this is how they did it:
When the African says

Jazz reduces it to:

When he says:

Jazz has it:
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This method of reduction - this system by which everything is to be brought within the confines of man's
limited knowledge so as to be suitable to the conditions of his environment, gives the clue as to the only link (and a
most important one, too) between African music and "jazz" music. That neither Example 1 nor Example 3 is
respectively the same as Example 2 or Example 4 is evident to any thoughtful musician. Thus far has European
music been so influenced by African music as to produce "jazz" which is popular American music. And "jazz" music
having one been do deduced takes its own course and at the present time has nothing more or less in common with
African music. Is it also true of peoples as well as of music?
But this process of reduction is termed the development of science. Well, be it so!

JUNE 23 - VARIETY
REVIEWS OF RECORDING DISCS.
Bennie Kreuger's Orchestra - Stumbling (fox trot) & I'm Wild About Harry - "Stumbling" is the outstanding
summer dance hit. Its peculiar choppy rhythm has brought it to the fore practically over night. Kreuger has done
some of his best recording work with the selection. He has put a snappy "hiccougly" effect into the bass sax that's a
winner. The soprano and alto saxes in the fore section carry the melody, contrasting dashingly with the eerie tomtomming effect.
"I'm Wild About Harry" (Sissle-Blake) is another dance gem from that fertile musical all-colored show,
"Shuffle Along." that has gleaned a harvest for the authors and publishers of "Love Will Find a Way," "Baltimore
Buzz," "Bandanna Days" and "Gypsy Blues."
Paul Whiteman one day arranged the "Harry" song for his orchestra, and it surprised even him as a popular
dance number. The soprano sax is featured practically all the way thorough in the selection. Kreuger handling the
instrument himself. Funny thing about Krueger. if memory serves right, he played some instrument other than the
saxophone (was it the violin?) a couple of years back. The manner in which he has mastered the dulcet toned wind
instrument credits him. Abel.
Bailey's Lucky Seven - Poor Little Me (fox trot) & Don't Leave me Mammy - The "Lucky Seven" certainly
can throw a perpetual "natural" when it comes to dishing up blues and rags to stir sluggish feet. Jazz - just jazz! that's
their first, last and middle name and while it may not sound very melodious, it's irresistible for moving the hoofs.
Edith Wilson and Original Jazz Hounds - Birmingham Blues & Wicked blues - After Perry Bradford had
had a falling out with Mannie Smith and the Okeh record people he dug up this colored jazz baby for the Columbia
firm, took away the original Jazz Hounds from Miss Smith and transferred them to Edith Wilson. Bradford, in
addition, had to consult counsel anent enjoining the Okeh people from using the Jazz Hounds' appellation. Miss
Wilson as a blues vocalist is eclipsed by none. That part of her race around 135th street and Lenox avenue, New
York, and below the Mason-Dixon line who purchase these disks, as well at the fair Caucasian percentage that dote
on barbaric wails of the indigo order, have a good buy in these two selections. In the "Birmingham Blues" number a
banjoist comes to the fore with some wicked strum and pick work.
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Tampa Blue Jazz Band - 8 Rock blues & Hurry Back Home - The Tampa Blue Jazz Band evidently is a
newcomer to the disk field. Their forte must be blues renditions, judging from these two recordings. Both make mean
toddies, the "8 Rock Blues" being distinguished by an accelerated start and then a slowing down that proves to be but
a temporary calm before the jazz storm.
Peerless Orchestra - Heartsease & Impassioned Dream Waltz (both instrumental) - These two compositions
are paradoxical in their origin. The first, composed by Neil Moret, who has contributed much to the popular song
field, is more on the order of a classical composition. The second, with its passionate title, by J. Rosas, would make
an excellent tango waltz for dance purposes.
Both, however, are charming concert renditions, the "Impassioned Dream Waltz" being as dreamy and
entrancing as its title suggests. Able.
Vincent Lopez - Happy Days & Georgia - Two "happy" fox trots are coupled on this Edison disk. In the
first, it is novelty arranged for the sax and the trombone to do some "laughing" to get across the optimistic idea.
On the reverse, Don Parker of Whiteman's orchestra leads a trio with the "Georgia" number. Banta, pianist,
and Lucas, banjo, complete the combination. Parker's soprano sax pipes forte throughout, with Banta's piano
fingering coming to the fore in passages. Lucas faithfully submerges his banjo picking in favor of the
accompaniment. It's a corking combination that will bear watching - The possibilities to develop into as standard a
recording feature as the All-Star Trio (Victor), which consists of piano, sax and xylophone, are potential. A snatch of
"Jublio" leads into the snappy "Georgia" selection, which is further medleyed with "Malinda Brown."
COLUMN: WITH THE MUSIC MEN
A new defense by a dance hall in a copyright infringement suit by the American Society of Composers,
Authors and Publishers arose when the Carlin's Dance Hall company of Baltimore interposed a defense that the
music publishers send it professional copies and orchestrations requesting it to perform their stuff and in so doing
they help popularize them for the publishers. Judge Rose, in awarding the society $250 minimum damages under the
Federal statute and $100 counsel fee, cited a parallel that a manufacturer of any commodity in issuing free samples to
the trade does not mean he will dispose of it just for the advertising. The supplying of free orchestrations is not a
relief from copyright obligations.

JUNE 25 - NEW YORK TIMES BOOK REVIEW & MAGAZINE
JAZZ LATITUDE - by Burnet Hershey - A new line of latitude one-steps around the globe. Its location is
reckoned by the degree of its jazz and computed exactly by the number of minutes and seconds it is distant from its
meridian - Tin Pan Alley. To trace it, you don't have to be a student of geography. Even the amateur globe-trotter on
an automatic tour won't need his Bardeker to find it, for every ship the traveler takes today throbs with the staccato
cacophony of jazz and every stop at a port is punctuated by the syncopation of jazz.
Jazz latitude is marked as indelibly on the globe as the heavy line of the equator. It runs from Broadway
along Main Street to San Francisco; to the Hawaiian Islands, which it has lyricized to fame; to Japan, where it is
hurriedly adopted as some new Western culture, to the Philippines, where it is royally welcomed back as its own; to
China where the mandarins and even the coolies look upon it as a hopeful sign that the Occident at last knows what
is music; to Siam, where the barbaric tunes strike a kindred note and come home to roost; to India, where the natives
receive it dubiously, while the colonists seize upon it avidly; to the East Indies, where it holds sway in its elementary
form - ragtime; to Egypt, where it sounds so curiously familiar and where it had set Cairo dance mad; to Palestine,
where it is looked upon as an inevitable and necessary evil along with liberation; across the Mediterranean, where all
ships and all shores have been inoculated with the germ; to Monte Carlo and the Riviera, where the jazz idea has
been adopted as it own enfant-cheri; to Paris, which has its special versions of jazz; to London, which long has sworn
to shake off the fever, but still is jazzing, and back again to Tin Pan Alley, where each day, nay, each hour, add some
new inspiration that will slowly, but surely meander along jazz latitude.
I set out on a tour of the world with the wanderer's lure of adventure, strange lands and quaint customs. My
trail led alone curious enough byways, but all along the route, yawping after me. ululating along with me, blatantly
greeting me, was the inevitable jazz. No sooner had I shaken off the dust of some city and slipped almost out of
earshot of its jazz bands than zump-zump-zump, toodle-oodle-doo, right into another I went. never was there a
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cessation of this universal potpourri of jazz. Each time I would discover it at a different stage of metamorphosis and
sometimes hard to recognize, but unmistakably it was an attempt at jazz.
If you follow jazz latitude you will pick up the original traces of jazz. You will wonder how from the crude
and sensuous dances and savage music there has evolved our new national anthem, jazz, and our National
Conservatory of Music, Tin pan Alley. Natives of far-off tropical lands eagerly nod their approval of Tin Pan Alley's
latest masterpieces. They prick up their ears in recognition of something strangely familiar to the plaintive melodies
of their homelands. Occidental versions of Oriental rhythm and harmony they do not regard as plagiarism nor as an
improvement upon their own music, but as their own songs and dances which the West has adopted.
The stepping-off point of jazz to the Orient is San Francisco. Saxophones and trombones have come to
drive away the ghosts haunting Barbary Coast from their last resting place behind the boarded bars and fenced-in
saloons where ragtime had its American tryout. Here the turkey trot, the bunny hug, and the rest of the "gutter
dances" originated and presaged the tango, the maxixe, the Boston dip, the shimmy, the fox trot, the collegiate glide
and the rest of the one step dance innovations. Barbary Coast is now a memory, but the rest of the Pacific Coast is
jazzing away to the latest of Broadway melodies.
Jazz follows the flag ships freighted with jazz - "Made in America' - form the newest product of export to
the Orient. Cargoes of jazz are laden on all vessels passing through the Golden Gate. To the Orient they sail, carrying
the jazziest song hits, the latest dance steps and the phonograph records, stopping sometimes to unload some of the
cargo of choice tunes at Honolulu.
Since Waikiki Beach has been rhapsodized by Tin Pan Alley, jazz has made a hit with the Honoluluans.
The Wawaiiana appreciate the music written about themselves, and to repay the compliment are now busy foxtrotting along their famous moonlit shores. Incidentally, the sheik, the kings the suzerains, the rajahs, the moguls, the
nabobs, and the local Hoards of Aldermen of the communities that have been so widely advertised - Honolulu, Kale,
Siam, India, Araby, Hindustan - are exceedingly grateful for the publicity. It helps the tourist trade and the sale of
souvenirs, they say, and feel honored that some song writer, who never visited their shores should have found in
them an adequate theme for his inspiration. Filipino orchestras are the interpreters of jazz on the Pacific Ocean
liners. Where music is concerned, the Flipinos are known as the Italians of the East. Add their own barbaric musical
strain - a blend of Oriental and Spanish "ear culture" - and you get an idea of their adeptness with the torturous
instruments of jazz. The banjo and cornet are still the mainstays of the Flipino jazz bands. The saxophone is only a
recent addition.
Nowhere else in the world, outside of New York, have the cymbals, ells, sirens, motor horns, cow bells and
all the clap-trap of the original ragtime bands been abandoned. Every jass band in Asia, Africa or Europe starts with
the drum and trap accessories as a nucleus. This constitutes the jazz, the rest merely band.
I was in Yokohama only a few hours when I heard the call of the West - a jazz band tuning up, or getting
out of tune, in the Grand Hotel. In this most European of Japanese cities there are half a dozen jazz bands. One
European troupe, led by an ex-U. S. Navy bandmaster, dispenses ragtime at the leading hotel. The others are
Japanese groups who, with that marvelous faculty for imitating the occident, manage to organize some semblance of
jazz. And the Japanese customers like it well enough. The Japanese have taken to jazz dancing with an enthusiasm
that characterizes every Japanese adaptation of Western convention. Japanese men and women outnumber the
Europeans on the floor during a dance at any of the large hotels in Yokohama, Kobe or Tokyo. So popular has the
fox-trot and one-step become that an entire park in Tnurumi, midway between Yokohama and Tokyo on the route of
the modern electric railway, has been set aside for bi-weekly dances in the open air.
Here the youth of Japan toddle with their favorite Miss Yuki-Han or Mlle. Cherry-Blossom, arrayed in her
finest kimono and gaudiest ohi, her black hair greasier than ever. In a picturesque background of paper lanterns such
as only the Japanese in Japan can hang, and in a setting of doll-house, papier-mache balconies and toy gardens, they
glide and tango. I watched them and marveled at their adroitness, their natural grace. I danced with a little cat-eyed
butterfly in a gold-red kimono embroidered with dragons and hats. Broadway would have raved about her.
One thing I found astonishing - how, with all the quick steps required by jazz, these dancers, men and
women alike, were able to keep on their sandals, caught to their feet only by the insertion of the sandal-band. Not a
slipper was lost
Japanese jazz bands are veritable orchestras. The Japanese evidently figure if a four-piece band can make so
much noise how much better and more American is it if the number of pieces are multiplied. So we find a twenty-five
piece orchestra attempting jazz in Tsurumi.
In Tokyo, at the Imperial Hotel, destroyed by fire a few weeks ago, they held three dances a week. A
Japanese band supplied the music there for a while, substituting one atrocity after another for what they call "Jahas."
The American call them "joss" bands.
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In Peking I found a diplomatic corps turning to jazz somewhat in the fashion in which the Washington
foreign colony has turned to golf. The two leading hotels were filled every day at tea time and dinner. Everybody
danced.
The mandarin loves to dance. Jazz to him means harmony of the soul. It is his reed pipe and lyre chosen
from a celestial symphony. His son, returned from a Western university, is saturated with the jazz idea. Any observer
in China will tell you that whatever the students say ought to be done because it is done in the West is done with a
gusto - a gusto peculiarly Chinese.
Jazz is the new idol in China, the new jazz, especially the cymbal and cowbell part, so similar to their (Inn)
music. The Temple of Temples where his Pagan Highness King Jazz is worshipped in the Orient is Shang-hai "Paris of the East" There, in the exotic atmosphere of the gay and cosmopolitan, in that city which is a fixture of the
familiar and the strange. Jazz has come to mean Shanghgi. Shanghai without jazz, without its night clubs, without its
ballrooms crowded with diplomats, business men, tourists and that ever picturesque rabble of European for tune
hunters, adventures and derelicts cluttering the gay cities of the East, would not is Shanghai. Jazz is the very essence
of its existence. An American post office, an American Tribunal of Justice, American banks and shops, a real soda
fountain and a place where they serve honest-to-goodness griddle cakes - and jazz. With it all the fascination of
Chinatown and a good measure of Paris, and do you wonder why no one s homesick in shanghai.
On a Shipping Board steamer we journey to Hongkong and enter the "most beautiful port in the world" to
the tune of "Chong, he comes from Hongkong." which the Silver State jazz fiends have picked out as an appropriate
air to make our entry. The jazz fiends are a band of devil-may-care college men from Seattle who have chosen the
happy life of the sailor-jazz bandsmen.
Everything in Hongkong is very English. Nowhere throughout the length and breadth of the British Empire
is English influence more impressed than in Victoria, otherwise known as Hongkong. Everything except the music
and dancing. That is American Twenty-four days from Tin Pan Alley and when the song hit gets to Hongkong it
spreads like a tune in Harlem. Everybody whistles it, hums it, plays it on the graphophone. The sale of American jazz
records in the Far East is enormous.
In the West jazz has trespassed on the domain of music, but in the East it has made inroads more
revolutionary. It sound incredulous, but jazz has been introduced into the Flower Boats of Canton. The Flower Boats
are the amusement halls of this fantastic city . Just as much of the life of Canton is spread over miles of sanpans and
junks, so the night life of the metropolis is concentrated on floats, moored to the river edge or tied up in the jam on
the canals. The Mandarins seek their favorite boats at sundown. For generations past, each evening the opium
smokers, fan tan gamblers and the sing song girls have assembled in the tinsel, lantern-lit cabins of these junks.
Jazz has now supplanted a number of peculiarity Chinese vices. It is "all the rage." If you've heard the crash
of Chinese cymbals and tintinnabutation of their gongs, you will understand the popularity of jazz.
You jazz across the China Sea on a floating jazz palace to Manila, to our own Philippine Islands. No sooner
arrived at the Manila Hotel than the strains of a jazz band greet you. The jazz band of jazz bands is to be found here.
Our champion one-steppers, officers of the naval and army base, and their partners, American ladies all dance the
very latest from New York and often set the pace with some new step of their own.
One dance in Manila throughout the day - and most of the night. Only when the sun is hottest, between noon
and four, is there are requite. Picture a flower-hung pavilion jutting out to Manila Bay, the last touches of an Eastern
sunset, Jazz bands playing one of Tin Pan Alley's India melodies, officers in white ducks and shining gold braid
handsomely gowned women gishes to the twilight as the Oriental moon slowly comes up. That is Manila where jazz
is at its best.
Continue Westward Ho on jazz latitude. Steam out on English vessel to the Malay States and Borneo. No
jazz band is aboard, but there is a graphophone and the latest New York records. Stop for a brief spell at Saigon,
miniature French metropolis on the edge of mysterious Indo-China. Yes, they're jazzing at the Cafe Panerusi and
Continental . Painted ladies from Paris who follow the khaki of the French colonials everywhere are busy here
spreading the culture of jazz, even into the virgin teakwood forests of Tonkin.
Singapore and at Raffles, that oasis of the globe-trotter (shades of the Johorre sultans')., they're even doing
it in Singapore. There was no mistaking the jumble of sound. From the verandah of the big hotel came the disapson.
What do you think I heard? "Alexander's Ragtime Band." as unpleasantly reminiscent as the hurdy-gurdy old tunes.
It was, in fact, the venerable grandfather of jazz. Irving Berlin's first attempt at syncopation away back in history.
I stopped to reason out the cause for this antique state. It was evident that the further we go away from
Manila the staler the jazz. It takes years for some songs to travel around the world. Some tunes linger a long time en
route; others flash around in less than Jules Verne's eighty days. In Cario we heard some of the new Sheik songs
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ground out this year in Tin Pan Alley, whereas in Japan - ten days from Seattle - they were still playing old songs.
Japan, really is the crossroads where jazz ends and ragtime begins.
In Siam they do little else these days but dance. The King of Siam, a great admirer of things American,
gives weekly dances at his palace. His Royal Orchestra becomes a jazz band for the occasion and the diplomatic
agents and Ministers of Europe and the American find a common ground amid the strange surroundings. His Majesty
also boasts a high powered phonographic outfit which is brought out on the lawn and supplies the requisite jazz for
the porch dancers. Lantern glow and the dancing lasts into the small hours of dawn, for in Bangkok they sleep during
most of the hot day. A young college man of San Diego has arrived in Bangkok. He has bought a trunk full of new
jazz records and he is planning to teach the chic Siamese the latest steps.
In Calcutta, as in Bombay and throughout India, where the English civil service man makes his home, and
where a handful of white business, army and professional men make up the European colony, Jazz is welcomed as a
"life-saver." In this country of few diversions, if relieves the tedium of routine existence. India sounds like a paradise
of romance, but the colonist, the army officer who has spent many months and years amid the "dirt of Asia," is blasé
and weary of the life. he has turned to bridge and poker. Now he gladly seizes upon jazz. And there is always the
"stengha" - the whisky-soda, faithful auxiliary of jazz.
In India, the full state of jazz has not yet been evolved from ragtime, although the frequent streams of
returning officials from England all bring with them new cargoes of tunes - direct from New York via Lescester
Square. But by the time they reach there, they are old and shopworn. Journey along the India coast in the Arabian
Sea to India's little brother, Ceylon, where you find jazz in its most antiquated state. It isn't jazz, but they think it is.
They have only arrived at "Down in Jungle Town." The record, played on a venerable gramophone, was one of the
old ones which announced the song and the band . But the one-step is there. On the terrace of the Galle Face Hotel,
on the edge of the Arabian Sea, an Arabian moon, swaying cocoanut trees, chirping monkeys and cawing of big birds
mingled with the strains of the local band.
Six days from Ceylon to the first port in Arabia. Aden, gateway to the Red Sea. In Araby, theme of
countless jazz, but not the glorious Araby of tin Pan Alley's magic lyrics. Alas, it is sun-baked and dirt-ridden, and
what passes for jazz there would make the song writers ill. After a fashion, it is jazz, but it requires the vivid
imagination of the Broadway song wizards to recognize it. And not a far stretch across the water, in the Sudan,
French and British bungalows were taking their measure of jazz.
The entire strip from Suez to Port Said has also succumbed to American jazz. Tommy Atkins is still
encamped there, in all his warlike accouterment along the canal from El Kantara to Port Said, and the soldiers,
dancing with one another, were stepping to "Wabash Blues" and singing "Oh, How I Hate To Get Up in the
Morning." The last outpost "east of Suez," and still jazzy.
Cairo, gay, exotic Cairo, with its population of Orientalized Europeans and its legion of pleasure-seeking
Americans. here jazz comes, back into its own again. It comes directly from New York, without stopping in Europe.
The idle rich of Europe, the newly rich from South America, wanderers from all corners of the globe, are here. To
Egypt jazz is something native. It echoes pleasantly familiar to the Arabs and, as far as the cabaret is concerned, you
might just as well be in new York It is jazz, and real jazz, and even in the shade of the Pyramids there is a New
Yorker leading a band of jazzers.
From Cairo the road leads to Jerusalem, and in the Holy City there is a jazz band. The bearded patriarchs
and the credulous Arabs listen in amazement to the new importations of jazz, come to ruffle the ancient complacency
of the Biblical city. They accept it doubtfully.
Crossing the Mediterranean - you do it to jazz - you strike Nice and Monte Carlo and the Riviera, and find
jazz laboring under French influence. Incidentally, it may be noted that jazz is an important part of the services of the
steamers in the Mediterranean. At present there is a rate was in progress, and jazz - the latest, the best, the jazziest is enlisted as the principal inducement. needless to say that Nice, Monte Carlo and the Rivierva have adopted jazz as
their own enfant -cheri, and no one could conceive these spots without that necessary element - jazz.
Paris is exhibiting its own versions of jazz, too - boulevard concoctions of Tin Pan Alley's inventions. The
negro band still is the vogue. So essential do some Montmarte dance halls find the black musicians that they have hit
upon the ingenious scheme to use their disguise for their own French jazz bands. They may be French colonials, or
some long-shoremen from Harlem left over from the war - it doesn't matter. These colored folk are placed at the ends
of the band, looking like cudmen, and rattle tambourines or crash cymbals just to make a racket.
Of London little need be said, for, like New York, it has been caught in the whirlpool of jazz, and, try as the
English will, they cannot disentangle themselves. They sermonize against it, they editorialize against it, but it only
serves to intensify jazz.
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Once upon the Atlantic steamer, a French floating chateau. I settled down to thoughts of home. Since I had
jazz all the way around the world. I knew I wouldn't miss it here, on the last lap. But what was that? Say, that's a
snappy tune. Where did I hear that before? No. I haven't heard it before. It's something new.
So here, leading for Tin Pan Alley, I heard the first strains of new jazz. The masters of noise acrobatics
were blaring out Broadway's up-to-the minute stuff. Nowhere along the route had I heard a song I didn't know. Now I
might as well be listening to the pounding of pianos along Tin Pan Alley and the yodeling of its serenades by radio.
It was jazz at its latest.
It made me reconsider jazz latitude . What the world is getting along jazz latitude is old. It travels and gets
there, but by that time its jazz platitude

JULY 7 - NEW YORK TIMES
FAILS TO STOP JAZZ , IS ARRESTED LATER. - Atlantic city, N.J., July 6. - the application for an
injunction to restrain the jazz music in the Music Box cafe here was refused today by Vice Chancellor Robert H.
Ingersoll.
The right of injunction, Chancellor Ingersoll held, stands or fails on the question of whether the cafe music
was a nuisance. He held that the affidavits of Ralph Weloff and David Abrams in answer to the petition of Nathan
Goldenberg were sufficiently strong to create a doubt in his mind as to the existence of a nuisance. He further held
that the court had no power to enforce a city ordinance.
Goldenberg had brought action to shut up the music in the early morning hours at the care on the ground
that it disturbed the neighbors.
Goldenberg himself was arrested today in the "cafe war" on the complaint of Hazel Romaine, a cabaret
singer, who charged that shortly after midnight recently a score of tin cane were thrown through the window of the
restaurant while she was dancing. They came from the direction of Goldenberg's cafe next door. They were followed
by a shower of milk bottles, Miss romaine said.
Goldenberg denied the charge, but will be arraigned tomorrow.

JULY 22 - MUSICAL AMERICA
SAYS JAZZ WOULD GALVANIZE AMERICAN OPERA - Ragtime Seen as an Honest American Form Negro Music as Basis for Distinctive Native Art - Our Opera to Date Has Erred in Seeking Foreign Paths, Writer
Contends - by Joseph Kaye.
The period is now at hand when the familiar plaint, "Americans cannot write opera," is heard in our
journals. The critical authorities, commenting on the season's boredoms, dig deep into American operatic efforts and
lament or wax sarcastic, according to the degree of their sympathy.
Year after year the Metropolitan Opera Company has more or less cheerfully assumed the duty of
presenting American opera. Rarely, of course, has the management entertained hopes that the production would be
successful, It has gone about the task patriotically philosophical and put down the costs, like the scene-shifters'
wages, to the season's general expenses. The Chicago Opera Association's attitude is similar, albeit a little more
eager, since the element of competition is greater. And after each dismal production the conclusion has been:
"Americans cannot write opera."
Yet is this not an unfair condemnation? Opera, the least logical of all the fine arts, is not the achievement of
only a privileged species of genius. It is a form of art that is within reach of any true composer with an instinct for the
theater. And no one will deny that we have such composers. The intense desire and agitation for American opera
alone should prove this. Where there is the desire to produce there is always the material for production, though that
material may not be of the same brand that others use, and the finished product consequently may be different.
The patent fact, however, is that, despite the possession of theatrical instinct, fine musical equipment and
the inborn inspiration to create worthy works, the American composer, when he undertakes to write opera, fails.
What, then, is lacking in him for this purpose?
European Opera and Ours
A puzzling question may be solved by resort to comparison and precedent. Consider, therefore, the case of
European opera and compare it with the American. In European opera one comes upon this pre-eminent fact: It bears
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a distinct, individual stamp, so conspicuous a stamp that you would consider highly preposterous the suggestion that
"Coq d'Or" could be written by an Italian, "Aida" by a Russian. "Thais" by a German or "Parsifal" by a Frenchman.
And this despite the fact that the subjects of these operas are not always national.
It will be found that the really successful composers of opera, those who have made Italy, Russia, Germany
and France the pillars of our opera houses, are men whose works are inseparable from the characteristics of the land
that gave them birth. Take away these characteristics and their work would be as soulless and barren as the life of the
hapless individuals who can claim allegiance to no country. It may be the occasional fashion to speak of international
art, but deep at heart we all feel what art would become were every nationality to merge its achievements in one great
melting pot. Monotony, stagnation, sterility would be the result.
Have American composers been as true to themselves, to the spirit and character of their country as the
Europeans? Reflect upon their productions: Herbert's "Natoma" and "Madeleine," Damrosch's "Cyrano," DeKoven's
"Canterbury Pilgrims" and "Rip Van Winkel," Parker's "Mona, Cadman's "Shanewis," Gilbert's "Dance in the Place
Congo," Converse's "Pipe of Desireil," Hugo's "Temple Dancer," Breil's "The Legend," Hadley's "Azora" and
"Cleopatra's Night."
Far-flung Sources of Inspiration
Excluding "Shanewis," an opera based on Indian themes, and "The Dance in the Place Congo," which is
really a symphonic poem with ballet, this partial list comprises as perfect a musical and dramatic potpourri as it is
possible to conceive. All the composers except Cadman and Gilbert searched the world for their inspiration,
methods, styles and themes - but kept scrupulously clear of America. Debussy, Wagner, Puccini, Verdi Strauss;
goblins, magicians, demons, Nihilists, Greeks, stone-agers, cavaliers - these are all liberally represented in their
works, in addition to some Indians who may have been born anywhere from Lisbon to Petrograd. naturally, what we
heard from our native composers was soulless and artificial.
The American composer who wishes to create an American opera will have to stay in this country. He will
have to come closer to American soil and make his work as representative of America as its literature, trivial though
so much of it is, as its theaters, its movies.
To some composers this representative creation will come instinctively when they realize fully the
principles that underlie a popular art and yield themselves whole-heartedly to American life. Failing the natural
spontaneity, there is another method for the creation of national opera, one which the Russians and the Bohemians
have employed to such good advantage, namely, the utilization of folk-music.
America is young and does not possess the wealth of folk-lore which the other nations have. But there are
three springs from which a national music may be drawn; the music of the Indians, the music of the Afro-Americans,
and American ragtime and jazz.
To Indian music we are not greatly sympathetic; and to depend upon Indian themes in American opera is a
mistake, for the Indians were never sufficiently assimilated into American life to make such themes dramatically
interesting to us.
In Afro-American music, however, and in the modern syncopated concoctions is to be found material to
make genuine American opera.
The Negroes were and are part of American life. They are the only individual race in America, the others
being essentially European, and they have been instrumental in creating a definite type of national music, which we
like and appreciate. We shall always remember the thrill of the barbarous, captivating themes and rhythms of "Dance
in the Place Congo." Why this dramatic opera-ballet was shelved at the Metropolitan after a few performances has
always been a puzzle. In its music there was the breath of life in a new world. Gone were the transplanted European
schools, the veneer of a style ill-fitting to an unsympathetic wearer. "Dance in the Place Congo" may be considered
the only really successful serious musical stage piece written by an American composer.
The Joys of Jazz
As Negro music is truly American, so is the vaudeville, musical comedy and dance music of to-day. We
may affect scorn for ragtime and jazz, but were we all really frank on the subject, this would appear to be pure
affectation. There is something in the American character which reacts this popular music. There is in it exhilaration,
gaiety, boldness, smartness romanticism and sentimentality typical of America. So why not accept ragtime and jazz
as honest American forms which may be polished into a true art? Imagine the success an American opera would have
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if it were written by a keenly alive young American who wove into his work, before it came thorough the refinery of
artistic realization, the popular music of the people?
Here, then, are two elements that may help to bring about real American opera as long as the "instinctive"
composer is lacking.
Numerous musical institutions, teaching academies and famous music teachers have made America a
leading country of musical culture, and there will eventually arise the "instinctive" American composer. But for the
present, while so many of our composers are under the influence of European associations and European forms, it is
their duty, to themselves as well as to the nation, to band themselves together as did that Russian group of
nationalists, Rimsky-Korsakoff, Balakireff, Cui, Mousssorgsky and Borodine, which created the Russian school of
opera and ballet, to dedicate their efforts to the establishment of American music, and incidentally of American
opera, and to resist the temptation of cosmopolitan composition.

JULY 28 - NEW YORK TIMES
QUEEN MARY BARS JAZZ She dances a fox trot at Goodwood. The king only a spectator. (London-July
27) - At an informal dance at Goodwood race track this afternoon Queen Mary requested the orchestra not to play
jazz music. The band concentrated on fox trots, one steps and waltzes and the queen danced one fox trot. The King
George did not dance.

JULY - MELODY
JAZZ-OBSEQUIES OR OTHERWISE? - More than once has this magazine expressed its belief than jazz
(per se) was only a process of music evolution that in time would take care of itself and would require no concerted
effort on the part of musicians either to kill or give extension of life; that it was amenable to an unwritten music law
somewhat akin to that of "the survival of the fittest" in the natural world, and that under such law jazz either would
self-exterminate in its old form or self-assert in a new and higher order of continued musical existence.
Does jazz still live or is it dead? Is it a living music factor of trouble yet to be reckoned with, or is it a
rapidly during fad which will need no obsequies? Or, and as following natural laws, has it already died as jazz and
entered a process of resurrection into new and better music form"? Mr. William F. Ludwig - president of Ludwig &
Ludwig, drum manufacturers of Chicago - leans to the last of the preceding questions, and so expresses himself in a
short interview with The Music Trades.
As everyone is aware, the drum was a powerful adjunct to jazz in its earliest and rawest state, and many
drum manufacturers and dealers believed that with the passing of the demand for jazz there must of necessity follow
a very serious depression in the drum business throughout the country. Actuated by this existing belief or impression,
Mr. Ludwig recently investigated along that line, the result of his investigations bringing to light matters of much
interest relative to both the drum trade and jazz itself.
Mr. Ludwig states that he found the sort of jazz which was so frequently and bitterly condemned had been
extinct for the last two or three years and that a new and commendable style of jazz music is now filling its place. He
also believes that if the drum business was to be affected by the passing of jazz, it would have felt the depression
during the last two years. Yet, instead of a decrease in demand during that period, the drum dealers all reported an
increase in business and stated that such increase still continues. To the interviewer of Music Trades, relative to jazz
itself, Mr. Ludwig further said:
"While prominent men, trained in other lines than music seem to be more or less alarmed, musicians believe
that 'jazz' is simply a step in the progress of music and that the present development is a step forward and upward.
"At the very beginning a brief review of the origin of 'jazz' may not be amiss. The word itself means to 'step
lively,' and was first used in this country by Negroes working on the docks and levees in the South.
"Jazz; as applied to music is a form of improvising and added syncopation, a development of ragtime and
syncopation. Radical 'jazz' is already gone, never to return.
"We cannot jump to perfection with one leap. There must be the intermediate, and there must be the start.
Some credit the saxophone as having started this new form of musical interpretation, but that is not the case. There
were rag-jazz orchestras before saxophones were used in orchestras.
"It was the trap drummer who first broke loose from the old-time practice of holding strictly and religiously
to the printed music sheet. He began syncopating on the snare drum, instead of holding to the after-beats as written.
This syncopating was called 'rag drumming.' The beats were an imitation of clog dancing. Thus the drummers started
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playing rag time and for this innovation were called fakers by the more pious. nevertheless, it was a decided step
forward in the progress of music interpretation.
"The pianist was next to 'rag it' on the piano, and at one time in the earliest stage of the 'rag time' orchestra
the pianist and drummer were the most important. They had to work together in their individual form of syncopation.
"The trombone and cornet soon followed the piano and drum, and they, by the aid of slide and mute, were
able to produce new harmony effects. From this developed the 'jazz' orchestra, with clarinets and violins improvising
and syncopating." The clarinetist resorted to other instruments of the family to produce the desired effects, first by
using C clarinet and then by the saxophone. Finally, the violinist, a little weak on syncopation, took up the banjo.
"As a result we have the 'jazz' orchestra of today. But up to this time the players still had to improvise and
fill in. Moreover, each combination rendered their own conception of 'jazz,' according to their individual ability.
Some were good, some bad; but most of them pleased the public and their services were in demand.
"This demand coerced composers and arrangers to write and score for this new orchestra, which made it
possible not only to write and select the proper and correct harmony but by use of instruments and instrumentation to
create new and extremely pleasing effects.
"The next step is already determined. It is the syncopated concert orchestra. And, as a matter of fact, there
will be European tours for the modern American syncopating concert orchestra. Their compositions will not be
revamped European music, but real American creations, and Europe will welcome them.
"You will hear effects introduced which suggest the atmosphere of some far away country; you will hear a
Russian classic played faultlessly, but woven through the harmonic construction will be arrangements and effects
which are purely American. You will note that the rhythm is changed, with wonderful and peculiarly pleasing effect,
and yet it is harmonious and played in a masterly musical style.
"This new melody orchestra has merely introduced different arrangements which not only require each
performer to be a master of his instrument, but he must have a knowledge of harmony and musical construction. He
must know that countless melodies and effects can be built around one succession of chords. The greater the number
of individuals in this orchestra having this knowledge the greater will be the varieties of individual ideas and
inspiration, and hence the greater the success of this orchestra."

JULY - METRONOME
DRUM TAPS - Poor Jazz! It has been maligned in print and pulpit. All the sins of a wicked world have
been traced directly and uncompromisingly to its door. It is the source of all evil according to a certain class of socalled reformers. And now from Washington comes an official slam for the Great God of Jazz.
In reply to a communication requesting an American Jazz Orchestra for the International Centennial
Exposition which is to be held in Brazil, Frank A. Harrison, deputy commission general of the Department of State
Commission to the exposition writes:
"There will be no opportunity for the employment of musicians to perform at the Royal Exposition as a
part of our Government activities. The expense of transportation, salaries and maintenance would be
prohibitive. We will, of course, have the services of the splendid bands of the Navy Department vessels that
will be stationed in Rio harbor.
"I cannot refrain from the observation, however, that Brazil is a friendly nation to which we owe every
demonstration of good will and that if "jazz" is unknown down there it would be nothing short of an
unfriendly act to introduce such so-called music to an unoffending people. Certainly we would not want
them to believe that such conglomerations of foolish sounds represent the musical taste of the United
States."
We note especially in Mr. Harrison's communication that the services of the "splendid bands of the Navy
Department vessels" will give the Bralizians musical treats. These bands will of course refrain from Jazz and
undoubtedly they will valiantly make excursions in the realms of the Classical and modern art music. We are led to
infer from Mr. Harrison's declaration that these hands will "represent the musical taste of the United States?
What more can we expect from officialdom? It is our officialdom which advertises in auction sales
proposals in the disposition of war materials "100 first violins and 99 second violins!" Imagine being able to buy
second violins! Why not first, second, and third basses with the home plate thrown in for good measure? No doubt
the good old song "Home Sweet Home" was written to be played on the home plate possibly with a knife and fork.
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Like Jazz, the deck of cards has been maligned. Was the ban on an innocent game prompted because some people
gambled with cards? Or was such a ban the result of the ideas of the poor deluded Puritan? Intelligent people of
today have no patience with such bans. If prompted by the objection to gambling, why not carry the same process of
reasoning to the drinking cup and refuse to drink milk or water from a glass because some people drink whiskey out
of a glass? As for the Puritan's disapproval of recreation and pleasure, we have fortunately outfrown such childish
and fanatical beliefs.
Those who unqualifiedly derogate Jazz are as childish in their psychology as those who prophecy hell fire
and brimstone for him who enjoys his fireside game. Jazz may be good, bad, or indifferent. And when it is bad, it
sure is bad. In fact nothing could be much worse. And when it is good, it is not necessarily art. But it is the stuff from
which much art will be made, just as in the olden days the folk song was the stuff from which a great deal of art
music was made. Civilization with its printing press, its musical nomenclature, and its symbols of musical notation,
precluded the birth of future folk songs. The folk songs of the eras preceding the perfection of musical notation, like
the folk lore, were passed along by word of mouth and handed down from generation to generation. In this journey
they were purified and finally evolved to perfect art products of a simple kind. Finally the artists found in these same
simple art products the germs for more complicated and elaborate art products.
With the introduction of printing the evolutionary process in the development of the folk song was changed
in its nature and the crude and elementary beginnings of a spontaneous creation were set down in black and white for
all to gaze upon. Similarly the evolutionary development of all crude creations are now open to the public gaze but
the refining process is quicker. It progresses in leaps and bounds and each stage in its development is so far removed
from its predecessor that it becomes difficult to trace the relationship between the various stages. Furthermore, unlike
the folk tune, a multitude of tunes, harmonies, and rhythms enter into the development of any one particular style and
from the thousands of motives but one or a few persist for art development. Undoubtedly at the birth of many a folk
tune, which later developed into an art product, the crudity was as apparent as our "whiniest" of jazzy tunes.
In the days of the folk song, there were, without doubt, those who turned up what they were pleased to call
their "intellectual" noses at the infant, little realizing in their bigotry and short-sightedness that the "child" would
grow. To be sure some infant folk songs died during the process of development but such as possessed an atom
which was fundamentally sound progressed, and even though it took generations to mature, it eventually reached the
point where it was perpetuated by the pen of the artist.
Think of the hue and cry which was raised some twenty or thirty years ago against ragtime. And today art
composers are finding therein material for art development. The old negro melodies with their characteristic rhythms
together with the dance hall "rags" of the late 90's are now being studied by composers. But it took a foreign visitor
to break the ice. Before Dvorak's visit to the "New World" there were scoffers of Harrisonian-like proclivities who
were decrying the rag. These same scoffers were probably the first to katow to the Bohemian composer.
And then came Jazz; a strange mixture of Hawaiian idioms with a sort of offshoot of the American rag. It
was made ridiculous in its elementary stages by the monkey-like antics of its crude interpreters. In its raw state and in
its rendition it was barbaric and as sensuous, though in a different way, as the wild music of the Dervishers. It is still
young but already it has furnished germs for art music. France's Ravel and America's Carpenter have seen in this
much maligned product of the dance hall possibilities for humor. And, in spite of Mr. Harrison and his friendship for
Brazil, we have orchestras today composed of splendid musicians who are rendering the simple jazz tunes in a
humorous and "catchy" manner devoid of all obnoxsciouness to the musical ear.

AUGUST - METRONOME
AN OPEN LETTER TO "THE METRONOME" IN REFERENCE TO JAZZ MUSIC.
Dear Editor:
Your May issue has a thoroughly good article, entitled "Classical or Jazz," but I think the object can be
accomplished without playing jazz, which is objectionable, because "it has neither pride of ancestry or hope
of posterity."
The rhythm of jazz is the rhythm of the drum in the hands of the savage negro of the wilds of Africa,
coupled with the moans and shricks of his barbarous and superstitious ceremonies.
This rhythm was brought to America by the African slave. He was brought to a country where many
pleasing songs and airs were common. This music was a Spanish and French origin, due to the early
settlement of the Southern coast by men of these nationalities.
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The negro was not creative, but was imitative, and he attempted to sing this music. In doing so he
unconsciously sung the songs to the rhythm of the drum beaters of the African forests, and the plantation
songs were the result.
These songs were a novelty in their time, but were entirely too tame for the fakers
and musical tricksters who have either stolen bodily, or adapted the harmony of some very celebrated
composers to the rhythm of the nero savage, and thereby produced the jazz of the past few years.
This action, to me, seems to bear a resemblance to a description of the worship of Satan that I once
read. It was supposed to have occurred during the reign of the French King Louis XIV, and the ceremony
was a parody upon the Worship of God. In a like manner the distortion of the work of a great composer into
jazz is a contemptible profanation, and the spectacle of creative genius being subordinated to voodooism is
nauseating.
By all means, let the American citizen have good and well-executed music of a grade and movement
that he can enjoy.
He is a good fellow who is willing to pay for what he likes, and there is lots of music that he likes better
than jazz.
Furthermore, please do not class jazz as a development of American music. It did not grow right.
Very truly yours,
S. B. Knox

AUGUST 10 - MUSIC LEADER
JAZZ A FORM OF ART - A sane discussion of jazz is presented by Carl Engel in the "Atlantic Monthly"
for August. In place of bitterly denouncing on the one hand, or vigorously championing, on the other, the popular
music, he inquires what it is, why it appeals and what can come of it. That jazz dances are no worse than man that
were the craze in the "good old days" is his first contention, proved by reference to the Sarabande which Father
Mariana in 1609 denounced in his book "De Spectaculis," claiming that it had done more harm to Europe than the
devastating Black Death, and to the waltz, of which the profligate Lord Byron said:
"Not soft Herodias, when, with winning tread,
Her nimble feet danced off another's head;
No Cleopatra on her galley's deck
Displayed so much of leg or more of neck.
Than thou, ambrosial Waltz."
And yet, Mr. Engel points out today Sarabande suggests "the slow and stately airs of Handel" and Bach,
while the waltz was used by Weber and Chopin.
But the author is not defending jazz per se. He frankly admits that he has no sympathy with the perpetrators
of infernal din who give a poor imitation of the music of the noble savages. He makes a plea for good jazz which he
dates from 1915 when Jerome Kern introduced into "The Magic Melody" a modulation which has, in popular
parlance, become known as "blue" and on this are based the "blues" with which we have been deluged. So far as
known the first "blue" chord was used by Wagner in "Tristan and Isolde."
The "blues" were a step in advance of "rag," declares Mr. Engel, for, whereas rag was mainly melody and
rhythm, the blues were melody plus rhythm plus harmony, but jazz has gone a step farther and to melody, rhythm and
harmony, has added counterpoint. Each of these four elements is American in character, - though they belong
exclusively neither to the Indian nor the Negro. They are characteristic of the initiative and the "go-aheadness" of the
Americans which are manifested in the playing of a good jazz orchestra. Jazz is essentially orchestral music. Only
two pianists, says Mr. Engel, in his acquaintance, have been able to play jazz well. One had also distinguished
himself by playing Scriabin's ten piano sonatas from memory; the other was an accomplished player of Chopin and
Debussy.
To prove that good jazz is also good music the writer cites the work of Leo Sowerby, Hill's "Study in Jazz"
played by Maier and Pattison, and John Alden Carpenter's "Krazy Kat," which was programmed last year by the
Chicago Symphony Orchestra. And he concludes that the reformer who wishes to consign jazz to the limbo of
forgotten things need but hint that it is a form of "Art" and it will be speedily dropped by the public at large.
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AUGUST 19 - PRESTO
"The advancement of Music Bureau send notice that the Tailor's Assc. recommends 'Jazz' clothing of
"Conservative' knickerbocker style for men. That is useful information and we can fancy some of the piano men in
gala attire of the jazz description. Better a jazz knickerbocker than jazz music, anyway.

AUGUST - MUSIC & MUSICIANS
JAZZ UNDER BAN - As a result of a concerted movement toward better music in Asheville, N. C., headed
by Mrs. O. C. Hamilton president of the Saturday Music Club, a decided step has been taken recently against the
playing of "jazz music", and a resolution has been adopted by local No. 128, American Federation of Musicians, as
follows:
"Resolved, that orchestra musicians playing an engagement must conduct themselves as if they were on a
professional engagement, and refrain from making any unnecessary or unusual noises not indicated in the music, or
making movements conspicuously noticeable that would tend to detract from the dignity of their performances."
Mrs. Hamilton is also chairman of the Local Biennial Board now making plans for the entertainment of the
Biennial Festival to be held by the National Federation of Music Clubs at Asheville next June, this action was based
upon a plan of co-operation with various civic organizations to bring the standard of music to a higher level. The
musicians are on record as being opposed to cat-calls, squawks and wheezes - in short, to "unnecessary noises" in
connection with the playing of music and especially that of the dance hall type.

AUGUST - METRONOME
SOME FURTHER OPINIONS ON "JAZZ" BY PROMINENT WRITERS - Under caption of "The
Question of the Day" the MUSICAL LEADER of Chicago recently collected a large number of opinions by
prominent writers on Jazz, which are well worth reprinting. "Two questions," says the writer, "occupy public
attention in this country today - jazz and the flapper. Every paper devotes columns to these two, which are in some
way considered related."
The opinions by prominent writers are added as follows: "The last generation was agitated by Wagner,"
says the Boston Transcript. "Today the intellectual battles of music are waged about the citadels of syncopation. Tinpan Alley is more exciting than Bayreuth."
According to J. Hartley Manners, jazz is "The National Anthem." The indictment is not confined to music jazz, we are told, is merely the leit-motif of the philosophy of the new generation. The play in which Laurette Taylor
starred the past season is a debate on this subject, transferred back of the footlights, with the heavy roles assigned to
the ladies and gentlemen of the negative.
"On the day I went," says Bruce Bliven of the Globe, in a diverting commentary on "Razzin' the Jazz," the
audience looked and acted rather like a meeting of the ladies' Auxiliary of Flushing, L. I., assembled to hear a lecture
on the white slave traffic.
"Responsible suburban matrons from Montclair and Pelham stared round-eyed at the horrors of jazz and
agreed with every bit of moral indignation the playwright displayed. Already, I am told, "The National Anthem" has
created a sufficient furore to have become quite a burning issue in that middle-class Suburbia which includes not
only all the commuting villages but a large part of the city in addition.
"Mothers are bringing in their flapper daughters in the hope that they will be horrified and stop flapping.
The alarmed supporters of jazz are preparing to fall back on the alternative of light waltzes and Meyerbeer!"
It has been evident for some months to observers who don't get their ideas on the subject from reference
books or Dr. Straton's sermons that jazz, in the musical sense, has been undergoing a mighty metamorphosis. The
strident chaos of yesterday is now the mellow harmony of sonorous strings. Horns are muted. The bizarre "blues"
and maddening litanies of the old-style jazz band are dying in a vanishing diminuendo. Gymnastics and hula-hula are
giving way to melody and orchestration. Credit for the revolution in jazz is generally attributed to Paul Whiteman,
formerly a violinist in the San Francisco Symphony Orchestra. He has literally applied a symphonic technic to
syncopation, has added a dramatic sense of color-values and contrast - and now, if you please, jazz is carrying the
white man's burden.
The critics who are assailing "jazz" are just a bit behind the times. We strongly suspect that they know not
whereof they speak. Forgetting the tempo of New York life they are aiming their vitriolic darts of June against a
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condition that existed far back in November. How else can one account for such a description as that given by the
rev. Percy Stickney Grant, in a sermon at the Church of the Ascension?
"What is jazz, then?" asked Dr. Grant, answering the question immediately: "A music of animal noises
which makes you want to chatter and twist your tail around a tree. It is going back to the tom-tom and the beating
upon a hollow log of savage times for music. It is a gesture of the devil......jazz goes back to the jungle.
The word "jazz" is now a convenient label for ticketing any tendency you don't like. It is quite the thing, for
example, to point out that ours is a Jazz Age.
"When the police play a tattoo on the pates of prisoners with their billies, that is jazz. When the police
invade a public meeting at Carnegie Hall and stop the speakers with the command: 'Cut it out!' When a representative
of the mayor stops a public hearing on the question attended by representative citizens, that is jazz. When the people
are muleted by shopkeepers to the tune of half a billion a year and the Government does nothing about it - 'jazz
again.' "

AUGUST - ATLANTIC MONTHLY
JAZZ: A MUSICAL DISCUSSION by Carl Engel - Jazz is upon us, everywhere. To deny the fact is to
assume the classic ostrich pose, head buried in the sand, tail-feathers to the sun. To shout alarm hysterically from the
housetops, is to exhibit over-confidence in clamorous indignation as a purifier of morals, if it be not wholly to ignore
historic precedent.
The situation we are facing is not new. If offers many problems which are grave, yet seemingly not more
perplexing that those which have arisen, under similar conjunctures, in the past. True it is that the dance to which
jazz music has been coupled is not precisely setting an example of modesty and grace. True, also, that certain
modern dance-perversions have called up music that is as noxious as the breath of Belial. Only by a bold stretch of
fancy can this delirious caterwauling be brought under the head of music proper - or improper; as noise, its
significance at times becomes eloquent to the point of leaving little or nothing to the imagination.
However, let us remember that the worst of our present dances are not beginning to approach in barefaced
wickedness the almost unbelievable performances of our forefathers, for which we need not seek much further back
than the time of the French Revolution, when the 1800 dance-halls of Paris were not enough to hold the whirling
Paris, but dancing went on gayly in churches and in cemeteries. And let us admit that the best of jazz tunes is
something infinitely more original - perhaps even musically better - than the so-called 'popular' music that America
produced in the ;good old days,' that golden age which lives only in the mythology of disappointed sinners.
My ideas on the dance and the possible causes of its recurring degeneration I have set forth in an article,
'Why do we dance?' which appeared in the Musical Quarterly for October, 1920. I shall merely remind you that
almost every race and every age have known social conditions which result in an unloosing of instincts that nature
wisely has taught us to hold well in check, but which, every now and then, from cryptic reasons, are allowed to break
the bounds of civilized restraint.
Such excesses have not infrequently attained to tragic madness. The silly, lewd gyrations for which jazz is
held responsible by some are the release of tension in a witless, neurotic stratum of society. But such dances were
common long before the word 'jazz' was coined. Our latest dance craze has known the Tango, the 'shimmy.' the
various zoological trots, to much the same purpose that now cries out for jazz.
Whoever wishes to reform the dance must break the grip that clutches partner against partner, in shuffling,
wriggling ambulation. Abolish the comparative intimacy of that twofold company; make room for the benign third
party that turns company into crowd; devise a dance in which there is general participation, as there was in the
quadrille, the figure dances, the milder forms of country reels, and you will not only improve the tone of public
amusements, but possibly you may open a way for dance-music to resume a swifter, ampler, and more sweeping gait,
instead of the repeated, jogging, stubborn motives which lead to stupid, short, reiterated movements.
For the present, I am not concerned with dance reform, nor am I interested in jazz as an accompaniment to
Terpsichorean atrocities; it is rather the musical side of jazz - how it originated, what it represents, and what it may
lead to - upon which I shall try to throw a little light
II
To a great many minds, the word 'jazz' implies frivolous or obscene deportment. Let me ask what the word
'Sarabande' suggests to you? I have no doubt that to most of you it will mean everything that is diametrically opposed
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to 'jazzing.' When you hear mention of a 'Sarabande,' you think of Bach's of Handel's slow and stately airs; you think
of noble and dignified strains in partitas, sonatas, and operas of the eighteenth century. Yet the Sarabande, when it
was first danced in Spain, about 1588, was probably far more shocking to behold than is the most shocking jazz today. The Sarabande seems to have been of Moorish origin. Then, as now, the oriental, the exotic touch, gave dancing
an added fillip. When lady Mary Montagu, writing from Adrianople in 1717, described the dance that she saw in the
seraglio of a rich Mussulman, she made allusions which leave no uncertainty as to the exact nature of these
proceedings. Something of that character must have belonged to the earliest Sarabande. They were the proud
Hidalgo's hoolah-hoolah.
A French author, Pierre de Lancre, wrote in 1613: 'The courtesans who mingle with the players have given
this dance such a vogue on the stage, that there is hardly a young girl in the country who cannot copy them to
perfection.' How truly the same might be said of our generation; it is the stage that starts a novel mode of dancing,
the public which is alert to ape it and out step it. Father Mariana, in his book De Spectaculis, published in 1609,
devoted a whole chapter to an attack on the Sarabande, accusing it of having done more harm than the bubonic
plague which devastated Europe in the Middle Ages.
Again, we hear it alleged that the moral corruption worked by jazz is vastly more calamitous than was the
material havoc wrought by the World War. And yet, as we know, this once objectionable Sarabande finally became a
matrix where in the greatest musical composers have cast some of their loftiest and purest inspirations. Dances,
popular and no doubt shocking in their day, have furnished the soil for the cyclic growth from which has sprung, by
way of the concerto and sonata, the grandest form of absolute music, the orchestral symphony.
What the waltz was when first it set Vienna spinning, when it turned Paris into one big whirlpool, has been
variously chronicled by pious and blushing witnesses, none of whom was more perturbed than the impious poet,
Lord Byron.
Not soft Herodias, when, with winning tread, her nimble feet danced off another's head;
Not Cleopatra on her Galley's deck displayed so much of leg or more of neck,
Than thou, ambrosial Waltz.
Yet Weber was to vest such bareness in the spacious mantle of his art, and Chopin crown it with the coronet
of quality.
I have taken the license of rapidly rehearsing these few historical facts, to answer those who might question
my saneness in bestowing upon the musical side of jazz so much as a particle of studious thought. Without
speculating what the future development of jazz may be, what ultimate contribution to musical styles it may make,
there is an excuse for believing that long after the dance known as jazz will happily have vanished, investigators in
the field of musical history will have occasion to search for the inception of these peculiar tunes, to seek for traces of
contemporary opinion on their merit or their faults. I frankly think that it would set us down a rather jaundiced lot, if
those investigators were to discover no sign of unbiased appeasement, nothing but wholesale ranting against a laxity
of morals which was inveterate before the frenzied beaters of pots and kitchen kettles became entitled to full
membership in the Musical Union.
Let me emphatically state that I in no way sympathize with these perpetrators of infernal din, who are giving
a poor imitation of the admirable savage, with his highly perfected and astonishingly diversified art of sounding
pulsatile instruments.
The savage stands far above the clownish tricks of rubbing sandpaper, blowing shrieky sirens, or hitting at
random a battery of gongs. The savage is immeasurably more cultured than the person who belabors a piano with his
whole body and, thrumming two or three ill-assorted chords, frantically fumbled together in endless and stale
repetition, tries to tell you that he is playing jazz. As a matter of fact, he is doing nothing of the kind.
Like any other type of music, jazz can be bad or good. I am not defending bad jazz any more than i would
defend a bad ballad or the bad playing of Beethoven. I have no intention of standing up for the insolent plagiarists
who misappropriate and disfigure Rimsky-Korsakoff, Puccini, and that superlative master, Johann Strauss. One of
the most audacious in this little game is said to be a good musician, conductor of a practiced band, the son of a
respected Supervisor of Music in the Public Schools of Denver. (So says the New York Times.) I am certain that the
apostle of vulgarization who should try to rewrite Shelley's poems in slang would be broken on the wheel and
quartered. And I should be delighted to help set up the punitive machinery, if musical barbarians were to be similarly
executed.
So much, then, to clear the stage, and range into a solid background these protests and restrictions, upon
which I shall ask you to fix, from time to time, a reassuring glance, while I step to the proscenium and speak my little
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piece. The burden of it is this: there exists such a thing as good jazz music, and good jazz is a great deal better, and
far more harmless, than is a bad ballad or the bad playing of Beethoven. And, if you are open-eyed in surveying our
musical tendencies, you cannot pass blindly over the unspeakable riff-raff of our male and female balladists: the
'Smile' songs; and 'Mammy' songs; the sloppy 'Sweetheart' drivel; above all, the unpardonable maltreatment of the
classics by the multitude of amateurs - offenses infinitely worse than good jazz. And to the latter I now come.
III
Jazz, as a state of mind, is symptom, not malady. Jazz, in the guise of music, is both anodyne and stimulant
to the afflicted. To the immune, it is an irritant. The term jazz, as applied to music, is rather elastic. It embraces not
only the noisy-noisome sort, the jumble-jungle kind, but a type that refines upon and meliorates the racy stuff of
wilder species with matter of a distinctly and engagingly musical nature. Good jazz is a composite, the happy union
of seemingly incompatible elements. Good jazz is the latest phase of American popular music. It is the upshot of a
transformation which started some twenty years ago, and culminated in something unique, unmatched in any other
part of the world. Fifteen years ago we had progressed to the insipid 'Waltz me around again, Willie,' to the Coonsong and Rag-time factories in the back parlors of the West Twentieth streets of New York. With the period of
'Everybody's Doing It, Doing It, Doing It,' about 1912, we reached the short insistent motive which was to usurp the
prerogatives of songfulness.
Then, one fine day, in 1915 - or fine night, I should rather say; for, if I remember correctly, it was in the
second act of a mildly entertaining operetta, - we were treated to 'The Magic Melody.' A young man, gifted with
musical talent and unusual courage, had dared to introduce into his tune a modulation which was nothing
extraordinary in itself, but which marked a change, a new regime in American popular music. It was just the thing
that the popular composer in the making had been warned against by the wise ones as a thing too 'high-brow' for the
public to accept. They were foolish prophets. The public not only looked it: they went mad over it. And well they
might; for it was a relief, a liberation.
Gradually, the courageous young man found imitators more daring than himself. harmonic richness and
variety entered victoriously where stereotyped cadences, barren and threadbare progressions, had reigned ad
nauseam. Mind you, I am not setting milestones with the tunes I have named; I merely wish to suggest to you
different stages of a continuous evolution, by songs which were typical of each.
I have not given the subject sufficient study to say definitely at what point the course of popular American
music took a new turn, but, unless I am very much mistaken, 'The Magic Melody,' by Mr. Jerome Kern, was the
opening chorus of an epoch. It is not a composition of genius, but it is very ingenious. While it is almost more
tuneless than was 'Everybody's Doing It,' - if that be possible, - and largely adheres to the short, insistent phrase, it
stands on a much higher musical plane. Its principal claim to immortality is that it introduces a modulation which, at
the time it was first heard by the masses, seized their ears with the power of magic. And the masses, for once, showed
excellent judgment.
Mr. Kern subsequently proved to be one of the most fertile, tasteful, and characteristic composers of light
music. When he tries to be purely melodic, he is apt to fall back upon cheap sentimentalism, tinged with spurious
folksong color. But his little harmonic device had a hue all its own; and popular parlance decided that it was 'blue.'
A veil of mystery covers the first dark deed that went by the name of 'Blue.' Forever hidden, perhaps, is the
identity of the melancholic culprit who perpetrated it, although stout hearts are ready to cite the man, the place, and
the tune. They are not apt, however, to tell you of an ancestral and bona-fide 'blue chord,' which Richard Wagner
deliberately chose in order to make more graphic the word blau when Tristan, in the beginning of Tristan and Isolde,
refers to the green, but distant, shore as shimmering still in a blue haze. That is the sublime instance.
The ridiculous one is the maudlin glissando on ukulele and steel guitar, the tear-duct of popular music.
What stainless ears considered a rather weird turn of the melody, a morbid shifting of harmonies, entered the
dictionary of professional jargon as 'blue note,' or 'blue chord.'
I am under the impression that these terms were contemporary with, if they did not precede and foreshadow,
the period of our innumerable musical 'blues.' What the uninitiated tried to define by that homely appellation was,
perhaps, an indistinct association of the minor mode and dyspeptic intonation with poor digestion; in reality, it is the
advent in popular music of something which the textbooks call ambiguous chords, altered notes, extraneous
modulation, and deceptive cadence.
The trick had irresistible charm; everybody tried it. It was in the preludes and interludes of the popular
songs that the radicals began to break down the old order - that is, in those measures where the voice did not interfere
with their freedom. The backneyed 'Till ready' was mercifully dispatched to limbo, and superseded by some

- 371 -

dexterous harmonic tricks that not only stood, but demanded and deserved, rehearing. Instead of the traditional
sequence of dominant diminished-seventh, and dominant-seventh harmonies - which formed the timeworn transition
into the refrain and accompanied the chanted announcement: 'When he to her did say,' - there sprang up a diversity of
the freshest, most unexpected modulations, which fell upon the ear like drops of evening rain upon a parched and
sunbaked soil. The various shades of blue, in which untutored harmonists indulged, ranged all the way from faint
cerulean to deep indigo. The last could often be more fittingly compared to mud.
Between the earlier 'rag' and the 'blues,' there was this distinction: the rag had been mainly a thing of
rhythm, of syncopation: the blues were syncopation relished with spicier harmonics.
In addition to these two elements of music, rhythm and harmony, the people - who in the beginning had
known but one thing: melody, fastened upon a primitive and weak harmonic structure of 'barbershop' chords - the
people, I say, who had stepwise advanced from melody and rhythm to harmony, lastly discovered counterpoint. And
the result of this last discovery is jazz. In other words, jazz is rag-time, plus 'Blues,' plus orchestral polyphony; it is
the combination, in the popular music current, of melody, rhythm, harmony, and counterpoint.
IV
Each of these four ingredients bears racial features which are unequivocally American. Yet this
Americanism is not exclusively a tribal one; it is not content to borrow from the negro, to filch from the Indian. What
marks of oriental inflections it shows hail from the Jordan rather than from the Congo River. While the primitive
syncopation was taken over from the colored man; while the Semitic purveyors of Broadway 'hits' made us an
invaluable gift of their more luxurious harmonic sense, the contrapuntal complexity of jazz is something native, born
out of the complex, strident present-day American life. Where did you hear, before jazz was invented, such
multifarious stirring, heaving, wrestling of independent voices as there are in a jazz orchestra? The saxophone bleats
a turgid song; the clarinets turn capers of their own; the violins come forward with an obbligato; a saucy flute darts
up and down the scale, never missing the right note on the right chord; the trombone lumberingly slides off on a
tangent; the drum and xylophone put rhythmic high lights into these kaleidoscopic shiftings; the cornet is suddenly
heard above the turmoil, with good-natured brazenness. Chaos in order, - orchestral technic of master craftsmen, music that is recklessly fantastic, joyously grotesque, - such is good jazz. A superb, incomparable creation,
inescapable yet elusive; something it is almost impossible to put in score upon a page of paper.
For jazz finds its last and supreme glory in the skill for improvisation glory in the skill for improvisation
exhibited by the performers. The deliberately scored jazz tunes are generally clumsy, pedestrian. It is not for the
plodding, routine orchestrator to foresee the unexpected, to plan the improbable.
Jazz is abandon, is whimsicality in music. A good jazz band should never play, and actually never does
play, the same piece twice in the same manner. Each player must be a clever musician, an originator as well as an
interpreter, a wheel that turns hither and thither on its own axis without disturbing the clockwork.
Strange to relate, this orchestral improvisation, which may seem to you virtually impossible or artistically
undesirable, is not an invention of our age. To improvise counterpoint was a talent that the musicians in the orchesras
of Peri and Monteverdi, three hundred years ago, were expected to possess, and did possess, to such a high degree
that the skeleton scores of those operas which have come down to us give but an imperfect idea of how this music
sounded when performed.
A semblance of this lost, and rediscovered, art is contained in the music of the Russian and Hungarian
gypsies. Just as that music is a riotous improvisation, throbbing with a communicative beat, ever restless in mood, so
is jazz. Just as the gypsy players are held together by an identical, inexplicable rhythmic spell, following the leadier's
fiddle in its harmonic meanderings, each instrument walking in a bypath of its own, so is the ideal jazz band
constituted - that is, the jazz band made up of serious jazz artists.
Franz Liszt could give a suggestion of gypsy music on the keyboard. He had a way of playing the piano
orchestrally. There are few people who can play jazz on the piano. Jazz, as much as the gypsy dances, depends on
the many and contrasting voices of a band, united in a single and spontaneous rhythmic, harmonic, and contrapuntal
will.
The playing and writing down of jazz are two different things. When a jazz tune is written on paper, for a
piano solo, it loses nine tenths of its flavor. Only the bitter grounds are left. In that form, also, it is not unlike the
chavecin music of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, of which only the melody was noted over a figured bass,
or 'ground.'
Jazz, fortunately, can be preserved on phonographic records for our descendants. They will form their own
estimate of our enormities. If we had such records of what Scarlatti, Couperin, and Rameau did with their figured
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bases, we should need fewer realizations, restitutions, and renditions by arranger and deranger. Of the people whom I
have heard play jazz on the piano, I can name but two who have impressed me with their uncanny skill, with their
infallible musicianship. One of them is a young man in Boston who will play you the ten piano sonatas of Scriabin by
heart (!), one after the other, and, if you have survived that, will give you some transcendental jazz which, I wager,
you will declare eminently more worth-while than all the metaphysical ramblings of Scriabin's 'third period.'
My other young friend hails from New York; he is an accomplished player of Chopin and Debussy, yet
nowhere quite so much at home as when he seems to grow another pair of hands, is over all the keys at once, and
with the touch of wizardry, conjures up tonal jazz spooks that leave you baffled but grinning with delight.
V
Here is something in music that is a more typical, a more comprehensive expression of the modern
American spirit, than all our coon songs, our pseudo-Indian wails, the regional songs of a hundred years ago, the
tenth-rate imitations of vile English ballads, the imperfect echoes of French impressionism. Good jazz is enjoyed by
capital musicians, by men who are neither inordinately immoral nor extravagantly uncultured. It has fascinated
European composers like Stranvinsky, Casella, Satie, as Debussy was fascinated before them by rag-time.
'Golliwog's Cakewalk' and 'Minstrels' are works of the purest art, notwithstanding the fact that the essence of their
peculiar charm was filtered from the emanations of the music-hall.
Maurice Ravel, last summer, told Mr. Edward Burlingame Hill, who was visiting him, that he considered
jazz the only original contribution America had so far made to music. Nor do American composers of repute disdain
to try their hand at it. Leo Sowerby, the young Chicagoan, who is the first musical stipendiary to be sent to the
American Academy in Rome, has been guilty of sounding the jazz note in his chamber music and in a piano
concerto. No less respectable a person than Professor Hill himself associate professor of music in Harvard
University, a man who may be credited with harboring no desire for cheap notoriety, has signed his name to a 'Study
in Jazz' which Messrs. Pattison and Maier have played in their remarkable recitals for two pianos, and which
arranged for full orchestra, I believe, has been programmed by M. Monteux for the regular concerts of the Boston
Symphony. There is frank and appropriate tribute paid to jazz in Mr. John Alden Carpenter's 'Krazy Kat' ballet.
What more conclusive evidence could you demand to prove that jazz - good jazz- is not void of musical
possibilities, not wanting in musical merit? If the fastidious musician succumbs to it, can you blame the people of
America and Europe for liking good jazz?
Perhaps some of my hearers have begun to be agitated with words whether I am a paid emissary of the
'affiliated dance-hall proprietors,' or a hireling of unscrupulous publishers and phonograph companies.
As a matter of fact, in standing up for good jazz I am not making a plea for the deplorable dances of our
day; I am not defending the prurient panders of the musical fraternity; I am not absolving the indiscriminate
manufacturers of records. Against all three I want to register a loud, emphatic grotest. But I cannot rouse myself to
such a pitch of virtuous wrath that blindness is the result. Nor will I admit that music, at its worst, can be guilty of all
the misdeeds that have been laid to jazz.
Let the reformer sacrifice his days and nights in the noble endeavor to save mankind from the diabolic
pitfalls which constantly surround it. For one thing, the champion of righteousness may rely upon the satiety of the
public which, sooner or later, is sure to make an end of every 'rage,' including jazz dances. It is more than likely that
he does rely on it, and therefore is as the more enthusiastic in his reform. He has, however, so far overlooked the
powerful assistance that he might derive from bringing into wider prominence the musical and artistic potentialities
of jazz. Nothing will help more speedily to lower it in the esteem of the public at large, than gently to hint, artfully to
suggest, subtly to insinuate, that it may have some vague, remote relation to Art.
If jazz music has any of the gypsy music's fitness for survival, it will leave a trace, unsoiled by memories of
indecorum and police raids. Meanwhile, the curious and heretical inquirer may be pardoned for dwelling reflexively
upon as odd a case as that presented by the gradual accession of melody, rhythm, harmony and counterpoint to the
leading role in the popular music of America, a process covering barely more than five decades. It has no parallel in
musical history, unless we take musical progress as a whole during the last five centuries. Good jazz, once brought
into the focus of unclouded criticism, reveals, aside from the grosser features visible to a naked eye in the dark, some
finer documents, which make it appear justly entitled to the benefit of honest doubt, based - if on nothing else - on
the examples of the sarabande, and the waltz.
Of course, someone may interpose that we cannot drive jazz, waltz, and sarabande in one and the same
harness; that the musical vehicles of 1922 are as different from those of 1822, or 1722, as is a snorting eight-cylinder
automobile from a feather-weight Tilbury, or a pompous stagecoach drawn by six.

- 373 -

Quite true. Yet some argumentative and jazz-loving person might come along and retort that, while the
means and speed of locomotion have changed, human nature has remained stationary, or, at least, much as it always
was and will be. Said person might add to our embarrassment by averring that perhaps the real trouble is a
momentary shortage in Handels, Webers, Chopins. And how shall we prove him wrong?

SEPTEMBER - METRONOME
JAZZ A FORM OF ART - A sane discussion of jazz is presented by Carl Engel in the Atlantic Monthly for
August. In place of bitterly denouncing on the one hand, or vigorously championing, on the other, the popular music,
he inquiries what it is, why it appeals and what can come of it. That jazz dances are no worse than many that were
the craze in the "good old days" is his first contention, proved by reference to the Sarabande which Father Mariana
in 1609 denounced in his book "De Spectaculis," claiming that it had done more harm to Europe than the devastating
Black Death, and to the waltz, of which the profligate Lord Byron said:
"Not soft Herodias, when, with winning tread, her nimble feet danced off anther's head;
Not Cleopatra on her galley's deck, displayed so much of leg or more of neck,
Than thou, ambrosial waltz."
And yet, Mr. Engel pointing out today's Sarabande, suggests "the slow and stately airs of Handel" and Bach,
while the waltz was used by Weber and Chopin.
But the author is not defending jazz per se. He frankly admits that he has no sympathy with the perpetrators
of internal din who give a poor imitation of the music of the noble savages. He makes a plea for good jazz which he
dates from 1915 when Jerome Kern introduced into "The Magic Melody" a modulation which has, in popular
parlance, become known as "blue" and on this are based the "blues" with which we have been deluged. So far as
known the first "blue" chord was used by Wagner in "Tristan and Isolde."
The "blues" were a step in advance of "rag," declares Mr. Engel, for, whereas rag was mainly melody and
rhythm, the blues were melody plus rhythm plus harmony, but jazz has gone a step farther and to melody, rhythm and
harmony, has added counterpoint. Each of these four elements in American in character, though they belong
exclusively neither to the Indian nor the Negro. They are characteristic of the initiative and the "go-aheadness" of the
Americans which are manifested in the playing of a good jazz orchestra. Jazz is essentially orchestral music. Only
two pianists, says Mr. Engel, in his acquaintance, have been able to play jazz well. one had also distinguished
himself by playing Scriabin's ten piano sonatas from memory; the other was an accomplished player of Chopin and
Debussy.
To prove that good jazz is also good music the writer cites the work of Leo Sowerby. Hill's "Study in Jazz"
played by Maier and Pattison, and John Alden Carpenter's "Krazy Kat," which was programmed last year by the
Chicago Symphony orchestra. And he concludes that the reformer who wishes to consign jazz to the limbo of
forgotten things need but hint that it is a form of "Art" and it will be speedily dropped by the public at large.

SEPTEMBER - METRONOME
THE BOYS WHO ARRANGE THE TUNES YOU PLAY Lee Orean Smith off for vacation when
interviewed, writes views on modern dance orchestra arranging from Adirondacks. "I was born in the Hoosier state,
good old Indiana, some year ago, more than you think," began Lee Orean Smith, well known arranger, who was just
closing his desk preparatory to a well earned vacation, "and educated at Wabash College and De Pauw University,"
he resumed.
"I studied both art and music under the guidance of a gifted father. During my 'teens I wavered between
these two subjects as to choice of career but chose the latter - whereby Art lost a Musician, or Music gained an
Artist, - I never determined which. The four year university course in theory brought me a diploma at the end of the
first year. Whether this action was taken as an indication of being rid of the nuisance of a too inquisitive pupil or
because my super-knowledge (sic) might show up the Music Faculty I was never able to learn. At any rate, an
election to the same faculty was proof of something - what that something was they never divulged."
"Chairs of Violin, Theory and assistant Piano followed at the Indianapolis Conservatory."
"While playing in local theatre orchestras, I played every instrument of the string section finally becoming
conductor, and incidentally arranging my own and other home talent creations. This put the call of the theatre in my
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blood, so I was off for the next fifteen or more years as conductor with many of America's representative grand and
light opera companies and kindred musical organizations.
"Enough of this work, with its attendant travel brought a decision to devote my entire time to composition
and arranging.
"Since that time and for the past twelve years, I have held the exacting post of Managing Editor of the Band
and Orchestra department of the widely known popular music publishing house of Leo Feist, Inc."
During his early years with Leo Feist, nearly every piano, band and orchestra arrangement issued by this
house emanated from Mr. Smith's pen, now his name appears but occasionally on a work. Nevertheless his
handiwork shows in the supervision of the great and successful output of their large force of skillful arrangers.
Our request for his viewpoint of arranging for the modern dance orchestra brought forth the following,
which was written by Mr. Smith while on his vacation:
"Just as the writer was closing his desk, prior to being off for a few week's relaxation, the METRONOME
representative steps in with a request for a short expression on arranging, especially as applied to the modern dance
orchestra. Little did he realize the task he put before his friend who is at this moment lazing away in the heart of an
Adirondack pine forest, where the Maker has arranged such a glorious symphony of Nature, that man's efforts, in
comparison, seem puny and insignificant. However, one of man's efforts is blazing away before us, in the shape of a
huge, cheerful log-fire in the old stone fireplace of the camp and that in the middle of August!
"The Arrangement - what an important relation to the success of popular music it has become. The
discernment of the public, coupled with a greater desire on the part of the orchestra and band conductors and leaders
to cater to that discernment has been an elevating element that has helped to bring this importance about.
"As the writer has carefully followed each step of this upward trend he feels somewhat qualified to speak of
and analyze it. One of the factors that has called for and influenced arranging is the slowly upward trend of quality of
the popular song of the day. The harmonizing of the musical portion of current popular songs with progressions and
dissonances, unheard of in this connection even as late as a decade ago, have crept in so gradually that to the ears of
the younger generation they are an unconscious, but essential, accompaniment to their interest in the song and dance
melodies of the present. The presence of these dissonant and formerly uncommonly used chord formations and
progressions, together with the greatly varied rhythmic effects, in popular song construction (verily, the popular song
is a work of construction - not composition) has naturally had its influence on the part of arranging.
"Not that any of the fundamentals of interval distribution, progression and tonal balance laid down long ago
by master brains have been disturbed, but, for the want of a better expression, the style of the use of these
fundamental principles applied to popular instrumentation is constantly changing every new moon.
"A constant search for interesting figuration and ornamentation, together with artistic contrapuntal devices,
creating a polyphony that is easily grasped and appreciated by both musician and layman, is the means by which the
progressive arranger is making his efforts felt today.
"Unfortunately, some of our older and best schooled astisticians in orchestration have been either too slow
or too unwilling to follow this grend of popular demand, perhaps feeling that they are degrading their art;
consequently, it has left the field open to younger, ambitious blood who sets the pace and fills the breach. It is really
surprising at times the path the young arranger treads; like an explorer, he doesn't know where he's going, but he's on
his way, and strange to say, he gets there. True, his interval progressions are constantly faulty, his figuration is
somewhat inane, because he so often chooses the wrong interval upon which to base it, his knowledge of instruments
is meager, but he has ideas and he effectively gets somewhere with them. He takes longer strides than his scholarly
colleague, and, if he is a student, he goes back, digs up his fundamentals and builds a foundation that will sustain his
future work.
"Sitting in an editorial chair, where arrangements of every description come to hand, brings to light, among
much wasted effort, here and there a shining spark of great talent for arranging, where fostering, encouragement and
well-intentioned advice, produce results that are eventually worth while.
"However, after all is said and done; the best work of arranging - that which embraces the cleverest and
most musicianly treatment, the most solid counterpoint, the most sensible and fitting ornamentation, the most artistic
handling of instrumental timbre, and which preserves its tonal balance under any and all circumstances of
instrumentation emanates from the schooled, experienced men who are wise and far-seeing enough to keep pace with
the so-called style of orchestration in demand at the time. The live-wire arrangers keep just a little ahead of the style,
creating new combination of timbre and rhythm that stamp their work with originality. Through the popularity of the
dance, the orchestra has been brought into the limelight by its skillful adaption of the popular song, as well as
motives from more pretentious works, to the dance rhythm.
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"There is no doubt but what the phonograph record with its demand for a variation of color of the song
chorus, to avoid monotony, was a big determining factor toward creating better and more interesting popular
arrangements. Our arrangers were constantly called upon to create new effects for recording purposes, by the
orchestras employed for that purpose, orchestras elsewhere desired arrangements whereby they might produce the
same effects. This brought about greater effort to produce arrangements for publication that would fill this demand
until it has finally evolved itself into the elaborate works of this description which are now being issued, adaptable to
the smallest or largest combination under the title of 'Feistyle Special Arrangements for Symphonic Dance
Orchestra.' These arrangements are even more elaborate than the usual phonograph arrangement as they are not
confined to the limit of time compelled by phonographic reproductions.
"The question of the study of instrumentation has so often been put to the writer as to the quickest and best
way to acquire the art. The invariable answer is, that there is no quick way, but there is a best way, and no matter
how far you may go you will never reach the end of the trail for there is always something to learn. It goes without
saying that the groundwork is thorough musicianship from a theoretical standpoint, then natural talent for arranging
must be abundant, and adapting the reply of the great author to our subject: The way to learn to arrange is to arrange,
arrange some more - and keep on arranging!"

SEPTEMBER - METRONOME
FIXING THE BLAME FOR "JAZZ" By Edward C. Barroll. Throughout the Mississippi Valley a great
deal of interest has been aroused by a discussion which has been carried on through the St. Louis Post Dispatch, St.
Louis' largest daily newspaper, in which the opinions of a number of eminent representatives of the clergy, civic
workers, musicians and others have been invited to ascertain wherein "jazz" or "jazz music" is blameworthy or
objectionable as the root and foundation of the wave of suggestive dancing which has swept the country and is now
happily on the decline. One of the most interesting and significant of the opinions advanced, to musicians, at any
rate, is that of Edward C. Barroll, a saxophonist well known to METRONOME reader through his frequent
contributions to these columns. Writing in the Post Dispatch he says:
Unthinking people speak of "jazz music" and plainly mean, thereby, a structural form in which, just at
present, an amazing variety of music - good and bad - is being played in order that the prevailing dances may be
danced at all. Music is getting blame where no blame rests. Jazz in the sense of an environment, a nervous condition,
and a laxity of personal morals upon the part of perhaps 2 per cent of the good folks who like to dance - is one thing.
Jazz music is quite another thing which has no more actual existence, as such, than Santa Claus or the oft-quoted
"Bogey-Man" of our childhood.
The fact is, the prevailing dances - whether embellished with the "camel walk" step or the "scandal walk"
step, or any other step - all of the stiff-legged atrocities the raggers interpolate - or the jiggly "toddle" so popular a
year ago - are all danced and must be danced to a rhythmical form known among musicians as "four-in-a-bar" or "cut
time." Any other rhythmical form would result in a totally different rhythm for even the same tune. And dancing any
variation of the fox-trot would be virtually impossible - except for a few unmusical geraniums who could execute
their sort of dancing to a funeral march or "God Save the King."
Notice what the drummer does. He swats his drum with a steady, ":Bump-boom-boom-boom - bump-boomboom-bo-om" effect - when it is any form of a fox-trot dance for which he is supplying the rhythm. Then if you can
get a one-step played at all nowadays, notice that he delivers a rapid "boom-flap - boom-flap - boom-flap - boomflap" at a different speed, with a different accent entirely, and utterly changing the character of the piece - though it
may be identically the same tune played 10 minutes ago in a different rhythm as a fox-trot. Now persuade the leader
to play a waltz - and note that the drummer delivers a steady "boom - boom - boom - boom" just one "lick" in each
measure of three "beats" - the first accented - the following two not accented. If your orchestra is a skilled one they
can quite conveniently play the same music in all three rhythms.
Now, which is Jazz"?
Neither or none!
And what's the matter with the "music"?
Not a thing!
It may be - as music - and in whichever rhythm played - indisputably first-class music - even "classic" in the
finest sense of that word - which sense is simply music that does not die. But lives, endures, survives. Because it is
worthy and deserves to do so.
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I have before me at this moment a fox-trot arrangement of Brahms's Fifth Hungarian Dance. Undeniably a
classic.
Nothing has been "done to it." It is merely written out in "cut time" so that its rhythm is adapted to the use
of fox-trot rendition. Every musician who is working at his craft just now on any dance floor is thoroughly familiar
with the work of Rimsky-Korsakoff, and of Victor Herbert, and of Saint-Saens, and of Puccini, and on down the line
of the names of the immortals - whose beautiful and worthy musical melodies are preserved intact - not "ruined" - not
"changed " in any manner whatsoever musically to make "jazz" out of them. "Jazz" music is not some special kind or
sort or style. What is played for the purpose of dancing is not necessarily "jazz music."
But more significant than that is the fact that when anything musical is "jazzed up" - what happens to it?
In the popular mind right now there is an impression that when a tune is "jazzed" the pianist hits sour notes,
the drummer delabors hardward of the sundry sorts, shricks with whistles and hammers on gongs and wooden things
and tom-toms, the trombone player slides and slips and smears - instead of playing the notes on the paper in front of
him - and the saxophonist cat-calls and cries and moans and sobs and wheezes and hits some more "off-color" notes
to heighten the effect.
If you will take only perfunctory note of the better sort of orchestras - the "jazziest" of them - you will
notice an amazing absence of all of those things. Each man is religiously trying to get in all that's "on the paper" and if your ear is sensitive, you will notice that every note is harmoncially correct - fits where it is placed, and
meshes in with every other note any one or all of the "gang" is uttering! That's "jazz" as it is done today - and within
the meaning of the term recognized and accepted by musicians. Not senseless noises. Not meaningless dissonance.
Not painful discord. Not extraneous "effects" which cannot be called musical.
Why, then, blame "jazz" for any of the things that a structural form of music and a definitely determined
rhythm can no more be responsible for than automobile tires can be responsible for the deviltry of auto lizards?
Why not clear up in a measure the fog of misunderstanding through which sincere reformers and socked
participants are groping trying to find the "way out" of this mess of indecent, immoral, suggestive and hideous
motions which a few dancers superimpose upon a fine, graceful, enjoyable dance-form inherently proper and pretty?
It would be absolutely as sensible to condemn the form of the much-loved hymn "Rock of Ages," as to
condemn the musical form of "Ain't We Got Fun" or "Song of India" - possibly the two extremes of fox-trot music
just now typifying "lowly origin" and "aristocratic parentage." Let's at least get straight on what we're talking about
before we go too far in talking about it. The attacking forces seem as blind as old Don Quixote and his idiotic
windmills, and the "defenders" sometimes appear as grossly ignorant, from a musical viewpoint, as the foolish sitting
hen with her China egg which she chuckingly pretends she has just laid herself! Let's get informed as to "what is
jazz" - and then all combine - decent people, musical or not - all the forces that want decency but not at the expense
of music per so - to root out and destroy the objectionable phases of "jazz" without confusing "jazz" music with it at
all!

SEPTEMBER - METRONOME
THE SPIRIT OF '76 IN JAZZ Still another opinion on the matter of jazz. by Harvey B. Gaul.
Do you know who makes rag and jazz? He is the drummer boy in the pit: the man we call "Traps." His is
the spirit of '76 (or whatever the year was when they had spirits before Mr. Volstead was known) and his is the soul
that goes marching, shimmying on through the long dance night.
He is Lilt, Atmosphere, Rhythm Incarnate, Till Eulenspiegel, l'Aprrenti-Sorcier, l'Apres midi d'une Faune,
Puck o' the Pit, Zip, Smash, Crash, Flash, Dash and Bash. He it is who is the uncrowned King of syncopation; the
Emperor of Jazz.
When Saturday night comes and life sets heavy upon us and we bethink ourselves of the soft delights of the
P. A. A. or the William Penn, who is it that "brightens the corner where we are?" Answer, fortissimo and a capella.
"Traps." He is more indispensable than the traffic cop at the corner of Fifth and Wood.
Sir Walter Scott knew him well when he wrote:
Sound, sound the clarion, fill the fife! to-all the sensual world proclaim,
One crowned hour of glorious life is worth an age without a name.
And that's "Traps" for you. He's both clarion and fife, though I'm not at all sure what a clarion is. It may be
some kind of chanticleer, though I believe it is some kind of a river.
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Anyway, after a hard week of listening to Casals on the Victrola and Godowsky on the Aeolian, it is a
pleasure to go to the P. A. A. and there behold our Playboy of the Middle Western world as he sits enthroned upon
his marimba dais ensconced with his little coterie of "Honey Melody Boys," or whatever they call themselves, and
hear their "light quirks of music, broken and uneven."
How would you like to be a master of the "Flams'? Not one "Flam," mind you, but whole battalions of them;
from the "Flam-two stroke" to the "Flam-five stroke?" Then after you have that down pat, so that you can separate
the flim from the flam, how would you like to have at your finer's ends the snare drum "Roll?" And more, or worse,
the "Three-stroke roll," or if you are ambitious or ambidextrous, the "fifteen-stroke roll"? Wouldn't that quite terrify
you? Failing all that, you might achieve a neat but not over gaudy "three-stroke drag" or a "one-stroke ruff," or if that
is entirely beyond you, there is the "crushed ruff" and all that it implies.
A "fifteen-stroke roll" sound like the varsity crew. At least there is a Henleyesque turn to it, and the "onestroke ruff" seems to have quite a freshman twist about it, don't you think?
Oh, there's lots more in "Traps" philosophy than you thought of, Horrendous. For instance, there's a
"Flamacue." One might well think that it was an "Alice in Wonderland" variety of ornithology, and then there is "a
due," which really has nothing to do with the mail received on the first of the month, and which is nothing more
serious than to be "played on both instruments." In the cult of "Traps," one finds all kinds of etymological
eccentricities, such as would drive any self-respecting philologist into a nervous or terpsichorean breakdown. When
one becomes "drummistic" one has to master such words as "Loco," "Ossia," "Sogue," "Votti Suhito" and a
marvelous expression known as "Tacet." It would seem according to "Traps" that "Tacet" means is silent," and
wonder of wonders, it is often found in his stave of the score.
To my mind "Tacet" is a noble expression, and a word that opens up a new and wide field of thought. I am
not sure but that it is the most important word spoken by music, heavenly maid. I wonder why composers don't use it
more. Think of writing a symphony on such a word, a tome-poem if you wish. Liszt might have done it. Surely there
are many hidden possibilities in that freighty, meaty little word. One might fugue "Tacet" in battledore and shuttlecock fashion, throwing it around from instrument to instrument, from choir to choir, and with great benefit not only
to the performers, but to the auditors. Browning might have extemporized upon it when he was improvising upon
"Abt Vogler" or "A Toccata of Galuppi's." A polyphonic "Tacet" would be a grand scheme and one that Strauss
might well utilize. Wagner would have made a motif upon it had he only thought of it. The Ballet Russe might dance
it, and when it comes to the archanarchs, the Cubists, Spherists, Vorticists and Verists what might they not make of it
and with great satisfaction to all concerned.
"Traps" said the other night to a few of us in one of our private seances of horns: "Do you know Pope was
right in his day and generation when he wrote, 'All discord is harmony not understood.' Had he lived today he would
have said all modern discords were the product of harmony over-understood, that is, they are purposeful. The only
accident about them is the deliberate employment of sharps and flats where none were meant to blossom, and just to
make discord more discordant, special instruments have been invented to make the tones more curdled."
And with that he showed us how he fired his barrage, and we were glad - or sorry - that he wasn't a
centipede. His catalog real like an insane hardware store prospectus. There was a "baby cry," "clogs," sanaad board,"
"dunghill rooster," "rattle," "steamboat whistle," "bird whistle," " locomotive whistle," "sleigh bells," "annil,"
"railroad imitation," "horse imitation," "shot pad," lion roar," "cuckoo," "slapstick," "cocoanuts," to say nothing of
every known variety of bells from a dinner bell, cow be;. Chinese gong, to an electric door bell. he had an Indian
drum, A Chinese drum, bass drum and snare drum. There was a colossal "tam-tam" and wooden blocks for hollow
sounds, an automobile horn, a klaxton and a xylophone, and he, the great and only "Traps," the Haroun Al Raschild,
the sensechal of our Saturday nights could and did play each and every one. Sometimes he didn't let his right hand
know what his left hand dideth and then he played them with his feet. And it seems that when he had a free moment
and nothing else occurred to him, why he threw the drum sticks up in the air and caught them on their way down
without losing a single "flam," "ruff" or "stroke." He showed us how the cat cried, the dog barked, the mule "hehawed,," and, in fact, the whole orchestral menagerie, from mange to rickets, from spring-halt to spavin.
"That isn't all," said "Traps." "There is no way in which you can teach 'jazz.' It's a self-taught art, each man
invents it for himself, and every fellow sits up night trying to 'dope' out new sounds. After a man has invented the
sound he gives it a name, and that is why there are so many crazy names in the game. There is no text book on the
subject. You either make it up or you don't and that means you have to have the habit of mind."
Thus it is that all is explained in the land of jazz. All the unholy sounds that are so inspiring are thus
accounted for. "Take but degree away, untune the strings, and hark, what discord follows," and there is the secret and
modus operandi of the matter. Untune the strings, block up the cornet, put more, more oil on the slide of the slide
trombone, overblow the clarinet, and syncopate everything from the hat boy to the ware cooler, and it is all as clear
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and translucent as mud. Certainly humanity owes a debt to Debbler for laying bare the innermost secrets of his high
calling. The sobbing, sighing, rasping qualities of "Prohibition Blues," "Alcoholic Blues," "Laundry Blues," and all
the other amendments of the indigo trade which have baffled the scientists and master minds are made plain now. It
was simply that the gentlemen of the cornets and trombones were playing through their hats.
Anyone can play in a symphony orchestra. All that it requires is the conventional technic, but to be a
"Traps" and invent and extemporize is a gift that is denied most sane people. This is certain, one Saturday night of
his demoniacal diabolism - or is it metabolism? - makes Sunday a blessed day of rest. The "Merchant of Venice"
spoke truly when he said:
"Lock up my doors! and when you hear the drum,
And the vile squealing of the wry-necked fife, clamber you not up."

SEPTEMBER - MELODY
A DEFENSE OF JAZZ AND RAGTIME - by William J. Morgan - Numerous articles have appeared in
various American newspapers and magazines during the past few months, all of them deprecating the growing
tendency of jazz and deploring its consequent results - neglecting the classics and creating musical tastes of a low
order. As one speaking from an unprejudiced standpoint and based only upon that which has come under actual
observance and experience. I would like to air my impressions as to this state of affairs.
We are living today in the most wonderful era of invention and progress known to the world since time
began, and our watchwords are economy and practicability. Everything is now done in such manner that no lost
motions are made. Results at once must be forthcoming, else the task is put aside as impractical, and no further
consideration given it. Yet any thing that meets the taste of the public and warrants its constant approval must have
some good qualities and be worthy of a little consideration, and such is true of jazz and ragtime. They always have
met with public approval because they are the only forms of real American music so far evolved with which the
masses are broadly acquainted. Our contemporaneous composers of classic forms are doing a noble work, of course,
but the chances of their efforts reaching the populace are so slim that we do not have to be concerned with them for
some time to come - at least not until some genius, some American Mozart of Beethoven, appears among us.
The works of many of the old masters seem to have had their day as the only worthy music. Americans
prefer something fresh and modern, something more in accord with the spirit of the age, and jazz is fast supplying
this preference. There are still many among us, however, who claim to abhor jazz and any reference to popular
music, this for no other apparent reason (though we will not all admit it) than that we are unable to master its
intricacies and so fail to appreciate the efforts of the more fortunate.
It has been demonstrated time and time again that strictly classical pianists are not practical performers.
They cannot on the spur of the moment improvise an accompaniment for a singer - something which almost every
vaudeville, cabaret and movie pianist can do and do well. Even with the notes before them, classical players often
make a dismal failure, especially when their sight-reading ability has to be brought into play. Their accompaniments
coincide so badly with the singer or the instrumentalist that their efforts at accompanying are ludicrous even to the
unlearned. These classical pianists are well aware of their failing, yet point to it with pride rather than admit it as
failure and make no effort to improve.
Most classical players adhere too strictly to traditions and so fail to meet innovations in playing that have
been introduced in the present age, but if they would devote more time to ear-training and observe the playing of
good motion picture players their own playing might come more into public favor. Our new type of American music
and musicians is no some thing for which to be apologetic. Rather is to an accomplishment of which to be proud as
being typical of our swift, alert race that is unequaled by any other nationality.
Then again we have those who claim that ragtime playing is injurious to one's ability to play classic-music.
But where of do they speak and what reasons have they for making such absurd claims? If they answered the
question frankly they would say "no reasons." It is simply a false idea they have gained from others, the fallacy of
which they never have taken time to investigate. I maintain that real ragtime is rhythmical, harmonious and full of
"Pep," the last named quality having become so imperative in all other lines of endeavor that there is no reason why
we should not include it in our music.
The real ragtime pianist is a composer as well as performer. That is, he can take a tune and reharmonize it if
necessary, judiciously introduce innovations, alter the rhythm, and devise a bass that will make the composition
alive and pulsating, and so obtain the public approval. After all, our efforts must be directed towards pleasing the
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public at large, and even at its best classical music becomes dull, slow-moving and monotonous if heard too
frequently. its appeal is only to the minority, and with it only an exceptionally brilliant performer can make an
impression.
On the other hand, jazz predominates at the theatre, at the seashore, at the mountains - in fact, at every place
where music is played ragtime is used today almost exclusively as appealing to the popular taste. This test of its
supreme popularity, together with the sound musicianship necessary to a good performer, should convince the most
skeptical that ragtime is the real American music. Its playing cannot in any way injure the qualities necessary to
classical performance but rather tends to broaden and make more wonderful the rendition of the older forms.
The big attraction in jazz, and that which enabled this form of music to attain its present high popularity, is
the comparative ease with which it is mastered. Once a mastery of its essentials is obtained new ideas awaken, and in
a comparatively short time the performer can do credit to himself wherever he appears. After listening to "The
Sheik" of Snyder, or to "Everybody Step" by Irving Berlin, I cannot refrain from saying that such melodies which are
giving pleasure to millions are the real tunes for Americans. On with the Jazz!

SEPTEMBER - METRONOME
LOPEZ AND HIS ORCHESTRA, A BROADWAY SENSATION - One of the New Jazzpects of Dance
Music.
Speaking of doing the death scene from Romeo and Juliet with Romeo and Juliet left out, the latest policy
that the New York public has underwritten. is the dance orchestra, which has always been considered
accompaniment to the dance, elevated the position of a solo performance with the dance left out Next thing you
know they'll give us Eliza doing her ice walking scene in Uncle Tom's Cabin, with the ice in the star role. Or charge
you admission and let you sniff a doughnut. Think of the minute possibilities of corned beef and cabbage as a solo
performance. In the dim past C B & C was regarded only in the nonesthetic light of its merely nutritive aspects. But
think - think of corned beef and cabbage in terms of art! Every sniff a thrill especially adapted from the classical cow
by our own arranger. Come and enjoy the smell if you eat it odor not.
But joking aside, there is a thrill about dance music with the dance extracted as played by our best dance
orchestra leaders of to-day - All of them artist in their field serious students of music at bottom specialists in new and
difficult technique. And for proof that the public wants them per se - enjoys and appreciates the intrinsic value of
what they have to offer, witness the performance of Vincent Lopez and his gang at the Palace Theatre - the Keith
people paying him Palace headline prices and selling him at a profit to a public who are willing to pack the house
and stand to hear his version of Stumbling - Some Sunny Day - or Celeste Aida fitted out in a new jazz one-piece
suit. Somebody page the shade of Verdi There was a little smile on the face of the good looking young leader as he sat at the piano. From out from it
looked as though he were smiling to think of how it looked as though he were smiling to think of how he came into
the palace cold at a Monday matinee and was given what is not considered the spot de luxe on the bill at all, and was
such a riot he completely stopped the show. That would be enough to make even a modest young man smile. This
youngster tasting the sensation of being one of New York's popular idols of the moment, reaping the harvest of that
popularity, is only twenty six years old and modest. Not at all given to blowing his own horn . Of course he wouldn't
need to. Not with all the brasses he's got to do it for him - But to return to the smile. When we went back stage we
discovered Jack Donahue, who was next on the bill, doing a Virginia Reel with Pat Rooney in the wings - probably
Lopez wasn't been thinking of his spectacular success. We wondered how he kept his mind on the act at all.
Pat Rooney discovered him working with a five piece combination called Vincent Lopez and his Five Kings
of Harmony. To steal an old one, does anyone want to pat Rooney on the back. He adopted Lopez and put him into
his act - Rings of Smoke - an elaborate vaudeville vehicle in which he was featured for eighteen months. When
Rooney contracted to star in "Love Birds" which had a long run at the Apollo Theatre, he thought so well of Lopez
and his music that he brought them along with him.
Following that, last summer Lopez went to the Ross Fenton Farm in Asbury and played there all Summer.
While there he was offered a proposition to appear at the Pennsylvania Hotel Grill. He played there all Winter. The
roof opened about eight weeks ago and Lopez and his band have kept it packed all Summer.
It was at the Pennsylvania Roof he was approached about going into vaudeville and he conceived the idea
for his present act. When he stopped the show at a Monday matinee, he was informed that he would from then on, go
on following the intermission. The second week he was featured as the star act.
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Vincent Lopez is a first rate showman. Putting on an act at the Palace means more than playing his
extraordinarily clever arrangements of popular and jazz classical music on the stage. It involves all the principles of
showmanship. Mr. Lopez designed his own curtain, all his electrical effects, which play a big part is his act, and
introduced the comedy elements which contribute so largely to his success. Vincent Lopez is a gambler. He knows
that to make money he has to spend money. He has surrounded himself with a high priced executive staff, including a
librarian, an assistant director, a publicity man and a technical director, J. Bodewadte Lampe, highly regarded in
musical circles as an arranger, and who made all arrangements used by Mr. Lopez.
The principal number of the act is called "Contest," and is a contest between the reed section of the
orchestra and the brasses. They compete for the applause of the audience. It isn't a fair competition . because the
reeds have on their side Bill Hamilton, the assistant director who could win a jazz contest if he had to play with a
toothpick on a set of false teeth. Gosh, he's funny. When he - but I'm running ahead.
The opening number is a "Laughing Cornet," which seems to have strayed into the reed section, probably to
make it more difficult. If I said it was to laugh, that wouldn't be complementary. At any rate, it was good stuff. Then
the brasses in the opposite section played the chorus of Georgia, finishing up with a fine flourish and a low bow
which seemed to say "Well, what do you think of that?" As for us, we admit we're prejudiced. Bill Hamilton
followed with a blue solo on the clarinet which we liked much better. Then came, from the other side, a blue solo on
the cornet, technically and elegantly referred to as 'Hot Stuff.' It left us a little cold - until the reeds picked it up and
the bass and soprano saxophones went into the funniest piece of mimicry we ever sat through. An imitation of
Gallagher and Shean, the immitable Bill Hamilton wearing a red fez like the inimitable Mr. Shean, the bass
saxophone under bone rimmed glasses, reproducing the voice of Mr. Gallagher. Well, they say that friends of
Gallagher and Shean gave them no peace until they went down to hear that number. It alone was worth whatever the
Keith people paid for the act. We say this gladly, in spite of the fact that somebody in the Keith outfit cruelly
suggested that what Vincent Lopez made in a week would keep the best writer in America in fountain pen ink the
rest of his natural life. We know he didn't mean us. We use a typewriter exclusively.
Lopez has given Broadway a deeper thrill than any previous orchestra combination.
As one of the old timers put it, "Lopez has 'hit his gait' and there is not another music combination on
Broadway or anywhere else which can beat him."
To hear Lopez "do" one of the popular dance numbers is a treat which can only be appreciated by hearing
his performance. Such delicate, clever yet entirely appropriate handling of a dance combination is decidedly an
unusual feat for an audience, and friend Lopez has ransacked the entire market for what is positively an "all hit"
performance of dance numbers.
Among the popular hits which he is specially featuring during this engagement is, we might mention: Nola,
fox trot; South Sea Moon from the "Ziegfeld Follies"; Say It While Dancing, I'm Just Wild About Harry. He gives a
special spot in his act to Some Sunny Day, California and Suez. he also uses Wabash blues, Beale Street Blues,
Gallagher & Shean and Georgia in the "Contest." Another of his special feature number is Parade of the Wooden
Soldiers and for his third week he opened with a new number by Lou Breau entitled Zenda. this is the number which
is being specially featured in the Broadway screen production of "Prisoner of Zenda," one of the most successful
films New York has ever seen.
One feature of the Lopez program which we wish to specially mention is a new dance arrangement of
melodies from well known operas, symphonies, etc., in a remarkably effective, unique orchestra arrangement by J.
Bodewalde Lampe, and the true artistic dance arrangements which this gentleman has made of such standard
numbers as "Aida" (fox trot), etc., shows both Mr. Lopez and Mr. Lampe to be true artists who in handling the
standard melodies display arranging and creative ability of the very highest order.

SEPTEMBER - THE MUSIC LOVERS MAGAZINE
THE "NEW" JAZZ by Stephen A. Estes. It was George Elliot, I believe, who termed slang "a debasing of
the current coin of speech." In its simple form slang implies the twisting of a common word to an alien meaning to
express half whimsically a popular thought.
Every generation has had its slang. But it remained to this twentieth century of ours to invent the musical
slang we call "jazz."
So long as jazz butchered melodies of its own levels to make its holiday, there was no harm done. But of
late, stung by delicate insinuations that jazz leaves something to be desired from truly musical standpoints, the
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jazzites have sought means of proving its blood kinship with the musical aristocracy of symphonic and chamber
music.
This they have done with the sweet ingenuousness of a child comparing its battered primer with a
Shakespearean play. It was the simplest thing in the world to lift certain beautiful themes from their shrines in
symphonies and songs along the roads where trod the musical elect, and weave them boldly into a jazz context.
Such songs as Elegie, of Massenet, Rimsky Korsakov's Chant Indoue, the Samson Delilah aria, the Rosary,
(so contagious and confluent among singers) and other melodies of presumably good birth and breeding have been
chosen for jazz purposes.
Then, having drugged these hapless bits of music into the blind staggers, disordered their orderly pulse, and
made them gurgle and wail strange saxophone sentiments, the jazzites registered triumph and demanded a revision of
the musical dictum.
"Behold! Good music!' they exclaimed.
How can one explain things to the exploiters of this extraordinary musical conception? To the savage
topped with a high silk hat and patent leather shoes - and nothing between - one might better essay the exposition of
what constitutes being clad.
It is not only what these vulgarisers of beautiful things have already done - it is a vision of what they may
do, that fills one with a sort of despair.
Consider - they can search through musical literature and abstract any well beloved theme that seems worth
the effort, and ill-treat it according to their notions. And nothing can deter them. So long as they use only four bars
consecutively, neither the law nor the prophets can remonstrate.
Jazz in its "first beginnings" was bad enough - sometimes it was even provocative and amusing - but its
latest eccentricities are destined to make it tenfold the outcast from the musical fold it has already become.

OCTOBER - METRONOME
SOME ENGLISH OBSERVATIONS UPON A FIRST HEARING OF A JAZZ BAND CONCERT, By
Francesco Berger
Not many weeks ago I had my first experience of a Jazz band, while taking afternoon tea in a well known
West End tea-room. I had not gone there in quest of the band, son that when its strident noise burst upon my
unprepared ears, it fell on virgin soil, and was a complete surprise to me.
In describing its effect (not much modified by subsequent hearings.) I need scarcely affirm that I am not an
agent, paid to "boom" this class of entertainment. It is already far too popular to need advertising at my hands.
Neither have I any desire to exclaim against it, on the ground of its being coarse, or unmusical or inartistic. I shall
confine myself to putting into words what I thought and felt at the time, and what I think and feel since.
A strange Experience
It was one of the strongest and strangest experiences I have undergone in an extended life, during which I
have listened to much that was good, to more that was bad, and to most that was indifferent. It produced an
impression that was not quite pleasant, but not entirely unpleasant, a sort of comical mixture of both. Not being a
frequenter of American drinking bars, and never having tasted a real American drink, I can only guess what a
copious draught of one of their cunningly concocted iced drinks would taste like on a swelteringly hot day. But I
imagine that it would produce on the palate sensations akin to those produced on the ear by a Jazz band. Pleasurable
though staggering, making it difficult to recover one's breath, defying analysis, repellent at the outset, but
magnetically fascinating.
The "Go" and "Spirit" of the Band
This Jazz band played remarkably well, with exaggerated coloring, it must be owned, but with tremendous
spirit and "go," accompanied by a perfectly incongruous row, produced from a number of noise-omitting articles
which cannot be called musical instruments. Its members comprised a very clever pianist, a clever violinist, two
excellent banjoists, a concertina player, a cornet player, and a "utility man" who performed on a side drum, a big
drum, cymbals, triangle, a tinkling hand-bell, a deep-toned large one, a dinner gong, a rattle, a railway whistle, a
motor hooter, and a few more deafening things.
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They play a tune which may or may not be transatlantic, but is always of a popular type, and they play it two
or three times over, varying it occasionally by ingenious fioriture on piano or violin. And a remarkable feature of
their performance is the abrupt transition from noisiest fortissimo to softest pianissimo, or vice versa, with very little,
if any, intermediate crescendo or diminuendo. During the soft parts the "utility man" is silent, and you begin to hope
he has gone home; but, with the first recurrence of a tutti he is back again, and, like a giant refreshed by rest, resumes
his labors with redoubled energy. He appears to have little respect for rhythm, but strikes, hits, blows, bumps, rings,
and bangs whenever "he darned chooses." Yet, whatever his vagaries may have been during a Piece, however much
he may appear to have "set up business on his own," he is never behind-hand nor before at the finish. And I noticed
that the tea-drinking audience applauded all the more when the Finale was the maddest of all mad orgies or row.
They would not feel they had been sufficiently "jazzed" if a Piece ended without a hurricane and a thunderbolt.
The unanimity of accord which, in spite of ear-splitting noise, this band is able to maintain, is one of the
marvels of it all. Not one of the players loses his head, not one of them is careless of his part, each is as conscientious
a performer as though playing a Concerto in Queen's Hall. And when, after the final crash of a Piece, you look round
for the debris, and are preparing to count the dead and wounded on the ground, you find the players mentally, if not
physically, as cool as cucumbers, tuning their instruments for their next encounter, or exchanging with one another
critical remarks on Puccini or Debussy. I fancy, by their smiles, that they occasionally indulge in delicate stories
from club land.
Excellence of the Ensemble
I am not certain whether this particular band is better than, or inferior to, others now before the public, but i
can scarcely imagine one that could excel it in precision or ensemble, in extravagant coloring, or in noisy
exuberance. When, on other occasions, I have had cherished ideals shattered by novel experiences, it was the music
or the performer that thrilled and overpowered. But this Jazz business is quite foreign to anything else, quite unique.
The piano and violin music is full of prominent accents and plaintive syncopations, the banjos give to it a penetrating
buzzing accompaniment, and the eruptions from the "utility man" are so unexpected, that the ensemble becomes a
medley of recognizable and unrecognizable rhythm, a blend of uncongenial elements, bewildering, exasperating, and
yet appealing. Your sensations are being "brushed by machinery." Your familiar codes and laws are defied and upset.
Your terra firma is withdrawn. You are adrift on an unexplored ocean. The anchor of your traditions, by which you
held so reliantly, has failed you. Whether you will ever reach sunlit meadows and shady groves, whether you will
ever again safely tread the highroads which your forefathers trod before you, is a question which only Time, the
inscrutable, can solve.
A Question of High Art
Having occasion to speak of a Jazz band to an American friend, I thought I was flattering his nationality
when I described it as "an admirable performance of profaned Art." He promptly replied: "I do not claim for it that it
is what has hitherto passed for high Art. But you must admit that it has one quality in which much old-world music is
sadly wanting, and that is 'character.' It is thoroughly representative of Americanism; as free from conventionality
and from 'schools' as my country is free from ancient history and slavery. Better stuff would probably be tamer. It is
out of material such as this, brimful of spontaneous national manner, that your refined methods and artificial
mannerisms have been evolved. If you take from it what is so obviously its own, including its crudity, you rob it of
its distinctive quality; it becomes ordinary, often-told, undesirable." And he was not far wrong.
Drawbacks of the Legitimate
The pianist in this particular Jazz band is so accomplished an artist that I remarked to him: "But you are far
too good a musician to be doing this sort of thing. How is it you are here?"
"I suppose," he replied, "you mean that I ought to be doing 'the legitimate.' Well, I tried that when I first
married. I played in public, I accompanied singers, and I gave a lesson when I found a pupil who would come and
take it. And I earned thirty shillings a week. Then I took to this. When my afternoon's work is finished at six o'clock,
I have a similar engagement somewhere else from nine to eleven. And I earn twenty pounds a week. I have a wife
and two children to support. Do you blame me? When I shall have saved enough to afford myself the luxury, I shall
go lack to 'the legitimate' and to - starvation."
I could not answer him, for there is no answer. O tempora, O mores
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OCTOBER 11 - NEW YORK TIMES
CALLS AMERICA STILL SAVAGE MUSICALLY - Prof. Dykema Tells National Recreation Congress
That Jazz Has Its Good Points. Atlantic City, N. J., Oct. 10 That America still is in a state of savagery so far as instrumental music is concerned was the charge made
today at the National Recreation Congress by Professor Peter W. Dykema of the 'University of Wisconsin. "We are
still 100 years behind even in methods of instrumental music education," said the speaker.
"I have some good things to say for jazz," he continued. "Its not the principle of the thing that is bad; it is
more often the performers. Jazz has a new rhythm, a new arrangement of tones, a piquancy, a verve and stimulating
qualities which are a real contribution to music. Jazz is being wrecked by nerve-wracking devices. Cowbells, rattles
and fog horns are drowning out its merits. Jazz is the victim of its wild modern devotees who are as bad as the
voodoo worshippers of darkest Africa.
Following the session members of the congress demonstrated their vital belief in the power of recreation by
playing leapfrog, ring-around-a-rosy and other famous old games.
WILL WAR ON JAZZ WITH BETTER SONGS - Recreation Congress Calls on Poets and Composers to
Enlist in Fight. Atlantic City, N. J., Oct. 13
Jazz is threatened by a musical counter-revolution, led by Professor Peter W. Dykema of the University of
Wisconsin, famous musical authority of the United States, who this week startled the country by his declaration that
the majority of Americans are no better than African savages in their use of musical instruments.
Delegates attending the Ninth Recreation Congress under the auspices of the Playground and Recreation
Association of America and Community Service today passed a resolution declaring "it is vital that immediate
stimulus be given to creation of a song literature embodying the finer ideals of American life." The resolution
appealed to the :poets and composers of the United States to devote themselves to creating more worthy songs of the
people."
"We are musically undernourished," declared Professor Dykema. "America needs good music as badly as
Austria needs good food. What better proof of this fact could one ask than the haste with which the public turn
quickly from one bad popular song to another in unconscious search for the songs which will lastingly satisfy their
musical hunger? Good popular songs are those which stress some fine and desirable aspect of American life and by
both music and words awaken a sincere response in the hearts of the people.
"I do not mean that good songs need necessarily be 'high brow' songs. Let us have lots of songs in lighter
vein, songs of humor, sport, friendship, love; songs that express any ideal of American life, not only its loftier
moments."
A committee of five was chosen to direct the campaign, including Professor Dykema, C. M. Tremaine,
Director of the National Bureau for the Advancement of Music; Sigmund Spaeth, Mrs. Fred W. Abbott, managing
director of the Philadelphia Music League, and Kenneth S. Clark of the Bureau of Community Music of the
Community Service.

OCTOBER 25 - NATION
JAZZ by William J. Shultz - It is at once the old and the new. Its elements are the raw materials of all music
- raw materials presented with a primitive simplicity; its rhythms are strident, its melodies are simple and sharply
articulated, its form is standardized and concise. Its substance is that of all folk-music; in its way, it is an
industrialized folk-music.
The folk-songs of the Continental peoples were the deposited sediment of centuries of submerged folk-life.
Many of them served the same purpose as the more modern jazz; they were accompaniments to dances. But into their
lyrics entered an altogether different element - rusticity; until the middle of the nineteenth century, the only
Massemensch was the great, silent, subject, agricultural population. Their music was a music of out-of-doors,
instrumentally based on the human voice or the simplest of stringed and wind instruments, a music of physical
merrymaking, a music that looked away from weary body-labor, yet ever reflected its shadow through the wildest
abandon.
The modern Massemensch is a creature of paved and lighted streets and grimed air; his dwelling is the
tenement and frame house; his thoughts, still untutored, are urban. His music, as to his earlier rural brother, is a
diversion, and must make its appeal direct. His music is jazz, and it achieves its purpose. Rhythm, its chief
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component, even when startlingly complex, needs no intermediary to make its appeal; its melodies are neither
extended nor complicated, and soon become familiar from being reheard in succeeding compositions, so that they
turn into clichés, thus obviating much mental effort; jazz harmonies, often discordant and unprogressing, provide a
stimulant for jaded nerves. The lyrics are gems of naiveté; their topics are few and simple - sex crude and unabashed,
the home, the romance of far-off places - emotions the broadest and most universal. The Massemensch is the patron
of the dance hall, of the vaudeville show, and must be considered in the box-office of the musical review. To these
places he goes for the exhilaration he knows he will receive from jazz; had he desired otherwise, he would have
patronized a concert hall.
But in contrast to the older folk-music, jazz is not confined to the submerged strata of society while a highly
developed music exists contemporaneously among the upper classes; it has become nearly universal. This is not
incomprehensible. The aristocratic society of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, centering about the
continental courts which patronized the music of the classic era, affected a nonproductive leisure as the indication of
their aristocracy. Their leisure gave the members of this class who were so inclined the opportunity to make music
more than an idle diversion, and their studies led them beyond the mere sensuous elements of rhythm, melody, and
harmony to the more intellectual element of form. The composers whom they patronized and supported, maintained
in leisure themselves and usually with no other preoccupation than their musical studies, were enabled to produce an
intellectualized music, developing that symmetry of form which is the surpassing beauty of classical music, but
which makes its appeal, not only to the emotions, but to the appreciative mind.
When the French Revolution and the succeeding chaotic decades reduced the importance of this leisured
aristocracy, musicians had to look elsewhere for patrons, and they turned to the new aristocracy of the industrial
entrepreneurs. Many of the conventions of the old aristocracy were aped by the new, and an interest in music was
one of these. The industrial nouveaux riches attended the concert halls - what influence the wives and daughters had
here might be interesting to discuss, for the stage-property of the previous noblesse de sang tended to be maintained
by the female side of the noblesse de l'argent rather than by the male; the husband and father, occupied by his
business, generally left social strategy to be exercised by the ladies of the family. The new patrons, at their best,
looking upon music as a recreation, and lacking time and inclination to devote themselves to a study of it - in time
depending on specialists or critics to judge their music for them just as they relied on hired experts in their
businesses - sought only for the less exacting sensuous appeal in music. Those musicians who satisfied this desire in
their compositions received the loudest acclaim, and became the models for the next generation; romantic music
developed away from the symmetric form of classicism to the dramatic form of program music.
The whole development of romantic music has been a slow retreat before indifferent but all-powerful
ignorance. From Schubert through Schumann, Wagner, the Russian school, Richard Strauss, to Stravinsky and
Schoenberg, romantic music has been letting down the high standards of the classic era, saving its face and
apologizing for itself in philosophical terms where it could, trying to cover its retreat by criticizing the older music as
dry and formal. This movement has existed not only in music but in all the arts; in music, it is more evident. romantic
music went back to the national stores of folk-songs, extolled their primitiveness and simplicity, and based itself on
them; of course such music would make a keener appeal to the more untutored ear, and hence was hailed with greater
rapture. Those musicians whose temperaments inclined them to revere the classic canons were swept aside and
submerged by the tidal wave of popular demand. The instruments of the musician, particularly the piano, were
further developed; the orchestra was increased and additions made to it that expanded its tonal possibilities; the
acoustics of concert halls were improved. More and more was the composer tempted to turn tone painter, to look
upon the instruments of his art as a palette for mixing colors, rather than a draftsman's tool to create designs. The
experimentor, in cacophony found limitless fantastic combinations of sound available. Strong-willed indeed must
have been the composer who could resist.
Romantic music and the twentieth century have been united in holy wedlock, and the fruit of this union is
jazz. It may be an enfant terrible, but it is no changeling. It does not play the hypocrite or deceive itself by talking
glibly in the cant of art. It is vulgar, but it is healthily frank - as frank as the conversation of a group of young people
who cleanly and intelligently discuss birth control. Our contempt for jazz is snobbery and is a relic of the days when
the "people" were considered solely as factory and politician fodder. The cognoscenti, like the poor, are always with
us' theirs be the kingdoms of romantic and classic music. The jazzists will never dispute them their possessions.
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OCTOBER 26 - MUSICAL COURIER
LEAVE "JAZZ" ALONE - By the courtesy of the Community Service, Inc., we are in receipt of a very full
and comprehensive account of the war on "jazz" started at the recent Recreation Congress in Atlantic City. The
"helpful assistance" of our editorial department is requested, and evidently it is assumed that we will be in sympathy
with this movement.
But we are not. We believe that it is not only entirely unnecessary but entirely useless. No campaign of the
kind ever did or ever will have any effect in lessening people's like for what they like, nor is it at all evident to us that
there is any harm in "jazz," or that "jazz," or any other kind of music, ever can or will do any harm to anybody.
In our editorial entitled "Jazzando" (August 24 issue) we pointed out that "jazz" is not a cause but an effect.
it is, like all music, an depression of the feeling of the people who write it and the people who buy it in sufficient
quantities to make it popular. Some people believe it is an expression of Hebrew-Americanism, others think it is an
expressio of negro-Americanism, still other's think it is pure American, unhyphenated .
However that may be, it makes absolutely no difference where it came from. It if had not fully expressed
American feeling it would not have been popular. That feeling may be more or less universal - probably is - the
American race is a composite. But, again, what difference does that make? Whatever else "jazz" may be, surely no
one will deny that it is a child of America. Its grand-parents may have been Hebrew or Indian or Negro, South
American, Spanish, Gypsy, but all of those influences were known for generations, centuries, in Europe, and yet
Europe never made "jazz." America did, and some Americans are proud of it. We are.
We are not proud of all of its phases. There is a certain trend towards sickening "heart-stuff' that came right
straight down from our weakly sentimentalizing American forefathers, that we are certainly not proud of. That is just
as American as "jazz," but "jazz" is far superior to it. The rhythm and color of "jazz" is a splendid thing, a thing that
has appealed to the greatest musicians of Europe as worthy of their attention. What else has America ever done in
music that is worthy of the same amount of respect?
And this thing reformers and moralists, who seem to care nothing for art, are setting out to kill! We are not
with them. Certainly not! Let them kill the "jazz" spirit which, we grant, is a serious spirit of "laissez allez," and
"jazz" will cease to be the popular expression it now is, and will step into the realm of classical music where it
belongs, just as Karl Engel points out the Sarabande moved upward from the popular dance to the classic forms of
old
The resolution of the Recreation Congress is as follows; "Whereas, the National Recreation Congress
recognizes the influence of song in the lives of the people, and whereas, it believes that it is desirable to give a
greater stimulus to the creation of a song literature embodying the finer ideals of American life; be it resolved, that
an appeal be made to the poets and composers of America to the end that they create more songs of the people.
Moreover, the National Recreation Congress recommends that a committee be appointed which shall devote itself to
the accomplishment of this purpose."
There is no mention of "jazz" in this but its intention is obvious. fortunately it is impractical! As if the
composers of America or of any other country could write songs to order that would win over the public taste!
"Create more songs for the people!" But there are a dozen or more American composers already creating songs for
the people, songs which sell a million or more copies apiece. And there area dozen more who are writing dance tunes
that are selling equally well. Why create more? What does the Recreation Congress think we are, children, babies,
with out minds of our own, unable to distinguish for ourselves what we like and what we do not like?
And who is to say what the "finer ideals" of American life are? energy is one of those finer ideals, and
energy is expressed in "jazz" as it has never been expressed in the world of music before. What else do we want to
express our heart songs are full of love-of-home and of a sickly sentimentality that sounds a good deal like the
hypocrisy of the pussyfooters. "Jazz" has brought more joy into American homes than all of those sentimentalities
put together "Jazz" has put laughter where there used to be nothing but boredom and puritanical tyranny. (We speak
of "jazz" as music, not of the disgusting things that go with it and for which it is in no way to blame.)
If you wish to go a step further you might say that "jazz" is also an expression of freedom. And is not
freedom one of our "finer American ideals?" But the worst thing that can be said about "jazz" is that it is an
expression of freedom - too much freedom - the sort of freedom the foreigner finds when he gets to America and
escapes from the parental control of paternal governments..
This sort of discussion leads nowhere. if you start on a wrong premise you can prove anything, and the
wrong premise in this case is, that "jazz" is a cause and not an effect, and ought, therefore, to be abolished.
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furthermore, before we can talk intelligently about expressing America's finer ideals it will be necessary to find out
what these finer ideals are and whether they can be expressed musically.
That question is not new. It has been asked hundreds of times; what is American music? What will it be like
when it comes? What should it express? Freedom? Energy? Home? Our popular music expresses all of those things.
But now the reformer comes along and says "nay! Nay!"
Let the Recreation Congress prove to us that "jazz" is harmful, and let them tell us what sort of music they
propose to force down America's throat, and how they propose to do the forcing. Meantime let us leave "jazz' alone.

OCTOBER - MUSICAL OBSERVER
COLLEGE JAZZ AND WHAT IT SYMBOLIZES by Elise Fellows White - All things have their
psychological aspect, and even the most sordid phases of every-day life have their spiritual significance. An analysis
of the phenomenon called "jazz" or "rag-time" opens up depths of meaning hitherto unsuspected. It appears to the
writer to bear a certain relation to traits that have developed in our national character. And in its monotonous and
blatant vulgarity is sounded a warning.
Listening to this all-American product of our salvaged democracy, I seem to find it in the expression of
certain essentially modern attributes; for instance, self-possession under bewildering and confused conditions.
American college jazz illustrates the American college ideal of poise maintained under difficulties. Here we find
melody, of a not unmusical type pursuing its complacent course in the midst of bewilderment and distraction. It
proceeds cheerfully, obstinately, inanely, despite entanglements in the way of syncopation, elaboration, or dynamics.
Not even the barrage of fireworks produced by a muscular and resourceful piano player can "change a word of it."
The moving finger writes steadily on, even as a ballerina preserves the same placid smile, though her feet be
vibrating between earth and sky.
This may be symbolical. Many illustrations are suggested. College days, and the wild scramble they
involve. Here come athletics, prancing gaily onward, despite the clamorous interruptions of "Math," "Lab.," and
"Lit." To dance all night, and turn up fresh and smiling at chapel next morning is indicated by seismic disturbances
in the bass - upheavals in harmonic progression, throughout which the familiar tune ambles amiably on.
The social whirl, so-called, who shall say that this, too, is not symbolized? Serenity in spite of distraction,
that is still the dominant idea. Notwithstanding mix-ups in rhythm, syncopation piled on syncopation, until rags are
reduced to tatters, and we don't know whether we are coming or going, musically speaking; yet time and tune emerge
triumphant in the end, and never a dancer falters. So long as money, melody and muscle holdout, all is well. Not only
"apres nous le .luge," but beneath us the earthquake, ...above earthquake and deluge, the still small voice, chanting
"Aint'd We Got Fun, supreme and care-free.
Over and over grinding out one idiotic and self-evident proposition, this social merry-go-round of ours, with
its tireless repetition of like modulations, like cadences, and the inevitable "barber-shop chord at the close, like a
departing curse. over, and over, and again, repeating placidly, fatuously, eternally, its statement of meaningless
optimism; despite the rush of unseen feet - as in Dickens' echoing corner, despite the pull of desperate hands - they
cry of the starving, the "tear song of the low-born" echoing from slave-pen and field - hand all the struggle and
contrast of life symbolized here in swift changes and sudden reversals of tempo and tonality.
Yes, there is much to be found in this expression of a nation's chosen joys, possibly, too, a hidden
suggestion of its ultimate sorrows.

NOVEMBER 4 - NEW YORK TIMES
BAN ON JAZZ SACRILEGE - Syncopation of Chopin's "Funeral March" arouses French Society. (Paris,
No. 3) The raid of jazz plagiarists on the music of the masters to meet the demands of the dancing craze of Paris has
aroused to action the societe des auterurs et Copositeurs. This organization has declared itself the guardian of the
rights of authors and composers who have been dead for more than fifty years. In order to protect the works of these
artists from the onslaughts of the music pirates they plan a direct appeal to the dance hall musicians of the city. These
musicians will be circularized and personally solicited to join in the general refusal to play plagiarized music. If
necessary, the organization will resort to the courts.
Chopin's "Funeral March" syncopated to fox-trot time, is the atrocity that has aroused the society to action.
previously Saint-Saens's "Danse Macabre" had achieved a paradoxical popularity by a "blues" twist.
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NOVEMBER 16 - MUSICAL COURIER
OF INTEREST TO COMPOSERS BY Kenneth S. Clark - Might one request the courtesy of your columns
for the privilege of removing, if possible, some justifiable misapprehensions of your editorial writers concerning the
campaign started by the recent Recreation congress for the creating of new "songs of the people," which may live to
be additions to our folk song literature? That such misapprehensions exist is indicated by the editorial entitled
"Leave Jazz; Alone," in the issue of October 26. The word "justifiable" is used because of the caption which was
attached to the article upon which the editorial was based. That caption, "To War on Jazz" With Better songs," was
taken from a headline in the estimable New York Times on the Atlantic City news item announcing the campaign.
Actually, the only connection of "jazz" with that campaign is that it formed the news angle from which the story was
treated in the press dispatches. For keeping that thought alive in the above-mentioned caption the present writer, as
secretary of the committee agitating the plan, must confess "Mea culpa mea maxima culpa!" If that act was a "first
false step" in our campaign, may it be the last!
Even though the mention of "jazz' in connection with the campaign has drawn from your editorial writer the
warning: "Leave 'jazz' alone," it has done a signal service to the cause. "Jazz" is merely a kite to which the story of
this campaign has been attached as a tail and in the train of which the campaign has swung into nation-wide notice.
For instance, what reader of the MUSICAL COURIER will be unaware that this campaign exists, now that you have
devoted nearly a column to an editorial on it in addition to the space which, it is hoped, you may give to the present
reply? Just suppose that our "little" group of serious thinkers" at the Recreation Congress had evolved some nice,
public-spirited , but unexciting plan for musical advancement. The MUSICAL COURIER, being public spirited,
would have taken notice of it, but would the daily papers have found room for it among the murders and divorces?
Echo answers "NO!" In other words, here is a recipe for steering such a campaign into public notice; Begin by
proclaiming stoutly, "Black is White." Then after you have been annihilated for such iconoclasm, murmur gently,
"Oh, we didn't mean it - white is white." Next, elucidate as to just what brand of whiteness you are sponsoring. By
that time the dear American public will know that your cause is alive. The application of the above is plain; Now that
Mr. "Jazz" has carried this campaign with him into the barbed-wire enclosure of national notice, we trust that he will
not consider us heartless if we desert him for other companionship. It is not that we harbor enmity against him - we
simply have other fish to fry.
Lest the foregoing may be considered unduly flippant, may we tell briefly the actual story of how this new
campaign grew, Topsy-like, at the Recreation Congress? It happened that two noted musical educators, Dr. A. T.
Davison of Harvard, and Prof. Peter W. Dykema of the University of Wisconsin, spoke during the second day on the
general program devoted to music. It also happened that both made some quite unrelated remarks regarding popular
music which, when reproduced in the newspapers, appeared to be a "discussion" of "jazz."
Among all the serious and inspiring measures for the public good that were discussed at the Congress the
one thing which attracted about fifty per cent of the newspaper notice was this matter of "jazz," which was a purely
incidental and accidental affair. Those who fret at the existence of our "Main Streets" and our "Babbits" may be
disheartened by this exhibition of unregeneracy. But is it surprising? "Jazz," like the movies, is merely one of our
greatest common denominators of public interest. Instead of worrying, let us keep striving to increase the batting
average of good music as a whole.
But to out story: When the music section of the Congress met on the final day one of the first topics stated
was, "What can we do about getting a better grade of popular songs for community singing? (it being essential to
meet the people on their own ground, which in many cases is the popular song.) Later we heard from s. A.
Mathiasen, a Community Service worker, of the community singing which he had observed in Denmark while
studying there last year. In the survey for October 15, he has written an expansion of this narrative. He told us that
the best poets and composers of Denmark had been giving themselves to writing simple, melodic songs, which have
become folk song of Denmark, some one remarked, "Why can we not apply this to our conditions in America?" Out
of that suggestion gradually grew the decision of this meeting to present before the congress a resolution appointing
a committee to start a campaign in which American composers and poets would be asked to give thought to the
creating of songs that might in like manner become American folk songs. this resolution was unanimously passed by
the Congress.
Now comes the news angle. Because of the coincidence whereby Mr. Dykema, who had been one of the
principals in the "discussion" of "jazz" was made chairman of this new committee, what could be more natural than
that the newspapers should play up the new campaign led by him as being an attack upon "jazz." Actually it was
nothing of the sort. The writer of your editorial reminds us that there is no mention of "jazz" in the resolution which
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he quotes. But he says that its intention is obvious. Right there we agree with him: It is obvious but, obviously, not so
negative a thing as an attack upon "jazz." On the other had, it is a positive movement for more fine songs that may be
sung sympathetically by the people. It is a campaign not of repression but of expression.
One of several reasons why the effort has nothing to do with "jazz" is that the former is concerned solely
with songs to be sung, whereas "Jazz" is a manner of playing music.
A few words as to your editor's defense of "jazz" and then we abandon it to its cacophonies. With most of
the things he say about it, the present writer would agree. Indeed, the leader of this campaign Prof. Dykema, is by no
means deaf to the good qualities of "jazz." His comment at the congress on this subject which caused all the hub-bub
was this: "I am not one who condemns into that modern dance music which is so frequently anathematized under the
name of 'jazz.' ' Jazz' music has a comparatively new rhythmic arrangement of tones; has a piquancy, verve and
stimulating quality which form a real contribution to music. The objections to it lie in the way it is used. It is so
atrociously presented with drums, gongs, cowbells, rattles, whistles and other nerve-wracking devices that the
musical element is almost obliterated. As a result, our people are losing those finer susceptibilities to rhythm which
arise when the supplying of some of the rhythmic impulse is left to the listener. The poorer dance music and the
poorer popular songs leave nothing for us to do - we need not listen, we need not think. All we do is pay the piper,
press the button, and the noise will do the rest. make you music sufficiently subdued so that the dancers will have to
listen for it and thus assume a bit of responsibility by producing in themselves something of a rhythmic response.
In the final sentence of the foregoing Mr. Dykema is evidently taking cognizance of the soft pedal which
has already been put upon "jazz" playing by its never practitioners of what we might call the Paul Whiteman school.
After all, the test of "jazz" as a contribution to music is not whether it makes humans dance - the African tom-tom
does that - but whether it is pleasing to listen to when one is not dancing. That the more delicate style of "jazz"
accomplishes the latter is proven by its warm welcome in vaudeville and music revue. Furthermore, this quieter
"jazz" does not incite to objectionable dancing. On the one evening when the writer felt plutocratic enough to dance
under Mr. Whiteman's violin bow he observed but one couple who were dancing improperly and they would have
done a lustful dance to a Beethoven minuet.
Before us there is a copy of the "Leave 'Jazz" Alone' editorial, on which we have underlined certain phrases
that give evidence of the .misapprehensions before mentioned. For instance, the campaign is not .intended for
"lessening peoples likes for what they like." far from it. We hope to give people more of what they like, but the
community singing crowds do not care to sing cheap, vulgar songs - you cannot force such songs down their throats.
They react favorably only to wholesale sentiments expressed with worthwhile melodies. Many such songs have been
found among the popular songs of recent years, for example, "The Japanese Sandman," "April Showers," and so
forth. The fox-trot craze has brought into popular song a less banal type of melody one heretofore found only in
musical comedy. The text, however, is not always a fitting mate for the melody. The undersigned has been diligently
combing the fall crop of Broadway hits in search of eight songs suitable for inclusion in the Community Service
leaflet of "Community Songs." It was with incredible difficulty that these were found. Now, one of the purposes of
this campaign is to acquaint the writers of popular songs with the fact that there is a wide public eager for the
wholesome type of song that we have been sketching.
It is said by the writer of your editorial that there are a dozen American composers creating songs which sell
a million copies apiece. Good! We would urge those composers to include among those songs more numbers that
can be sung with pleasure by the mass of the people. Nor do those behind this campaign think of our citizens as
being "unable to distinguish for themselves what we like and what we do not like.: In the matter of songs for mass
singing the public shows plainly what it likes - songs that represent wholesomeness and melodic charm.
One sentence in the editorial intimates that our campaigners are "reformers and moralists, who seem to care
nothing for art." Not guilty! There is nothing of the blue stocking about this movement. Furthermore, we hope that
our best exponents of the composer's art will respond to our appeal. We trust that they will be animated by the same
aspiration that one noted composer expressed in war-time when he said: "If I could write one song that our boys
would sing in the trenches, I would feel that I had done the greatest thing in my life." We hope that the list of writers
of these songs will include not only the best writers of popular song but those whose gifts have been given hitherto
only to the forms of symphonic or chamber music and of art songs.
Your writer asks us to tell what sort of music we "propose to force down America's throat." He seems
thereby to be setting up his own windmill at which to tilt. We shall do no forcing - it would be of no avail. Who can
deny however, that the method of popularizing the Broadway hits does not approximate that of forcing. Certainly no
one who is familiar with the ins and outs of popular song "plugging." Theodore Thomas said: "Popular music is
familiar music." Should this new appeal result in the creation of songs which seem to meet the need herein
expressed, those behind the campaign will dedicate their energies to seeing that insofar as possible such worthy
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songs are made familiar to the mass of the people. To this end, it is to be hoped that they may be issued by all types
of publishers in order that they may receive the benefit of no less progressive exploitation than the Broadway-made
song hit.
What are the finer ideals of American life which we hope to see expressed, asks the editorial? These are the
aspirations which are to be found epitomized not only in songs of patriotism but in songs of humor, sport, home, love
and fellowship. It is to be hoped that such ideals will be voiced in a simple, vigorous and unsentimental way. We are
not expecting the composers to write folk songs to order. We are merely asking them to give their best thoughts to
the project as have their brethren of Denmark.
In order that our writers may have a hint as to the sort of songs desired, one of the committee's first acts will
be to prepare a list of existing songs of American origin as a suggestion - not an all-inclusive list but merely one
representing certain types. Such tabulation and the perfecting of organizations are the immediate objective in the
campaign. The committee appointed at Atlantic City is to be regarded as a steering committee and as a nucleus for a
large group which may be representative of the various musical forces which may be expected to aid the project. It is
too big an idea to be merely the pet hobby of one group or collection of groups.
To sum it up, this campaign is one neither of reform nor of "uplift." It is one of constructive building of a
greater song literature. If this letter may have cleared away most of the smoke generated by the "jazz" discussion, it
is to be hoped that the movement may now be seen in a fairer light and that it may have the support not only of your
paper but of musical people generally.
(signed) Kenneth S. Clark.
New York City, October 26, 1922.

DECEMBER - THE NEW MUSIC REVIEW
CONCERNING JAZZ by Henry F. Gilbert - What is jazz? Is it a species of music, or a method of
immorality? Our good friends, the exponents of ethics and religion, would fain convince us that jazz is pernicious in
its effect, and its mere existence a danger to public and private morals. We are told that it leads young men and
maidens astray, and incites to various dissipations and sexual irregularities. In fact it seems to be the fashion at
present to lay on jazz the responsibility for the very existence of certain tendencies which we, as a race, have always
had.
There is of course always a certain percentage of human beings in any age, who gravitate much more
naturally toward the Bad than toward the Good. How large this percentage is I shall not tell, for fear of libeling the
human race. You know the lawyers say that the truth is sometimes the worst libel there is. But even in the best of us
there exists a certain percentage of badness which must and will find expression some way or other. Such
expressions as "wild oats," "no fool like an old fool," etc., are popular and eloquent admissions and appreciations of
this fact. Both badness and goodness are qualities of the human heart. Neither moral nor immoral qualities are
possessed by inanimate objects; and certainly not by drums, rattles, or saxophones.
At this point I hear our Comstockian friends exclaiming: "But the existence of certain things renders the
expression of these bad tendencies easier, therefore the public should be protected by the suppression of the
aforesaid 'certain things.' That is to say they believe you can get rid of a bad tendency by bottling it up. They
apparently believe that young persons whose initiation into vicious courses has occurred in a jazz dance hall would
have been for the existence of the jazz dance hall. Therefore, they are down on jazz.
This is skin-deep philosophy. These young persons would have gone to the devil anyway. If not by one
road, then by another. Given the tendency toward badness in their natures, and it would merely have adopted the
handiest and most convenient avenue of expression, no matter what it was, jazz dancing, or anything else. But it is
human nature to blame our weaknesses on something outside of ourselves. We, as a race, do not like to acknowledge
that human nature is alone responsible. We are usually very ready to glorify the larger and nobler achievements of
mankind, but not at all ready to own up to the fact that all the mean and vicious practice are likewise expressions of
the same universal human heart. We usually look around for something to blame these things on. At present jazz is
being honored and given credit for far more diabolic influence than almost anything else. But it is merely the
"scapegoat" of the present time. Formerly it was "ragtime" that was blamed for being both morally and musically
pernicious. I myself remember (not so very long ago, either) solemn resolutions being passed by Musicians' Unions
disapproving of, and forbidding the playing of "ragtime." All we have to do is to look a little farther back into the
history of our country to find that dancing itself, especially with persons of the opposite sex, was considered by very
many as the beginning of the "road to ruin."
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Several years ago Mark Twain wrote a tale called, "The Man Who Corrupted Hadleyburg." It is a scathing
satire, and incidentally one of the best stories he ever wrote. It seems that Hadleyburg was a town of rigid,
immaculate, but purely artificially maintained virtue. The town motto was "Lead us not into temptation" and
anything which might be considered a temptation to either the young, or the old persons of the town, was carefully
suppressed. The result may be easily imagined.
Now the town was unfortunate enough to incur the enmity of a commercial traveler who passed that way on
occasion. This man naturally had a deeper knowledge of human nature than the inhabitants of "spotless town" and
was enabled thereby successful to sow a seed of discord among these inhabitants. This seed sprouts and grows
through some eighty laughter-provoking pages to the intense enjoyment of the reader. The artificial nature of the
virtue of Hadleyburg is mercilessly exposed, and the whole flimsy structure comes tumbling about their ears like a
house of cards. The inhabitants recognize themselves to be a collection of "whited sepulchers" and in deep
humiliation and contrition they enact a law changing the town's motto to "Lead us into temptation," for they taste the
bitter truth that there is "nothing so weak as an untried virtue."
The moral of this story is brim full of suggestion for the objectors to the pernicious influence of jazz. Is the
"virtue" of people who go to the devil via jazz worth saving, or worth anything for that matter? Wouldn't these
people go to the devil just as easily via something else? If they have an innate tendency toward badness, the
suppression of jazz wouldn't help them or anybody else that I can see.
Thoreau says: "There are a thousand backing at the branches of evil to one who is striking at the root."
Suppressions, prohibitions, and "don'ts" of various kinds are negative in their effect, and it is doubtful if they
eventually accomplish any positive good. I cannot help thinking that our would-be guardians of the public morality
might be more generally useful if the "started something" good, rather than confined their activities to protesting
against what they believe may do harm. It is my belief that the are usually guilty of "barking up the wrong tree."
II
Considered entirely in its musical aspect, jazz must be acknowledged to be a true American product, and as
such it is of great interest to all of us in America who take a serious interest in music. In spite of the fact that it has
spread so rapidly, has become so well known, and is of almost universal appeal, there are afloat several very strongly
grounded misconceptions about it. For instance I am told that it is quite a new species of music; that the rhythm of
jazz is unlike that of other music, etc., etc. These misconceptions vary in intensity with the perspicacity and general
musical knowledge of the individual. But they have been greatly fostered by the complimentary - and I fear not
altogether disinterested - observations concerning it which have been made from time to time be certain of our
distinguished foreign visitors. Alfredo Casella, the Italian modernistic composer who recently visited the United
States, says: "I was greatly impressed by the Indian music and the negro 'jazz': music of a most modern type and
interesting in the highest degree." Even Richard Strauss (who is a good business man anyway) is reported to have
said that he found jazz "very interesting." Almost all these d. f. f.'s agree that jazz is thoroughly characteristic of
America, anyhow. Almost everybody admits that it originated here, and the most jingoistic of my compatriots are
loud and vehement in their assertions that it has conquered the world.
A few days ago, at an evening gathering, I asked a prominent educator what, in his opinion, was the most
striking American characteristic. He replied without hesitation, "vulgarity." Turning to a leading educational music
publisher, who was also present, I repeated the question. He objected to the reply given by the educator as being too
limited - not inclusive enough - and said that in his opinion a far truer description of the most prominent American
characteristic was conveyed by the slang word "pep." Our conversation was mostly in relation to jazz music, and it
was in an effort to determine wherein lay its Americanism that I asked the above question. Now while either
definition, standing alone, is somewhat unsatisfactory and incomplete, both together fairly express the character of
jazz music, as it is at present. This music certainly has plenty of "pep," and it certainly has plenty of "vulgarity."
"Pep" and "vulgarity" are its most salient characteristics. It by no means expresses any of the higher qualities of
America. "Pep," in its more noble manifestations, is that impatient will-to-accomplish which will not be denied. No,
most of the ideal aspects of Americanism are far away from jazz. Much more is jazz (as it is at present) a perfect
expression of some of the worst and commonest elements in the American. For it must not be forgotten that while
one half of our definition is "pep," the other half is "vulgarity."
But now is jazz a new kind of music? Has it anything to contribute to the art? I find that almost all pieces of
so-called jazz music, when stripped of their instrumentation (i.e. the instruments upon which they are played;
saxophones, muted trombones, etc.) have almost nothing new to offer in the way of strictly musical interest. And this
is so, even when we consider jazz from a strictly "popular" standpoint. The amount of purely musical value, and the
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amount of differentiation of this music from other "popular" music, can be noted by playing a piece of jazz music on
the piano. It is true that for several years the rhythmic element in popular music has been growing more insistent and
nervous, and it may have reached its culmination in jazz. I rather think it has. So, as far as simple rhythmic
forcefulness and iteration is concerned, jazz can claim the proud distinction of being the "worst yet." Technically
speaking, however, it must be granted that the popular music of today is far richer in contrapuntal devices, in
harmony, and in figuration than popular music formerly, in which the interest vested alone in the melody.
Another point by which jazz may be distinguished from the popular music of the olden time - say ten years
ago - is the large number of cat-calls, clarinet-couacs, smears, glides, trombone-glissandos, and agonizing
saxophonic contortions which occur in it. But these things are largely rendered possible by the instruments upon
which jazz music is played. Take away these instruments and you take away the jazz quality almost entirely. In fact
this jazz quality, far from residing in the music itself, is almost wholly a matter of tone-color, and this tone-color is
given to it by the instruments - unusual instruments - and not only unusual instruments, but unusual combinations of
instruments. For instance who ever thought of writing for a combination of saxophones, banjos, and muted
trombones before? Yet in this, and similar combinations, lies most of the jazz effect in my opinion. Take many a
piece of classical music - like some of Greig's pieces, Dvorak's Slavonic Dances, or even some of Mozart's or
Beethoven's compositions - and let a good jazz arranger arrange them for the usual jazz orchestra, with all its freak
combinations of instruments - and let the arranger not change the original music more than is ordinarily done in
transposing a piano piece for an ordinary orchestra - and I would bet ten to one that it would be received by the
majority as a new and authentic piece of jazz music.
In the unusual instruments - their unusual combination - the manner of playing them - the grotesque and
burlesque effects which are obtained; in all this lies, for me, the interest in the phenomenon of jazz - not in the music.
A great deal of my interest in it is purely humorous. By means of these above listed grotesque effects jazz "takes off"
or "Makes fun of" certain well known phrases, or legitimate methods of procedure in the respectable and established
art of music. Jazz rings true in its Americanism in that it insists on laughing and making fun of even the most serious
and beautiful things. It is a kind of musical rowdy, and occupies the same relation to the Art of Music that
"Burlesque" (on the stage) does to the "Legitimate Drama." It can certainly be very funny, and I for one, and I
believe many more, have thoroughly appreciated the wit and skill of certain "take off's." A little musical nonsense
now and then is relished by the best of musicians. One night at Ziegfeld's midnight frolic - but the mere recollection
of the way that saxophone caricatured a coloratura opera-singer is enough to make me laugh "fit to split," as the
saying is.
(A word about the saxophone. This instrument may be said to be the principal instrument in the jazz
orchestra. It is so much in evidence here, and so little in evidence in the regular symphony orchestra, as to give many
persons the idea that it is a special development of jazz. But the saxophone was invented by Adolph Sax, in Paris,
about 1840. Meyerbeer, Massenet, Bizet, Thomas, and many others have written for it. Bizet has written for this
instrument a naive and pastoral melody of much beauty, in his music to Daudet's drama "L'Arlesienne." However, it
has never become an integral part of the standard symphony orchestra. It has always remained a special instrument,
used on occasion to impart its rich and expressive tone-color to certain isolated phrases or melodies. It has remained
for jazz to exploit it. And this has been done in a way to make the angels weep (with laughter). Originally an
instrument having a richly pathetic and lyrical tone quality, it has been made to perform all sorts of ridiculous stunts,
amounting to an indecent exposure of all its worst qualities. It is as if a grave and dignified person were forced to
play the part of clown at the circus.)
Nevertheless, all these grotesque and burlesque "effects" on the saxophone, trombone, clarinet, and other
instruments; the unusual combinations of tone-qualities; and the invention thereby of new and unheard-of effects, I
consider to be the most distinctive feature of the phenomenon called jazz. While this is not a specifically musical
distinction, it is, considering the world-wide success of this music, and the remarkable quality of some of these
"effects," pregnant with suggestion for the serious American composer.
III
The most important and significant fact about America is, that it is a breaking-away from the traditions of
Europe, with all their constraining and deadening effects. Our government itself arose from a protest against the form
of the governments of Europe, and a successful breaking away from the dominion of that form. All our subsequent
enormous industrial and inventive development has in large part been made possible through our forsaking of the
old, slow-going, safe, and conservative European methods. We have in large measure cast aside these time-worn
traditionary customs, and as a reward we have got a new start; a fresh impulse of originality and accomplishment.
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New energy has been liberated and found expression here in America, and this has been made possible very largely
through the casting-off of the customary restraints of the old world.
This freedom from tradition, and the coercive force of custom, has been most fruitful of results in the
domain of the Practical Industry, Mechanical Invention, and Applied Science have performed miracles and made
some of the wonders of the old fairy tales seem tame. But now while this spirit of impatient conquest has functioned
so splendidly in the domain of the Practical, its expression is as yet almost entirely lacking in the domain of the Arts.
It is true that our literature, especially about the middle of the last century, showed some unmistakable signs of it.
Emerson, Thoreau, Mark Twain, Bret Harte, Joaquin Miller, etc.; each evinces in a different manner a feeling of
independence of the art-canons of Europe. But this spirit - the breaking away from the customary and traditional
procedures of Europe - is very far away from the great majority of our would-be composers of serious music, and, in
consequence, our serious music is for the most part of an imitative and undistinguished character.
Jazz, on the contrary, is infected with this spirit with a vengeance. The composers of jazz, being for the
most part persons whose names are not even known in the musical world, have been like "fools" who "rush in where
angels fear to tread." Their only object was to "make a hit," and as they had no particular respect for any existing
musical tradition, they went ahead boldly and invented all sorts of shockingly new combinations - muted trombones
and banjos, ukuleles, and muted trumpets, saxophones and marimbas, etc.; the final result being that inimitable thing
called a jazz orchestra, which in its perfection is a genuine American creation, and stands out as having an individual
character; different from anything which has preceded it.
Now the lesson to our would-be serious composers is plain. The jazz composers have broken loose from
tradition and have thereby been enabled to produce something which, although it is on a comparatively low plane,
and is largely given over to caricature and burlesque, is at least distinctive in the domain of popular music. But our
would-be serious composers have with scarcely, an exception, followed and imitated the tradition of musical beauty
as it exists in Europe. They have played the conservative part, and conservatism alone precludes growth. For this,
the introduction of the radical element is necessary. This element of radicalism has been introduced with all sorts of
cleverness and energy, although in a boisterously vulgar style, by the composers of jazz; but it is my belief that we
shall never have a distinctively American school of serious music until the would-be serious composer do, on their
plane, what the jazz composers have done on theirs, i.e., cut loose to a certain extent from the dominative incubus of
European musical tradition.
Concerning Jazz - (2) - We expressed the opinion some time ago that "jazz" had about run its course and
that the injured were in the convalescent stage. But the Literary Digest claims that it has invaded church music, and
recently a New York daily printed a jazz program that had been traced to an Episcopal church.
Perhaps we were rather premature in being optimistic over the general situation. Dr. Percy Grant, rector of
the Church of the Ascension, preached a sermon only three or four weeks ago in which he attacked jazz in the
following fashion:
"Jazz goes back to the African jungle, and is one of the crying evils of the day. It means retrogression - a
savage crash and bang that rings the bell for full steam astern. Its effect is to make you clatter, and, as Voltaire said,
'to go on all fours,' to which I would add, and to whisk your tail around a tree. Our great dance music has 'been
profoundly pathetic. It seems to say how fleeting is youth. Jazz says: 'Cut it out; don't dream, don't worry about
transient things. Seize the day. Don't dream about possibilities of pleasure. There is no pathos, no idealism about jazz
music. It is for sensation. In the dance instead of symbolism it becomes sensuality. Plato said that whenever modes of
music change, morals change. Music has changed greatly within the past few years.

DECEMBER 10 - NEW YORK TIMES
SHADY DANCE STEPS BARRED BY POLICE Mrs. Loft, Deputy Commissioner, Persuades Proprietors
to Agree to Reform. - SPACE AND SPEED ADVISED. Dilatory "Cicao," Volcanic "Balconading" and suspicious
"Parking" Condemned.
Dance hall proprietors of New York City will meet at the Hotel Astor tomorrow afternoon to form an
organization for the elimination of the "Chicago," "balconading,' slow dancing and "parking" from the public dance
halls of New York City. The agreement of the principal dance hall proprietors to form an organization to bar
objectionable steps was brought about by Mrs. George W. Loft, Deputy Police Commissioner, who called them
together last Wednesday at a meeting at the West thirty-seventh Street police station.

- 393 -

Mrs. Loft told those assembled that slow and tight dancing was permitted in many dance halls, that
complaints from mothers were flooding the Police Department and that Commissioner Enright was prepared to take
drastic measures by way of streets and the cancellations of licenses to put a stop to it. She said that Commissioner
Enright had suggested as a possible alternative the voluntary purification of public dancing by the dance hall
proprietors.
Proprietors Agree to Ban
All the dance hall proprietors agreed that voluntary action was desirable and promised to be present at the
meeting at the Hotel Astor on Monday, at which regulations will be adopted and possibly a dance dictator after the
Landis-Hay-Thomas pattern may be selected.
"The worst dancing is at the best hotels," one of the dance hall proprietors said at the meeting of proprietors
after Mrs. Loft had outlined her views. She is said to have agreed with this, but to have contended that such dancing
was not so pernicious because it affected comparatively few, while thousands were trained in various styles of
dancing at the public halls. It was said to be impracticable, from the police standpoint to regulate closely what took
place at private affairs.
One of the dance hall proprietors said that no form of dancing was so bad as the failure to dance, which is
now said to be becoming popular on many floors in New York City. This abuse was technically described as
"parking" by the man who denounced it.
Variations of "Parking."
"Parking," he said, "is when a couple takes the floor to dance and then stop dancing. They simply stay on
the one spot all through the dance. There are any number of variations to this."
The "Chicago" was described as a slow step belonging to calisthenics rather than to the dance.
"Balconading" was described concisely as "rough."
In general the plan of reform, it was said yesterday, is to introduce a noticeable distance and a brisker
motion into public dancing. Several of the large dancing places, it was pointed out, have sets of floor managers,
sometimes called umpires or referees, who compel observance of the rules of the hall as to the types of dancing. It is
charged, however, that the evasions of the rules are more insidious than the violations.
Mrs. Loft told the dance hall proprietors that if voluntary action failed to introduce respectability into some
of the offending places policewomen and policemen would be posted there with orders to arrest for disturbance of
the peace whenever partners were detected in dances considered extreme. Such arrest, dance hall proprietors were
warned, would be followed by action through the License Commissioner to close the offending places. Dance halls
on Broadway in the Eighty-sixth Street and 116th Street districts are said to have been commented upon adversely.

DECEMBER 10 - NEW YORK TIMES
DRAWING A LINE FOR JAZZ by Richard Aldrich - Jazz draws the line nowhere. Nothing is safe from its
devastating touch. The jazz blacksmiths soon came to the end of their own stocks of ideas, such as they were, and
then their only resource was to lay violent hands upon music that musicians have always approached with respect and
even with reverence. There is protection to a certain extent in the copyright laws for living composers, or for dead
ones who have not been dead long enough to lose the protection of those laws. But copyright laws do not protect
forever. Composers who have taken their place in history are likely to have their tombs violated if some jazz artist
thinks it worth while to do so.
Nor is it the jazz artists alone who are engaged in this free-handed exploitation. The writers of popular
songs know a good thing when they see it, and share with Moliere at least one of his ideas, that they are entitled to
take their own wherever they find it, though they do have a modern limitation to which he was not subject, and must
take care about running up against the law. One of the most successful and lucrative methods of writing a popular
song is to take the ideas of some musician who has written something that the world values, and change it just
enough to make it seem something different and of course cheaper and commoner - and retain the vital spark that
made the original something.
Sometimes they don't change it enough, and get into trouble. It was not long ago that somebody took a
melody of Puccini's as something likely to make a popular song, and made one out of it. But he reckoned mainly in

- 394 -

thinking that he could get by the watchful American representative of the Ricordis, the Italian publishers of Puccini,
who at once descended on him in the courts and made him stop selling his popular song and also disgorge the
unlawful gains he had made with it.
There are many popular songs that show similar traces of their origin; but they are either sufficiently
disguised, or the legal guardians of the original are off their guard; or the original, the copyright having lapsed, has
no legal guardian.
It is a fact that many of the great music publishing firms are kept constantly on the alert to prevent such an
appropriation of their property, or the property of the composers whose works they publish. Puccini's publishers
themselves have had a dozen such cases since the one referred to, and are kept almost constantly at work and quite
constantly on the alert in regard to them.
Not long ago it was reported that Puccini had sold the "jazz rights" of "Tosca" to some jazz experts for a
price mentioned as 120,000 lire. Of course, it was not true - to begin with his publishers own the rights, and not he,
even the "jazz rights." It would hardly be conceivable that a serious musician, good business man though he be, with
great qualities, who has given an infinitude of pleasure by his music, should be willing to have the creations of his
brain distorted and vulgarized just for a handful of silver. No doubt he himself would stay away from the scene, but
that would hardly be a sufficient consolation.
But Mr. Puccini is not likely to be tempted by an offer to jazz either "Il Trarno," "Sour Angelica," or
"Gianni Schicchi." That is one advantage, apparently, of being "modern" and making so little appeal jazz-ward. And
it is difficult to conceive of even Richard Strauss selling "jazz rights" to any of his compositions, though he once
freely acknowledged to acquaintance in this country that he would do almost anything to make money. But he, too, is
protected from temptation even more completely by the nature of his compositions. It is difficult to conceive of
"jazzing" anything Strauss has written. In some ways he has forestalled the jazzsmiths.
But what, after all, are "jazz rights"? Is it possible to protect from jazzing by anything but moral suasion?
Of course it is perfectly possible to prevent the publication of jazzed versions. But publication is not necessary to the
experts. They are largely extemporaneous performers: a kind of "improvisators." One publisher has wearily
confessed that he might as well try to stop Niagara as to try to stop the playing of jazzed versions of his publications,
even those of the highest brow, or of the lowest brow. How can you legally prevent a man from playing a piece the
way his fancy or his interest dictates? You can do it only by being present at every performance, and you can do
nothing except by way of moral suasion, or shaming the devil. How fair either process will work on the unregenerate
may be considered doubtful by cynical and much harried publishers.
In France, where they have a Minister of State who looks after the interests of music and the other fine arts,
the matter has been brought to his attention. According to the latest number of El Temps to arrive in New York, the
Administrative Council of the society of Authors, composers and Publishers of Music has sent a circular to managers
of dance halls and other establishments where they "jazz" the classics into "shimmies" and "fox-trots." The Minister
has congratulated them on their protest and hopes that they will succeed in stopping the practice. Further than that,
apparently, the Government does not go. Buy La Temps and other influential journals have spoken strongly on the
side of the classics, and there is at least a public opinion set in motion.
What might be considered even worse than jazzing the classics in jazzing the "spirituals" of the American
Negroes. These are folksongs. They have no known authors, no copyright protection and no legal guardians. This,
too, has aroused considerable and very justified indignation. The National Association of Negro Musicians has put
itself on record as being opposed to such a use of the sacred melodies of its race. The Southern Workman, organ of
the Hampton Normal and Agricultural Institute, in a recent issue adds its emphatic endorsement to the protest, and
quotes the remarks of the New York Ago, an organ of the colored race, in which a protest was made especially
against the jazzing of the beautiful and pathetic song "Deep River."
This tune, it truly says, is one of the most powerfully pathetic of the many melodies which sprang from the
hearts of the ancestors of the present negro race in America, a melody which expresses intense belief in and hope for
future alleviation of present pain, sorrow and suffering.
"It grates on the finer impulses of those who have a reverent love and respect for race religious traditions,
when the modern dance orchestra, with its conglomerate mixture of dissonances, with a swing and lilt appealing only
to the lover of sensuous and debasing emotions, uses as a foundation for its utterances such a theme as that of "Deep
River."
One phase of the "Deep River" incident was apparently closed for the time being, when the original melody
was found to be not only more beautiful but more attractive than the "syncopated version" that had been made of it
by a negro musician for a vocal composition of his own, to be sung in a chain of amusement hollers.
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But that there are more outlets than this for the jazz enterprise is shown by certain negro composers as well
as others in taking songs of this character for their use, and the Age's rebuke to those who do it is just. There might
be an equally warm one administered to those who tamper with Chopin and other great masters in the same way.

DECEMBER 17 - NEW YORK TIMES
JAZZ! -To the Editor: Richard Aldrich in last Sunday's Times deplores the tendency of topical song writers
to "Jazz" the melodies of the masters. Mr. Aldrich should not despair, for 'twas ever thee. The dishing up of a melody
to please the taste of the day always has been, is, and always will be , done while a taste for things exists.
Dr. Hubert Parry shows how the old Hungarian folk-songs were thus changed and decorated by the Gypsy
fiddlers. Joseph Haydn and even Beethoven, to say nothing of Brahms and Liszt, used the methods of these same
Hungarian gypsies. Bach and Handel both took poplar melodies of their day and embodied them in their works in the
manner of their day.
When I was a student at the Royal Academy of Music in London in the 70's there were piano teachers who
had objected to Robert Schumann's music but a few years before.
Music is a living, growing art, constantly developing. These jazz people are just trying for new methods of
expression. Their doings are necessarily crude and often rather coarse, but so are the outer fringes of any other art. It
is the price of progress.
China tried to limit music in five tones (was it during the Ming dynasty) and we smile at the crudities of
Chinese music. Music cannot rise higher than its source, which is the popular taste of the day.
Far worse than jazz to me, is this mawkish sentimentality of these solo violinists. What a contrast to the
vitality and splendid spontaneity of Joseph Joachim and men of the day. Alfred Walker

DECEMBER 27 - NEW YORK TIMES
The demise of jazz music and a renaissance of good music were predicted by delegates asked to the
National Music Teachers Association today. 'Music' declared G. McCutchan, secretary of the association will give
the country the emotional stimulus formerly take by booze. A singing nation is a contented nation. Music will drown
out the insidious muttering of red agitators.'

DECEMBER 29 - NEW YORK TIMES BOOK REVIEW & MAGAZINE
PUTTING THE MUSIC INTO THE JAZZ by Helen B. Lowry - Jazz music is passé in the best Broadway
society. The whine of the saxophone - the raucous shout of "O Boy!" to instill a little pep into a flagging couple - the
barnyard clatter of the whistles will soon have gone the way of the original hour-glass figure of the queens of
burlesque and the wicked split sheath skirt that was producing its shocks and drawing its anti-vice sermons some
eight years back. But don't for an instant think that jazz has been reformed by earnest missionaries in the Broadway
mission field. Jazz music is passing because something better is happening. Something has happened from the inside
looking out, instead of from the outside looking in.
The new trick is that of orchestrating syncopation by the rules of harmony. And the prophet of the new cult
has been Paul Whiteman.
Have you chanced to be in an expensive dance place this season? One of those new "club" places where the
lure of the exotic is added to the old-time obvious reveries? Then you have noted the change in the music? Long, soft
passages occur, more dreamy than an old-time waltz-to be followed by throbbing moments of excitement when the
music has become a maddened rhapsody. Suddenly the flexible saxophone supplies a gay note of humor - but there is
no tossing of instruments in the air. Nobody calls "O Boy!""
Instead, color and contrast and rhythm are playing on the senses of the dancers by the perfectly good
scientific rules of music. Now enters in plaintively a theme from "Madame Butterfly." Strains from the Indian lyrics
of Cadman sway the emotions like a moonlit summer night. And through all of it the syncopated time stirs memories
of the tangos that have come out of Spain through the Argentine and hark back to the gypsies and the East entangled with dreams of veiled desert women, their strings of gold coins clinking. Echoes of phosphorescent jungle
nights are there, too. But the raw jungle emotions are clothed now in the glamour that distance lends. Jungle music is
undergoing a refining process under the fingers of sophisticated art.
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Jazz, "as she was spoke" in New York, played only on the primitive senses. This new dance music plays on
the esthetic senses as well as on the primitive. and for that reason it is more subtle, more insidious than the jungle
screeching of the saxophone two years back. At least so the reform-bent people will tell us. That is a matter of
opinion. The matter of fact is that the music played by the dance orchestra now is arranged and written as for a
symphony - each player must be a trained musician, who would probably be a member of a symphony orchestra, save
for that God-given trick of being a master of syncopation that has taken him out of the mere highbrow financial class
and into the $250 a week up class. Each player does the part allotted to him - and on more.
In the old jazz band the boy who wielded a wicked "sax" was improvising a solo. That band was made up of
half a dozen men doing separate solos to the same "tune" - while the man at the traps thumped out the time and hold
them together after a fashion. Usually this traps man was the genius of the crowed - with feet, hands, elbows, lips and
larynx called into play - a baby rattle of silver bells attached to his head - dropping a pair of sticks and picking up a
flywhisk in the interval between two eighth notes.
The fact remains that the jazz band as known in white man's land has produced discords, for the very good
reason that the ...Os were more apt than not not to hit it off together. Therefore jazz was offensive to the trained
musical ear. The new dance music does not produce discords, because it is constructed in accordance with the laws
of harmony. It might be called good music in slang - as O. Henry was good literature in slang.
Twenty years ago and dance music was as tidy and accurate and unslang as an article in the encyclopedia
Britannica - and just about as exciting and dance inspiring. A "piece" was published from a music publisher, ready to
wear, and was played as written. And maybe it was good enough for the waltzes and stilted two steps of the period,
over which as much sentimentality of the Older Generation has been squandered as on the fast-vanishing steely
ribbed corset.
It was just about twelve years ago that the ragtime began to make itself felt - that first inspiring influence on
staid American dance music - through the strains of the darky cakewalk. To rag a tune meant that you destroyed its
rhythm and substituted a two-four or a four-four time. You could rag any tune - from "Greenland's Icy Mountains" to
the "Lament" from "Pagliacci." Indeed, three-fourths of the popular songs of the last decade consist of a theme stolen
from the realms of good music and then "ragged" by a composer who usually played entirely by ear - as the records
of the copyright infringement suits will indicate. And yet the ragtime tune had life, where the dance music that
proceeded it lacked life.
Hum them over as you recall them - that first batch of rag tunes - "Camp Meeting Time," "Down in
Alabama," "Alexander's Rag-Time Band' a few years later - that the turkey trot should follow on them was as
inevitable as that Summer should follow on Spring. The cakewalk demanded that you raise your feet in the air.
"Everybody's Doing It Now" left your shoulders no choice but to be "tossed in the air." Somehow there was
something in that first bunch of rags and of turkey trots alike that kept the movement up and down.
Syncopation was still confined to its native haunts - to the demi-monde of New Orleans, to the tango of the
Argentine, to the enticing music of old Spain, with its haunting Moorish strain, and - why not be frank? - to Brahms
and to Wagner. Not yet had the American ragtime kings learned to let the accent fall on a beat other than the given
place for that accent - which, by the way, is about as near as untechnical language can come to saying what
syncopation is, just as untechnical language must be content to describe "The Blues" as "slurred syncopation."
But the present writer is merely the dance public. Instead of the musical public - so she can only describe
what syncopation does - instead of why it does it - what "those blues" do to your feet when they take them away from
your own control and into the control of the music - even as the turkey trot rhythm did things with your shoulders.
These "Blue Danube Blues" make you take a step - but before that step is quite finished begin to give an undertow.
There are cross currents in the music as well as the up and down currents of the old turkey trot or the cakewalk.
But we are getting ahead of the story - the dramatic story of getting those Dangerous Blues into society.
Remember that the Argentine tango had come and gone without leaving a trace of its peculiar quality of syncopated
time on American dancing or upon American dance music. Most of the tangos of our tango period, eight years ago,
had consisted of just "fancy steps" by partners who stood in the "tango position." Most of the music had consisted of
just a fancy brand of slow rag time.
And so, after all, it remained for the African jungle to furnish the native birthplace to our modern dance
music instead of the more respectable birthplaces we might have chosen for it. Syncopation can't laugh it off. Up the
Mississippi to back saloons of Chicago - across the deserts and mountains to the Barbary Coast, Jazz had gone first,
long years before there was more than a hint of syncopation in the negro dance orchestras that played for New
Orleans gay social world. And again more years passed before the first real "jazz band" migrated from New Orleans
and began creating its far-famed furor on Broadway. That was just five years ago - the date set by all our reformers
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as the year that marks the final disintegration of American morals - the fatal day when the jazz got in and began its
rapid spread to the furthermost hick town of our Country, 'Tis of Thee.
From that time on the highest compliment you could pay to the music at the party has been to mutter
admiringly. "That's a low-down band."
As to the morals that have resulted - well, I'll refer you to any of our warmer Sunday morning sermons, to
the "resolutions" of women's clubs and to the bills introduced into our State Legislatures. Jazz has become a state of
mind - the emblem of the insurgent Young Generation. As for what jazz did to the music of the country - ah, that is
something more specific - and, unlike sermons, resolutions and bills, a mater where facts can be brought in as
evidence instead of mere theories.
In brief, the white man's jazz has developed into copying the negro musician's technique without his special
gifts. Something born inside the players kept the negro jazz band from making discords. I happen to have been
reared in a Southern town where my yard stretched back to the side windows of a negro church. Summer Sunday
evening after Sunday evening I sat on a bench down by the back fence and listened to the volume of melodious song
from utterly untrained voices - gloriously peeling forth in some rhythmic old hymn like "Swing Low, Sweet Chariot."
Each Sunday morning I partook of the Caucasian quavering of the Presbyterian Church, reducing "Jerusalem the
Golden" to its final ignominy. So is there nothing born inside of a white jazz band to keep it from making musical
discords.
Nevertheless, jazz was the style - so all our busted musicians began to produce it. And no sadder sight have
I seen or heard than some staid settled old dance orchestra trying to "jazz it up" to suit the taste of that omnivorous
Young Generation. Jazz came to mean pop - well, then, yell "hot dog." Let the cornetist hang an old hat over the bell
of his instrument, the cellist rose up and sit down and rise again, the clarinet be tossed in the air and caught on the
head, as by a juggler. Full many a flagging orchestra has given similitude of musical pep by such a noble burst of
physical pep. No also has personality been a factor in putting across jazz music - and that is why say typical jazz
record on a phonograph is monotonous. You grow weary of dancing it before a ten-inch record is played out. The
personality and the humor of the leader and of the musicians are not there to conceal the poverty of the music. At
best the jazz orchestra had abandon and exuberant pep and rhythm. At worst the jazz orchestra had synthetic pep and
discords. And the thunder of sermons rent the land.
And so the great god Jazz spread over our fair land - until the very electric pianos bowed their allegiance.
Every dance hall in Harlem had its whining saxophone, and every telephone operator' in South Bend was doing the
shimmy.
Meanwhile, on the western coast of California something was happening. A young musician in the San
Francisco Symphony Orchestra, by name Paul Whiteman, was deciding that he wanted to get married, and that two
not only could not live as cheaply as one, but could not live at all on his symphony salary. It was dance music for
him or pass de marriage. Thus came a thoroughly trained musician into the world of jazz - into the realm of dance
orchestrations. His father had been the Supervisor of Music of the Denver schools for a lifetime. he himself was an
accomplished violinist - as well as conversant with other instruments.
By the spring of 1920 the entire coast of California was feeling the change in its jazz like the quiver of an
earthquake. California was shimmying without discords. In the Summer of 1920 the Whiteman orchestra cane East a Summer in Atlantic City, and then at last its debut into New York's night life, and the start of the train of
circumstances that seem destined to after the very strains of our "National Anthem."
For a year now the dance orchestras of New York have been modeling themselves on the Whiteman plan which means playing to music arranged for orchestration - which naturally means that better and better musicians are
becoming necessary. To give just an idea of how these arrangements are made - take any popular piece depending
for its appeal on one good melody, and after that mere repetition. If the author has more melodies than are needed for
one verse and the chorus, he saves his other ideas for another song - being usually a thrifty body. This one melody is
the same thing as the theme of classical music.
Now the Paul Whiteman idea is to take this melody and build in the gaps between its occurrence with
counter-melodies-instead of with improvising "fake stuff" and gymnastics. An introduction is usually given to the
piece that the first strains of the melody proper may be approached dramatically - while each time the melody is
reached throughout the number it is arrived at through an entirely different "counter-melody" - sometimes through
breathless moments of rhapsody - again through a plaintive love lament, or a theme from a Chopin mazurka may be
used as a counter-melody to give buoyancy to the spirits of the dancers.
There is no secret about the "method." It is not patented. Nor does Whiteman claim to be a composer. He
frankly says to other dance orchestra leaders. "You can do it, too, provided you are a trained musician instead of a
trickster."
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Moreover, the phonograph records of this new dance orchestra have been spreading the knowledge of the
new kind of jazz broadcast - until already one important result is manifest. A demand is coming into music
publishing houses for jazz compositions "arranged" for a four or five or a twelve man orchestra, until the publishing
houses are beginning to employ a musician to turn out these arrangements for the out-of-town trade, by perfectly
good Sears Roebuck methods. Countermelodies are now kept in stock. Nor is the ambition of the reformer of jazz yet
realized. The Metropolitan Museum of Art has taken industrial art under its left wing -then. "Why," he asks, "should
not some philanthropist endow a dance orchestra? No symphony orchestra could exist without an endowment - for a
commercial concern has to follow public taste instead of to lead it. Dance music is wrong if it creates nasty steps.
Then certainly it should be a matter of grave concern to the country that our dance music should not be wrong." Such
an endowed orchestra, he explains, could be given the leisure to spend on "research" on how to refine dance music.
(One somehow visualizes the laboratory scene, where the effect of a good "Blues" is being tried out on the couple
chosen to act as guinea pigs.)
Nor is this a task that good musicians should scorn to be concerned in, goes on Mr. Whiteman. All classical
music consists, in the final analysis, of the folk themes of peasants which have been built into sophisticated art. "Our
dance music, with the possible exception of MacDowell and Cadman, has thus far been America's one original
contribution to the music of the world. Our other music has been the direct result of European influences. And
Europe gives us credit for our one contribution."
Anyway, when the Marshal Foch commission was in New York one of the be-decorated Generals slipped
away from the formal dinner to hear the one sound that he had yearned to hear in our so-marvelous country - the
strains of Paul Whiteman's syncopated orchestra of which he possessed the phonograph records.

DECEMBER - METRONOME
RIESENFELD AS THE LATEST DEFENDER OF JAZZ - Hugo Riesenfeld who has done so much to raise
the standards of good music through the agency of his moving picture houses, has recently given considerable
attention to the question of jazz music and has introduced some of this popular styled music, excellently prepared
and carefully scored in a number of his Rialto Theatre programs with considerable success. Asked as to his opinion
of this much discussed form of music, Mr. Riesenfeld remarked that "jazz is making remarkable progress and will
find its way into the concert hall shortly, if it follows the precedent set by other forms of musical composition."
In further explanation of some of his opinions in connection with this subject, Mr. Riesenfeld said in part:
"Jazz is merely a colloquial expression and may pass, but the music form will probably remain, developing,
from a dance into a concert composition. Our most dignified music molds began as dances, and musicians have
learned that the source is never a stigma upon a style of composition. Our great symphonies are exemplifications of
how beautiful a dance or a series of dances can be developed.
"The history of music shows the progression of several crude dances into more elaborate and musical forms
and their final acceptance. Some of the finest music, like the saraband, originated in a dance form which was bitterly
denounced and even banned by royal edict. The waltz became the center of controversy when it first reached
England. The bagotte was called the invention of the devil when it was in its first popular form. It is the fate of most
music forms - and the same is true of any new movement in art - that it is first fought against, gradually develops,
interests musicians and finally becomes an acceptable matrix for composition.
"The saraband's history is typical. There is doubt whether it originated in Spain or came from the Orient
about the beginning of the sixteenth century. It became a popular form of entertainment in Spain, but aroused
antagonism. Mariana wrote of the saraband at that time as 'a dance and song, so lascivious in its words, so ugly in its
movements that it inflames even very modest people.' He called it one of the disgraces of the nation, while others
branded it as an invention of Satan himself. Cervantes and Bvuevara attacked the dance. Lopez de Vega defended it
and Philip II suppressed it for a time. It Was revived in purer form later and Richelieu introduced it at the French
Court in 1588, dancing it in a ballet before Anne of Austria.
"In England the saraband was transformed into a country dance and was introduced as one of the
movements of the suite, and later great composers like Handel used the saraband in some of their noblest writings.
"A little more than a century ago the waltz came under a social ban in England, Lord Byron writing a bitter
attack on it in 1818. The waltz, the delight of our grandparents, was called 'a disgusting practice,' 'devoid of grace'
and 'improper' a century ago. When Johann Strauss developed the waltz into the delightful compositions which were
to make him famous it was the jazz of his day. The Strauss waltzes became the rage of Europe and people flocked
everywhere to hear them. They won their way into concert programs and Johannes Brahms expressed regret that he
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was not the composer of 'The Blue Danube.' Brahms sent a photograph to Strauss, inscribing it with a few bars of
'The Blue Danube' and the sentiment. 'Unfortunately, not written by me.' "

DECEMBER - METRONOME
IN DEFENSE OF THE SAXOPHONE. Edwin Franko Goldman, the well-known bandmaster of the
Goldman Band was interviewed some time ago by a representative of The Christian Science Monitor on the subject
of the saxophone. In the course of the conversation, Mr. Goldman commented in part as follows; "Speaking from the
dual stand-point of conductor and composer, I believe that the saxophone, the most maligned of instruments, due to
its use as an instrument of 'jazz,' will eventually come to have an honored place not only in the military band, but
also in the symphony orchestra. Inasmuch as composers like Bizet, Strauss, and Grainger have given to the
saxophone a place in their orchestral scores, there can be no question of its suitability to great uses."
Mr. Goldman, giving his thoughts a historic turn, recalled that the saxophone family of instruments
originated in Paris in the middle of the nineteenth century, and that Hector Berlioz immediately recognized its value
and became its advocate. He noted that Bizet has assigned to the saxophone a part of individuality and distinction in
his first "L'Arlesienne" suite for orchestra. Turning his attention to today, he mentioned Percy Grainger as an ardent
admirer of the saxophone and as an excellent player upon it. He referred to Grainger's children's march, "Over the
Hills and Far Away," as containing important parts for soprano, alto, tenor and bass saxophone. This work, scored
for the unusual combination of military band and piano, was first given, he noted, by the Goldman Band at the
concerts on Columbia University Green, in the summer of 1919.
"Some band arrangers," Mr. Goldman continued, "are prone to countenance clarinets as the equivalent of
saxophones. But every instrument has its individual place and deserves treatment accordingly. The clarinet, then,
should not be substituted for the saxophone, particularly in large bands, if the composer has scored a saxophone.
Taking up the "jazz" side of the subject, "Musicians," said he, "are resenting the tendency of the 'jazz'
people to traduce the saxophone. Numerous performers in the syncopated portamento style of noises are lacking in
correct musical schooling. These players merely take up the saxophone to 'noodle' up and down its keys for the
purpose of uttering horrific grunts, moans and exaggerated so-called imitative laughter. Of course that is not
saxophone playing; it is downright saxophone abuse, tending to debase it in public thought. The main intent of many
'jazz' buzzers is to pander to a so-called popular taste. Such manipulators are apt to have imperfect embouchures, and
they will, as a rule, persist in forcing the tone to a point that throws the instrument out of tune.
"But, in spite of the misrepresentation it has suffered during and since the World War at the bands of certain
cheap commercial opportunists, and despite the persistent German opposition maintained toward it - likely enough
because it is a French invention - it is my conviction that the day of artistic triumph for the saxophone is not far
distant.
"Richard Strauss separated himself from the Tentonic attitude by employing a quartet of saxophones in his
'Symphonia Domestica,' the score demanding them without indicating substitution of other instruments. Strauss'
directions are quoted as being that the orchestra must be enlarged to 108 instruments, among them four saxophones.
He calls for the soprano in C, alto in f, baritone in F and bass in C in the symphony.
"I should like to say in conclusion that heretofore I have used only two saxophones in my band - alto and
tenor; but I intend next season to install a quartet, realizing the richer color blending and the more varied shading it
will furnish."

1922 - MUSICAL QUARTERLY
Arthur Honegger, by implication or elimination, is regarded as the most talented of the quondam "six." He
is writing a good deal; ore, in fact, than one can keep track of. He is not intoxicated with the fumes of cacophony
unrelieved. Perhaps that has earned him the reputation of the greater gift. If he is the genius we want him to be, let us
all pray that he may soon overcome his shyness and use his learning the attempt of more daring feats. His "Pastorale
d'ete" (1921) for orchestra is lovely music, even too lovely in absorbed or inherited euphony. Such careful walking,
such deliberate stepping is there in this atmospheric, lusciously tepid pastorale. Our old friend the basso ostinato
(where would our radicals, liberals and conservatives be without it!), the patient organ-point, the sour-sweet
progressions of fifths and fourths, a little counterpoint (for the looks of it rather than for the sound), and the
irrepressible "theme populaire" - all are there, so many superstitions, so many stones on which to set a feeble foot.
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At any rate, M. Darius Milhaud with his "Caramel mou, Shimmy pour Jazz-band (clarinette, trombone,
trompette, jazz, chant ou saxophone ou violon a defaut, et piano)," is out for something new and vital, for folk-music
in the making, not for museum pieces and ancient parlor tricks. A young Italian, Ezio Carabella, marks his "La morte
profumata" for piano "Quasi fox-trot," Felix Petyrek's piano trio contains a "Rondo di Fox-trot." Mr. Casella has
included a fox-trot movement in a string quartet, if I am not mistaken. I only know the first two of these four pieces
in modo Americano, and I must confess that they do not throw me into ecstasies. But it is good to see Jazz
recognized in Europe as something more than the barbarism committed in its name, while we who should be proud
of having originated it, let misanthropic joy-killers spoil our party. "O Freunde, nicht diese Tone" - I am heartily in
favor of abolishing the racket and din of the infuriated trap-man, the silly wriggling of neurotic simps. But save and
cherish Jazz for what is best in it. I had a strenuous time defending good Jazz before the National Conference of
Music supervisors in Nashville, last March. What opprobrium was not heaped on me for my audacity by indignant
upholders of Puritanic sanctimony. Yet I know better. I smoothed the wrinkles on some of the prettiest foreheads in
the assembly, banished the fear of hell from out some of the best and gentlest hearts that I could almost hear beating
with glad excitement as I followed my anathema of lewd and noisy revels with an impassioned, forensic plea for
good Jazz. Go and hear the Victor record of "When Buddah Smiles," and tell me where in the world to-day better
dance music is written than right here in America. No official veto will keep the world from dancing. There have
been edicts against terpsichorean indulgence at all times, in all places. Nor was the cause for them always so just as
that which melomaniac King David would have offered.

1923
JAN. AMERICAN ORGANIST
JAZZ - AND THE ORGANIST-It is queer the number of Organists who say, "I can't play Jazz, because I
don't like it;" or from the more egotistical ones, "Of course, I can play Jazz, but I don't like it." Do you suppose it
might be meager right if some would say, "I don't like Jazz because I can't play it"? There is something lacking
musically in the theater organist who does not like to play a good rhythmical fox-trot or snappy one-step. Generally
the difficulty lies in the fact that the average organist who comes from church work to the theater naturally can't be
expected to have a good swing to his rag-time right at the start, because the instrument up to the time of his debut in
the theater, has been a "sacred" instrument, and he cannot connect it with jazz playing. But he should remember that
it really isn't desecrating the organ to rag on it, nor does it detract from its standing as a church instrument, it merely
widens its scope of expression, and increases its possibilities as an instrument. It is necessary for the organist to
change his ideas about the organ. For the organist who takes a theater position should acquire the technic of motion
picture accompaniment. Part of this is the playing of dance scenes of various types, as in the picture. "The
Impossible Mrs. Bellew", the dancing in the casino and on the beach; also Mae Murray in "On With the Dance",
which called for numerous dance pieces where anything else would have been out of place. Therefore, we should not
consider it beneath our dignity to play these scenes, as it is part of our position. We should realize that the fox-trot
and one-step are the dance forms of the present day. It isn't a question of accepting them. they have been accepted,
and we have to play them. So we should strive for perfection in that style as we do in other branches of organ
playing. A fact that must be realized by the beginner in rag-time, is the necessity for left-foot pedaling alone, which
is indispensable. Keeping in touch with new popular pieces is a great asset. It keeps you abreast of the times and
shows interest in the work. Current Victrola records afford opportunity to obtain many useful ideas in registering and
arranging these numbers. Don't think I'm rooting for the jazz pianist, who suddenly decides he could make more
money playing the organ, and after a lesson or two thinks he knows it all. For such work lowers the standard of organ
playing. What is necessary is for the legitimate organist to become proficient in jazz playing in order to fulfill his
duties as theater organist. So, fellow organists, let's work up our fox-trots and one-steps, as we did or do our church
music and see if we won't say, "It's a pleasure to play Jazz."

JAN.- METRONOME - 1923
DRAWING A LINE FOR JAZZ - Under this title Richard Aldrich recently contributed an article in the
New York Times which attracted considerable attention. Among other things he referred to the question of the
adaptation of classical music for jazz purposes, which seems to have aroused a "veritable scandal" in Paris, as
follows: "In France, where they have a Minister of State who looks after the interests of music and the other fine arts,
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the matter has been brought to his attention. According to the latest number of Le Temps to arrive in New York, the
Administrative Council of the Society of authors, composers and Publishers of Music has sent a circular to managers
of dance halls and other establishments where they 'jazz' the classics into 'shimmies' and 'fox trots.' The Minister has
congratulated them on their protest and hopes that they will succeed in stopping the practice. Further than that,
apparently, the Government does not go. By Le Temps and other influential journals have spoken strongly on the
side of the classics, and there is at least a public opinion set in motion." It seems that this above-mentioned circular,
urged the French orchestras to cease playing such arrangements and that the appeal had been very favorably received
by them. On the other hand the colored jazz bands did not take notice of the request, not from any intentional
purpose but, as we are told, for the very reason that they could hardly be able to recognize a number such as the
"Moonlight" sonata if, by chance, they should hear it played properly. According to the opinion of a Mr. Harry
Pilcer, prominently mentioned in the report from Paris, the present steps to jazz music will not continue in popularity
much longer. He foresees a return to the waltz, discusses the possibilities of our dances taking up the polka again
with slightly more complicated steps, and even hints at a modernized minuet. But all this, as he says "without
justifying the spoiling of music which was not intended for dancing."

JAN. - PLAYGROUND
TO WAR ON JAZZ WITH BETTER SONGS - A counter-revolution against the influence of the cheaper
popular songs was started by the recent Recreation Congress in Atlantic City in the form of an appeal to the poets
and composers of our country to devote themselves to creating better songs of the people. The keynote of the above
call was sounded in a resolution setting up the machinery for starting such a campaign, as follows: "Whereas the
National Recreation Congress recognizes the influence of song in the lives of the people and whereas it believes that
it is desirable to give a greater stimulus to the creation of a song literature embodying the finer ideals of American
life, be it resolved that an appeal be made to the poets and composers of America to the end that they create more
songs of the people. Music appointed by the Congress is constituted as follows: Chairman, Professor Peter W.
Dykema, University of Wisconsin; C. M. Tremaine, Director of the National Bureau for the Advancement of Music;
Sigmund Spaeth, formerly music critic of the New York Evening. Moreover, the National Recreation Congress
recommends that a committee be appointed which shall devote itself to the accomplishment of this purpose."
The Committee on Folk Music appointed by the Congress is constituted as follows: Chairman, Professor
Peter W Dykema, University of Wisconsin; C. M. Tremaine, Director of the National Bureau for the Advancement
of music; Sigmund Spaeth, formerly music critic of the New York Evening Mail; Mrs. Frederick W. Abbott,
managing director of the Philadelphia Music League; Secretary, Kenneth S. Clark of the Bureau of Community
Music of Community Service, 315 Fourth Avenue, New York City.
This action had its inception at a meeting of the music section of the Congress at which S. A. Mathiasen, a
Community Service worker who spent the past year in study in Denmark, told of the folk movement in that country
in which the poets and composers have given themselves to creating simple, melodic songs of the people. The
application of this experience to the present condition of the people's music in America was so evident to the meeting
that the above resolution was the result.
In making its plea to American poets and composers the committee appeals both to their love of country and
to their aspiration to enrich the song literature of the nation. The committee trusts that these creative artists will give
themselves to this peace-time cause with the same devotion that was shown in war-time, when, for instance, one
famous American composer said: "If I could write one song that the men would sing in the trenches I would feel that
I had done the greatest thing in my life." The committee, therefore, offers no prize as a spur to the creating of these
songs. While the authors are to have freedom to arrange for the publishing of the songs as they see fit, the committee
will gladly assist them in this matter. It hopes that the songs will be accepted by all types of publishers in order that
they may have the advantage of the most progressive exploitation-not only that practiced by the publishers of the
high-grade songs but also by the publishers of the high-grade songs but also by the publishers of the popular songs of
the day.
Most of all, the committee dedicates itself to seeing that the songs deemed suitable be given a widespread
hearing such as may bring to them as universal a popularity as they created for the Broadway song hits. The
diversified interests already pledged to this new movement are indicated by the fact that the meeting which brought it
forth was representative of the following groups: settlement houses, civic music leagues, the National Federation of

- 402 -

Music clubs, the music publishers, music merchants, talking machine manufacturers, Chautauqua bureaus and
community organizations. It is expected that all such agencies will lend their aid to the campaign.
Musical conditions which made this campaign necessary were sketched at the Recreation Congress by
Professor Dike as follows: "As to the songs which are being sung generally by our people today, we are living on an
unbalanced ration. There is a keen appetite for more songs of permanent value. What better proof of this fact could
one ask than the haste with which the public turns quickly from one bad popular song to another in unconscious
search for the songs which will lastingly satisfy its musical hunger? The term, popular song, as commonly used
signifies not quality but newness. Theodore Thomas said, 'Popular music is familiar music.' As a matter of fact, no
popular song of recent years has had a more wide and sustained popularity than America, the Beautiful by Katherine
Lee Bates. The test of a song's permanent value is that it shall awaken a sincere response in its hearers. Such popular
songs as have not met this test are forgotten; those that were worthy in that sense still live richly in the hearts of the
people. What we want is more of them.
"We realize that we cannot say to the poets and composers of America, 'Sit down and write a folk song.'
However, if our composers, including those who have written the best of the popular songs, will set before
themselves the purpose of writing songs which will be popular not only today but ten years from now, the result may
be a new folk song literature for America. "These compositions need not be patriotic songs; they may express other
aspirations of our people. Nor need they be 'high-brow' songs. They must first of all be simple and melodious-songs
that the people will love to sing. Besides the patriotic airs let us have songs that express other fine ideals of America
life and not merely its loftier moments. Let us have songs in lighter vein-songs of humor, sport, home, love and
fellowship. "This campaign is aimed at both actor and audience, composer and public. We want to lead poets and
composers to produce more beautiful songs and the public to appreciate them."

JAN. - MELODY
FRANK WESTPHAL, CHICAGO EXPONENT OF JAZZ - Writer of Popular Music Maintains that
Variety and Punch Essential to Successful Presentation of Syncopated Music by A. C. E. Schonemann - If jazz music
has done nothing more than to be the fore-runner and impetus that has ushered in syncopated music, it has more than
justified its existence if one is to accept the opinion of Frank Westphal, who draws his conclusions from fifteen years'
experience in orchestra work, during which time he has been writing popular music, producing phonograph records
and playing practically every form of engagement known to the profession.
"Jazz music has had its day. Today it is a nonentity in the popular field and the music that many people
regard as jazz is in reality syncopation of the highest form," said Westphal in a recent interview. "Jazz was born in
the Southland, and when it came North it was served up with piano and drums. Later came the saxophone and other
instruments, including the cornet, trombone, banjo and big basses. With this growth came the special arrangements,
and then the finest forms of syncopation. Today, the man who is skilled in the art of writing and bringing out most
effectively the various instruments is usually the most successful in entertaining the public.
"Syncopation is typical of the American people. It represents their thoughts and sentiments, and it has the
dash and pep that is expressive and so characteristic of our people. The average American loves variety, and whether
he visits a vaudeville house or a cabaret he insists upon diversity of music, in dancing, in the numbers on the
program and in fact in all entertainment. In so far as this applies to the popular dance orchestra it has necessitated the
writing of original arrangements and the use of new and striking ideas in these arrangements."
Mr. Westphal contends that the secret of success in playing syncopation lies in the use of unusual scores, in
the introduction of novel effects and the featuring of one or more instruments in such a manner as to produce
eccentric harmonies, quick breaks and strange counter melodies. The most successful exponents of syncopation
today, he says, are the men who can take the themes of popular numbers and reconstruct them, injecting unique ideas
and making them palatable to suit public taste.
"Men who are expert in arranging are in demand if they can supply the ideas," said Mr. Westphal.
"Syncopation is not made up of freakish effects and trick playing, and the scores that are being used today call for
men who can play entirely from manuscript and who are artists in every respect. The modern dance orchestra has
drawn many men from the ranks of symphony orchestras because the opportunities are greater and the financial
return is far in excess of that enjoyed by most symphony men. Another factor is that symphony men with their
training are more competent to handle the manuscripts that are so often written out hurriedly and set upon the stands
at the last minute.
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"The strange effects and uncanny tricks that have been used by some of the old jazz orchestras are for the
most part a memory. They have been revamped until the supply has been exhausted, and many leaders are now
striving for musical coloring and shadings rather than the use of extreme musical effects. The music that pleases
today is popular because of its strange harmonies, and greater than this fact is the manner in which the orchestra
presents the number.
"Playing for the American public today and putting over popular numbers is largely a matter of
interpretation. In the old days we accepted orchestrations and played them. Now we make our own orchestrations.
Individual features are injected into every number, and the success of the selection depends on the man who prepares
the score. To successfully prepare the various orchestral parts one must not only know music but know just what
appeals to the public."
In writing popular music Mr. Westphal believes that results invariably follow concentration upon a given
theme. He attributes his success in song writing to persistent application when working out a number, and he does
not follow any system or method. Success, he says, in writing often comes after many months of work, and in some
cases with only a few minutes study at the piano, a noteworthy example of the latter being Mr. Westphal's "Those
Longing for You Blues" which was written in fifteen minutes. This number, according to Mr. Westphal, was written
"to break the monotony of playing over a few numbers that were the most popular hits of the day." A lead sheet was
written, and after the number had been played for a Chicago publisher it was turned over to a lyric writer and the
result was "Those Longing for you Blues."
"Writing popular songs is largely a question of one man developing an idea, or two men, collaborating, one
producing the lyric and the other the music," continued Mr. Westphal, discussing the question of song writing. Very
often a striking idea is incorporated into music and ere it is turned out for general public sale it is destined to be a hit.
"Some popular numbers go big from the date of publication, and immediately they are accepted as hits.
Others are featured for months before the public accepts them. There is an uncertainly about the future of a song that
one cannot explain because the decision rests with the public.
The use of standard operatic numbers and compositions of the masters in special arrangements for dance
work is done largely for "show purposes," according to Mr. Westphal. He pointed out that such arrangements
invariably proved popular with the public, despite the fact that many people regarded the use of this music in the
modern dance hall as sacrilegious.
When asked to name the king of the instruments used in the modern syncopated orchestra Mr. Westphal
stated that for variety of effects the cornet usually held first place, but he pointed out that in special arrangements any
one instrument in the orchestra might be featured to the exclusion of all others. Modern arranging, and especially as
it applies to the dance orchestra of today, will enable the composer to build up an accompaniment around a cornet,
trombone, saxophone, piano or banjo, or even a combination of instruments.
"The brass bass has supplanted the string bass because it is capable of giving a sustained tone," said Mr.
Westphal. "The saxophone in many cases has taken the place of the violins because leaders believe they can obtain
greater volume of tone from the former. The difficulty of recording the violin for the phonograph has also
strengthened the position of the saxophone in the modern orchestra."
Mr. Wistful has two ideals, one being the establishment of a school where he can teach men and women to
play syncopated music, the other is the organization and development of a syncopated orchestra with a personnel of
between thirty and forty men. He believes that time will bring the big popular dance orchestra managers of dance
halls, cabarets and places of amusement cannot see the wisdom of the big orchestra has postponed the use of the
large combinations but eventually, he says, the big combinations will be used.
"The need for a school where men and women can be taught how to play syncopated music-the type of
music that appeals to the American people-is apparent," he said. "It will enable many who aspire to do orchestral
work to realize their ambitions; it will serve as a feeder for the big jazz orchestras that have prestige and name, and it
should draw from the small towns and cities talent that can be developed.
"Many of the men who are taking up music today are intent upon becoming identified with the orchestras
that are playing higher forms of syncopation. to attain this ambition these men should know that only hard work will
enable them to reach the coveted goal. Many men who have devoted the greater part of their lives to music are now
enjoying the fruition that comes from constant application and hard work.
"Hickman, Whiteman and many others have given us a form of music that is truly expressive of our people.
They have added dignity to the popular orchestra game, and have given a certain prestige and standing to the men
who are engaged in this work. In the old days the orchestra was hired and fired at will, the musicians were regarded
on a par with other necessary help. Today the men in the orchestra must measure up to a high standard, not only as
gentlemen but as musicians. They must be artists in their line, and the public is beginning to realize this fact."
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"Syncopated music is yet in its infancy and it is difficult to tell just how it will develop. It is, however,
American through and through, and this is due to the fact that it possesses what we Americans call a 'wallop' from the
minute the first note is struck until the cymbals strike out the final crash of the last bar."

JAN. 4 - MUSICAL LEADER
"NOTHING GREAT CAN AFFORD SHACKLES-IN YOUTH THERE IS HOPE"-"JAZZ-BAND THE
GREAT MUSICAL INFLUENCE IN FRANCE," SAYS MILHAUD - Darius Milhaud, recognized as one of the
most ardent workers in the cause of freeing art from shackles, is in America. Gracious in manner, calm and gentle in
appearance, entirely unostentatious in everything he says or does, this brilliant Frenchman, leader of the "Groupe des
six," has much to convey to those interested in the trend of music. One naturally says "music" because to this phase
of life he devotes himself, but much that he said and infinitely more that he has to say is quite as significant in
literature, or indeed in any of the arts. Thirty years of age, and looking younger, Milhaud feels himself and his five
companions "old in the service." "Youth is the watchword of progress. We must look to the younger talents not only
to keep up what has gone before, but to raise the art to a higher state of development. There will always be
originality and this in itself is a beacon light, but he who would be creative must work without shackles. Can you
imagine," he said smilingly, "what we have suffered from press and public? One pays dearly for the privilege of
being oneself. We are always held to account for what the masters would have done when we may feel that the
masters have done their work marvelously and we might feel that these works must always be preserved, but there is
no reason why the men who think and write today should only repeat what has been said by masters for over two
centuries. It is impossible to put originalities into those forms, even if one has no idea of being original for the sake
of being original. We merely wish to have freedom in self-expression, to be ourselves, to write ourselves down and
not try to write ourselves into what has already been said, and not try to appropriate those things which are complete
in themselves."

Milhaud is devoted to Eric Satie of whom he spoke in glowing terms. He drew from a well ordered working
table a book of sketches of the French composer and seating himself at the piano he played oh, so delightfully! A
touch like velvet and a power of extricating themes as one might pick out one perfect stone after the other from a
collection of pearls and diamonds! "Satie is a great man," he said. "He has touched three generations of music in
France and he is today, at the age of fifty-six, as keenly alive to the watchword that spells advance as he was when
first he absorbed Cesar Franck and Camille Saint-Saens, passing from their period to that of Debussy Rave, Dukas
and their colleagues, thence to the "Groupe des Six," and I was truly thrilled at the remark he made to me when I
bade him au revoir. He said that he was on his way to give a lecture at the Sorbonne where the class consisted of
young people from the ages of fifteen to twenty. This tremendous breadth, this sympathy with and feeling for youth
one sees in every measure of his own music." Milhaud indicated the date of the works he had just played. It was
1887, and it was quite as fresh as though he-Satie-had been the latest product of his country.
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"It is a strange thing to say, but I feel truly that our group is already old. Not that I am ready to stop writing,
not that I think I have said all that I am to say, but I can already see that the younger composers are ready to 'carry
on,' and they will have something new and fresh."
Milhaud was quite as well informed upon conditions in other countries and spoke with equal conviction and
understanding of the young Viennese school, for which he has great admiration. He believes heartily in racial traits in
art. "It is quite ridiculous to say that art has no country. It certainly has a country, and each country has its art. One
person has black eyes and another has blue; one is blond, the other is dark and that belongs to all countries, but what
is behind those eyes is another matter. That consciousness whites born of inherited emotions, tendencies, and history,
is the spark which flames into racial characteristics. I find the young Viennese writers completely Austrian, not
German in the least. Schoenberg is the logical outcome of Mozart and of Schubert and out of Schoenberg has grown
what is now coming from Vienna as exemplified by the works of Anton von Webern, Alban Berg, Egon Kellesch
and others of that band, new, fresh, daring and worthy of respect."
Then came the natural question about how could America avoid the influence of the countries of the old
world inasmuch as we were all descended from European forbears Milhaud answered this in a most unexpected
manner, saying, "The influence lies much deeper than the blood of the older countries. It is that thing which is of the
soil and which even now is so powerful that it has crossed the sea and pervaded the whole of France. That is you
'Jazz-Band.' France was tired of that filmy, indefinite atmospheric, melting thing. It was ready for something with the
strong pulse of the present day. The jazz band came. It struck us in the face like a cold fresh stream of something we
needed to freshen up life. Oh, be sure, the jazz band is doing mighty work. Certainly I do not mean that its banality,
its vulgarity must come with it- Chopin has shown what could be done with a simple waltz, a polonaise, a mazurka.
Also remember what Schubert did with the waltz and what others have done with the polka. See what Debussy did
with the 'Cake Walk'; in fact, there are so many examples that I do not even have to go back to the day that Dvorak
came to America to find the negro themes for his "New World,' and what your American 'Rag-time' has done is also
history."
The writer contended that Europe might use the jazz band influence but that if Americans did it, they would
call down upon their heads no end of abuse of press and public. "He is not fit for this life." answered the composer
calmly, "who can not stand abuse and go along his way. Nothing great can afford shackles the shackles of public
opinion, the fear of the press fear of oneself, flight! Freedom! Life! Light-that is the creed of Art."
Once more reverting to the influence of the composers of one period upon the next, Milhaud offered most
original idea in stating that Debussy had exerted little influence, but that Rameau, the fountain-head which logically
produced Debussy, had influenced others who traveled along somewhat the same lines. "Debussy could not be
imitated." he said, "because Debussy was perfection in his form and would not even imitate of repeat himself. It is a
mistake to suppose that the 'Six' was under this influence, for its day was already run."
Asked as to his mission in America-whether he came as conductor, pianist or composer, he said mirthfully:
"I might say that I am a maid-of-all-work. I shall play a little, conduct a little, and give some lectures at Vassar,
Princeton, Harvard and in a few other places. I am not in the class of virtuosi but I like to play my own works and
those of the 'Six.' My subjects for 'conference' will include the evolution of art in France and Vienna where
Schoenberg towers formidably-powerfully. Then there is Stravinsky. but there was no more time and one might only
hope that there might be "more anon." E. F. B.

JAN. 18 - MUSIC COURIER
JAZZ by Reinald Werrenrath - Maybe some day jazz will be music, but it certainly is not now, and I doubt
if it ever will be, otherwise it would have survived, or I should say come down the ages from the original source
among the old kamchadalic, Tahitian, and Abyssinian tribes. The present day jazz is not music or real melody. It is
merely rhythm and accent, which are all very well in their place and are an important requisite even to our best
classical music. But the outstanding argument against jazz, as against anything else, is that it has not lived, and
though an attempted revival has taken place in various forms at repeated times, it has died as quick a death as the
peculiar spurt of popularity it has enjoyed. History has proven that the measure of the greatness of a work or works is
judged not only by the breadth of its appeal, but by the length and strength of its life. Judging from a broad viewpoint
jazz is not art. Art, after all, is for the people as a whole, not only for the select few or for a certain strata. Jazz
appeals only to a limited number-most particularly to the dancer, the cabaret lover. Classical music has an unlimited
appeal. It is not only for the music student, the music lover, but for the universe. Music is fundamentally melody.
Perhaps Milton knew a few things when he said that "Melody is the hidden soul of harmony," for it is that which
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conveys the meaning of music's golden tongue. Gather statistics on the subject of contrast and comparison of jazz
and classical music-for figures cannot lie. Go to opera house, concert halls, outdoor band concerts or any other
outdoor musical performance, to country, festivals, to private or public musical performances, and also to the two
most vital and forceful interests back of music today, the women's clubs and recording, mechanical contrivances.
What do you find a preponderance of? Melody and classical music, certainly not jazz.
The most popular operas are not those that excel in rhythm or modern dissonances, they are the old
melodious ones. We have a preponderance of Verdi, Puccini, Gounod, Wagner and Bizet. They are the roast beef of
all the repertories while the more pretentious novelties are merely the caviar, to be understood and appreciated only
by the few. These operas and the simple melodious tunes of folk music, as well as the fine old English ballads are
what the greatest number of people really want. Does any one ever play a jazz record over and over again to calm
their tired nerves in front of a grate fire at night? I have never found any one who did or could. There is no beauty,
poetry, education, enlightenment, inspiration, constructiveness or musical permanency in jazz. How, them, can it be
an art or even a component part of art?
I do not want to moralize against jazz, that is such an easy way to evade the issue. I do not really think it is
used for immoral purposes, except possibly in such places where immorality would find some form of expression any
way, and merely resort to jazz as an aid and an abatement. I just do not think jazz means anything, judging by what I
see and hear, as well as what I feel. whenever I dine out in hotels and restaurants before or after the theater, my
friends all say, "For goodness sake don't go where there's jazz, I just couldn't stand the noise." I asked a big orchestra
conductor the other day at a hotel why he played so little jazz: Much to my surprise he said that he found the people
wanted it less and less, and that he only put in an occasional jazz number with a preponderance of the more
melodious and better class music. "In fact," he said, "it isn't jazz any more that we play. That's nearly out. The
saxophone and real jazzy stuff still goes now and then on the vaudeville stage, but even in vaudeville they want the
real stuff." He certainly is right, for I find that many of my musical confreres as well as myself have had attractive
offers to go into vaudeville to do what they call "straight stuff." I would like to do it, too, some day, just to prove that
the masses as well as the classes want, love, and appreciate, good music. There isn't a living being who does not love
beauty, and I leave it to any one from newsboy to a king to find beauty in jazz.

JANUARY - METRONOME
SONGS AND DANCES OF THE SOUTHLAND By Nellie Flamm.
Oh, Jean Ba'tees, pourquois, Oh, Jean Ba'tees, pourquois, Oh, Jean Ba'tes.
Pourquois you grease my leetle dog's feet wit' ta-a-ah!
The song came ahead of the singers, trolled in lusty Gallic voices, around the bend in the Barataria Canal,
and, softened y the sounding board of willow-arched waters, until it struck my ears as a sort of introductory note to
the Great marsh. But to Captain Barrow, at the wheel of the long, slim Brer Rabbit, it meant merely a turning to the
right, over close to the edge of the smooth canal, so that the wash of the speedboat's propellers might not roll the
coming songsters against the bank. Slowing down we made the turn, with another turn ahead made visible by a
cypress log rising from the inshore current, but the singers were still around this further bend, and as we crept down
upon them, until they hove in sight, still worrying the absent Jean Baptiste with typical question as to why he applied
the tar to the feet of the "little dog."
There were four of them, one at the wheel of a low, wide lugger hull, in which one of those snorting oil
engines currently known as "mules" had been installed, and the other three gathered on the short bow deck. The three
were the singers, and as they passed us they broke into another song, not a chantey but a very old song of the furthest
South of the United States, in which the man at the wheel joined fitfully, timing his vocal contributions to the bends
in the canal and the rollers Brer Rabbit had been setting up against the banks. The song they sang as they waved to us
in passing was a very old Creole chanson, apparently aimed in ridicule at some mulatto girl who attempted to pass
herself off as white. It was sung in Louisiana nearly, if not quite, 200 years ago, and it goes:
"Ah! Touconton! Mo connin toi; To semble Morico;
Y'a pas savon qui assez blane pour laver to la peau!"
Old-Time Favorites Still Sung
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Quite probably Louis Philippe heard this song, along with a hundred others as old, in the once-famous
residence of Bernard Marigny de Mandeville of La Nouvelle Orleans. But here it was, coming down the canal, in the
Spring of 1921, broken now and again by the staccato barks of the engine in the boat of the singers, when it should
have been timed to the thrusts of the boatman's pole as he walked from how to stern of his flat nosed bateau.
To Captain Barrow it meant something else. "The shrimp have come in," he said
And sure enough, as the lugger passed us, we looked into a pile of spun silver in her cargo box, a ton or
more of shrimp, fresh from Barataria Bay, at once the cause of the presence of the singers and of their bursting into
song as well. Quite probably they had been singing these odd little songs, now in Creole French, now in Gallicized
English, ever since they left their shrimp schooners with the cargo for the market at New Orleans. As they rolled on
their way we hailed them, and their answer bore word of the truth of the Captain's forecast and a hint of the great
dependence of the people of the marsh place on the shrimp as their "staff of life."
"Ver' fine, M'sieu; de swimp, he come in."
But they could not keep long from song, and as we straightened out for the entrance into Barataria Bay we
could hear the second verse of the "Troubles of Toucouton":
Quad blancs la yo donne yo bal, To pas capable aller;
Comment t'a vaillant giabal? Toi qui l'aime briller! Th! Toucouton!
Those Who Live in the Great Marsh
Out of the 12,000 square miles of marsh, stretching from the mouth of the Mississippi River nearly to the
Sabine River of Texas, filled with lakes and bays and bayous and rivers and islands, these fishermen had come,
typical representatives of the more than 300,000 people who inhabit the Great Marsh. They are like the rails of the
rush-beds and the tuleflats, in that one seldom sees them unless he goes hunting for them; a shy, secretive, yet openhearted people, hospitable to the last bit of food in the house, but as clannish as ever was Scottish Highlander or
Tennessee mountaineer.
Their little cabins, erected with their own bands and with the aid of their kindly neighbors, at the oldfashioned "house-raisers" of a half century ago in more Northern climes, stand on little humps and hillocks in the
marsh. These knolls they have dignified with the name of "islands," yet ofttimes there is no visible water around the
island, merely mile on mile of waving reeds and luxuriant marsh grasses, seven or eight feet in height, wild rice
whistling through its bearded heads as the wind sighs down from the land or roars in from the sea.
Under this mat of grass and reeds and tules and rushes lies water, a few inches deep, and then mud, black
rich mud, poured down for centuries by the Father of Waters as he built up his delta. And the hardest work the marsh
man does is to keep open the channel - often no more than 10 feet wide - which leads from clear water to his island
cabin. For the marsh man and his marsh women and their children live by their boats. Without his pirogue, his johnboat, and, of late years, his motor boat, the dweller in the Great Marsh of America would be as helpless as the Arab
without his horse, the Bedouin without his dromedary. Next to the shrimp, which comes and goes irregularly, but in
general at certain seasons of the year, the marsh man values his boat, and to steal a man's boat in the Great Marsh is
equivalent to the taking of his horse in the old days in the West. Most often it is followed with much the same
punishment, if the thief is caught, without recourse to officers of the law or to courts.
How the Law is Carried Out
Indeed, the officers of the law have no particular liking for the Great Marsh. When they go into it seeking a
transgressor, they are treated with the utmost courtesy; every marsh man's cabin and all that is in it belongs to the
"Sharref" or his "daypooty," and he will be taken from place to place in whatever boat is most convenient; but,
should be remain there the rest of his life, he never, other than be accident, will be allowed to find the man be seeks.
Even if that man has committed some overt act against one of the marsh people, the injured man will conceal the one
who injured him until the minion of the law has passed, when the law of the marsh will take its course, the inured
person will decide the punishment for the crime, and it will be administered.
A Mixture of Races
These people are not the 'Cadians, the "Cajuns," as they are commonly called, for the remnant of the people
of Grand Pre, the descendants of the original Arcadians, are to the north of the Great Marsh, in the parish named for
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their heroine - Evangeline. These people of the marsh are of all races. Here Greek meets Filipino, and the British
younger son quite often finds himself working in the same boat with a Syrian, an Italian or a Basque. For the most
part, however, they are men and women whose native lands are in the South of Europe, with a sprinkling of Chinese,
a few Japanese and now and then a Korean. The color line is rather strongly drawn, however, and the negro, plentiful
as he is on the mainland, seldom invades the marsh. The Asiatics, too, usually live to themselves, frequently in
villages, while the Italian, French, Spanish, Greek, Basque or other white-skinned national as a rule lives in a solitary
cabin with his family and not in the settlement.
A Closer View of the Settlements
There are, it is true, some settlements in the Great Marsh, but they are largely centers of distribution for
such products of civilization as the puffing steam packets or the larger motor boats bring in from "N'Awleens,"
Houma, Lake Charles or some other town out on the rim of the marsh. Indeed, the marsh has revived the packet, the
stern-wheeled river steamboat, whose famous predecessors the Robert E. Lee, the Natchez and others, made steamboating on the rivers of the Mississippi Valley an event of history half a century ago. The packets have "come back,"
but it is to the smaller work of the Great Marsh rather than to the main trunk lines of the north and south rivers to
which they have come.
On these packets, leaving New Orleans or any other of the "ports" of the Great Marsh, one may find a cargo
more varied than that carried by a transatlantic liner, for it ranges through all the necessities of life to its luxuries. In
one such cargo on a packet on which the writer rode from New Orleans to Houma, there were a piano and a cow,
while back in the stern were four foxhounds being taken back to a lonely cabin by their new master. The passengers
are scarcely less interesting.
Like the mountaineer of Tennessee, the womanfolk of the dwellers in the Great Marsh travel little, except to
the Saturday night bailes on the shrimp platforms, or to the home of some neighbor, possible twenty miles away.
When the women do get an opportunity to leave their homes for a journey to the home of some relative in one of the
towns, they travel always by packet or by the passenger-carrying motor boats, which also ply on more or less regular
schedules through the marsh.
The men, however, do not like the packet, and when they are called by some business to the cities, they
make their own way in their own boats, the more fortunate ones in motor craft; those who do no own such
pretentious boats, in their skiffs, or even in their pirogues - and the Indian in his birchbark canoe was never one-half
so clever as Jean or Alec or Alphonse in his pirogue. This is merely a hollow cypress log, fifteen feet long, sharpened
at the ends. A fifty-mile trip along in this cypress shell is nothing unusual to the marsh man. At night he straightens
himself out in it and sleeps. Six or seven miles an hour for an eight-hour run of rowing is by no means the record of
speed and endurance these marsh men have set in their pirogues, while the average man, even though a good canoe
paddler, will find himself struggling in the water within five minutes after he starts to paddle the pirogue.
What Happens on Saturday Night
But it is on Saturday night that these seemingly lonely - at any rate solitary - people of the marsh cast off
their taciturnity and for a few hours give themselves over to enjoyment. At irregular distances throughout the
Louisiana marsh are scattered the shrimp platforms, where hundreds of tons of shrimp are boiled and dried each year
for shipment to China and Japan and for limited sale in the United States. It is the rule of these platforms that every
Saturday night they shall be swept clean of all the dried shrimp, for not a man in the marsh will work on Sunday. In
passing, it might be said he will not work any other day if there is bacon, cornmeal and salt in the house. On at least
one of these platforms - which are often 300 feet long by 100 feet wide, built of rough, but close-laid planking, out
over water often 20 feet deep - there is a dance every Saturday night, "cep'in w'en de rain he fails."
Attendance at the Saturday Night Dances
Like children to a Maypole, these grown-up youngsters of the marsh flock to the shrimp platform designated
for the dance, in their motorboats they come, bringing all their families, from grandfather and grandmother to the
latest baby, through winding bayous, down narrow streams and across shallow lakes, bearing food for the family for
the trip and for the night on the shrimp platform. Then distance means nothing to the man of the marsh, for, in order
to get the largest crowds possible, invitations have been given to all the world at the last dance the previous Saturday
night, and, by word of mouth, this invitation has been carried often 100 miles from the platform on which the next

- 409 -

dance is to be held. Scattered as the cabins of these marsh dwellers are, it seems to me that the average of their trips
on Saturday afternoons, and sometimes all day Saturday, in order to reach the platform on time, must be rather more
than twenty-five miles, ranging from five to seventy-five or a hundred miles.
Waiting for them on the platform will be the "givers" of the dance, a group of young men, usually, with one
or two old men on the committee by courtesy. They do not in reality give the dance, because it is entirely cooperative, and the owner of the shrimp platform donates it, as well as the use of the boiling and other sheds
surrounding it, as resting places for the women and nurseries for the babies. There, too, will be the violinists - and
they are called "violinists," not "fiddlers," buy the humblest dweller in the marsh. These have been obtained by the
"givers" of the dance, who, by and by, will pass the hat to make up a collection with which to pay the musicians.
The Dance; Those Who Take Part; What Is Danced and the Return Home
Such a dance presents one of the most animated, colorful and innocently happy pictures I have ever seen.
The women, living drab lives in the marsh, adorn themselves with the most vivid reds and blues and yellows, even
though the material be only calico. Man of them are beautiful, in a dark, stormy way. Fiercely curled black
mustaches mark the men and mantilla-draped heads the women.
The platform is illuminated by oil or gasoline torches. No new jazz dances are allowed, but the old-time
waltzes, two-steps and now and then a polka, schottische or even a quadrille keeps the company on their feet until the
sun slips out of the east and the violinists strike into "Home, Sweet Home." Then there is breakfast, as there was
supper at midnight and a luncheon at 6 or 7 o'clock in the evening, but whereas the separate parties ate by themselves
in the evening before the dance, now everyone is acquainted with everyone else and the whole platform becomes an
animated party of diners.
Then, babies, asleep and most of the older folks well on the way to slumberland, they go into the boats
again, and the put-put of the motors takes the place of the strains of violin and 'cello. The pilots of the boats are
chosen from their companions who came with them by lot, or volunteer, as being more wide-awake than their
follows, and they steer until noon, if the return home requires all day, and then they are relieved at the wheel by
someone who has slept away the morning hours curled on top of the low cabin or along a rude, movable bench in the
cockpit.
Home again in the little cabin raised on stilts, like the houses of the ancient villagers of the Swiss lakes, or
set on an "island" in the midst of a thousand acres of marsh, there is a night of sleep, and then off again in the boats
to meet the men they met at the dance.

FEB. - METRONOME
DETRIMENTAL EFFECTS OF JAZZ ON OUR YOUNGER GENERATION by A. E. Guilliams A few
words about jazz music and jazz combinations that are different from any articles I have ever seen published up to
the present time. Very often these days you will read articles in the daily papers and musical magazine arguing for
and against jazz music and jazz combinations. It seems that both sides have arguments that sound reasonable, but I
have never heard either side make any statements as to the final results of the two styles of music (being played these
days) on the public that attends these concerts, theatres, dance halls, etc. Well, let me tell you something that I have
observed along this line of jazz, its consequences and the music of a high standard and its consequences. Do you
know of any of our young people, old ones either for that matter, landing in our insane asylums from the effect of
attending places where real orchestras and our best music is featured? No, not many, if any; on the other hand, I can
say from my own knowledge that about fifty percent of our young boys and girls from the age of 16 to 25 that land in
the insane asylums these days are jazz crazy, dope fiends and public dance hall patrons. Jazz combinations, dope
fiends and public dance halls are all the sane, "one." Where you find one you will find the other. This "jazz" life is
great while it lasts but it is short-lived with many, as I have seen from three to five young boys and girls land in our
asylums one after another from the effect of too much jazz, dope and public dance halls. I, for one, think that if the
present-day speed, of the human race were cut-down just a little the building of additions to most every insane
asylum in the United States could be eliminated. I think the real crazy "jazz" combinations are fast losing their
popularity and will soon be a thing of the past. Some of us at least hope so, as we would like to see music one of the
greatest of arts advance and not go backwards.
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MARCH - ETUDE
THE POETIC AND MELODIC GIFTS OF THE NEGRO by R. Emmet Kennedy - Editor's note: The
author of this article is a widely-known writer, lecturer and entertainer, whose studies of the Southern negro have
brought him wide praise. He was born at Gretna, La., and has been studying negro folk-songs since his youth. The
late Booker T. Washington said of him, "You have the ethical understanding of the negro people, I feel that you have
made a real contribution to the literature regarding my race." More than four decades ago, speaking of negro music,
in his preface to Cabin and Plantation Songs, Thomas P. Kenner said: "It may be that this people which has
developed such a wonderful musical sense in its degradation, will in its maturity produce a composer who could
bring a music of the future out of the music of the past. At present, however, the freedmen have an unfortunate
inclination to despise this music as a vertige of slavery. Those who learned it in the old time, when it was the natural
outpouring of their sorrows and longings, are dying off, and, if efforts are not made for its preservation, the country
will soon have lost this wonderful music of bondage.
While it cannot be said that Mr. Fenner's prophecy has been fulfilled outright, still, it is pleasing to know
that several negro composers have made very satisfactory excursions into the extensive field of folk melody and have
brought forth many gems from the plentiful store which still remains theirs in their own right.
To anyone interest in the elementary forms of primitive music and poetry, this field of southern slave music
is one which is filled with surprises both profitable and delightsome.
Music and poetry of this nature are largely the possessions of the plain, common people; the unlettered folk
who have not lost the gracious charm of being natural; those delightful, primitive people, the peasants of every
nation. In all ancient literatures we find splendid examples of inspired rhythmic chants and songs which were intoned
to the accompaniment of musical instruments. The ones most generally known are; the Hebrew psalms and canticles
given in the bible; the lyrics and legends of the pastoral Greeks and Sicilians; the runes and saga-songs of the
Scandinavians, and the ranns, englyns and battle-hymns and lamentations of the pagan Celts. And in all of these there
is a sublime simplicity of expression, in both music and poetry, which plays upon the emotions more readily than
some scholarly production of any of the renowned masters.
In our own day the untutored negro of the South possesses this charm of inherent creative ability to an
astonishing degree. He is wonderfully gifted musically and fairly tingles with poetic tendencies, alive with sentiment
and ready imagination, unconsciously expressing his thought in the direct rhythmic language of true poetry-crude ....
barbarous poetry, if you will, but savoring of the true essence. His partiality for high-sounding words, the wonderful
way of mispronouncing them, his splendid gift of euphony, and his fluency in making what the French call "liaison,"
help materially to make the negro a little more than passingly interesting. He is a noteworthy factor when it comes to
summing-up literary values, and his original melodies and delightful dialect can never fail to bring him his just right
to immortality. Of recent years the deluge of so-called "rag-time" and "coon-song," has had an unhappy tendency to
give the impression that the negro is nothing more than a quaintly humorous mime. "Rag-time" does not express the
true negro sentiment. It is a caricature of the people, a stage-picture invented by some exaggerating minstrel. The
nearest approach to expressing the negro nature was reached by Stephen Collins Foster in his plantation songs,
among them the well-known Old Folks At Home, Old Black Joe, Nellie Was a Lady, Mass's in De Cold, Cold
Ground and Old Kentucky Home-songs that will live as long as there are voices to sing them. Yet these songs cannot
be accepted as perfect specimens of Negro expression, because they are a trifle too polished and sophisticated to be
typical of the simple, uneducated negro. Foster has given us beautiful tone-poems of a sort of negro sentimentalism,
but he has missed the true psychology of the negro temperament, which is the thing that fascinates and makes him so
interesting a study.
Some writers on the subject have tried to rob the negro of originality of musical expression, declaring that
most of his melodies are fragments caught from white masters, paraphrased and dilated to suit the sentiment he
wishes to express. and in the ease of the Creole songs of the Louisiana negro, some writers have tried to trace a
relationship to the old Spanish and Provencal compositions, such as La Golondrina and La Media Noche, and to the
once popular melodies of Lulli, Rameau, Boildieu, Adam and Flotow. Such may be the case regarding the folk
songs; but their religious outbursts and devotional songs are essentially spontaneous. They are the unpremeditated
melodies that. have never been learned or pondered over and worked out for effect; the extemporaneous outpourings
of simple souls. It is in the devotional songs that you find the true racial characteristics, the peculiarities of rhythm
and interval, the manner of intention, and the fantastic interweaving of the major and the minor modes. it is in these,
if we thoughtfully examine the melodies of these despised people, that we and to what a remarkable degree they are
possessed of the poetic sensibility.
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Like the music and poetry of all unlettered folk, these productions are of a purely sentimental and emotional
quality, most noticeable in that form of devotional song of spiritual which the Baptist negro refers to as "ballets."
They are original expressions of religious fervor, melodies that unconsciously sing themselves into being, the words,
excellent specimens of primitive poetry.
Let us listen to the crooning of an old man in one of his scriptural moods, early in the morning. He is sitting
in the shade of a persimmon tree, with the fragrant blossoms dropping around him, with a bunch of willow saplings
before him, cutting them into slats to make into baskets which he will sell to the "mah-shawn" woman for carrying
vegetables. As he works he is thinking of the many years that have gone over him and of his unprepared condition if
death were to call him away suddenly, and the uncertainty of life in general. Gradually his thought finds expression
in song, the improvised melody faithfully recording the melancholy wistfulness of his mood as he sing:

Then picture to yourself a moonlight night in late autumn. It is way up on the bank of the Mississippi River,
far away from the noise and rumble of the town. You are sitting out on the front gallery of an old plantation house,
watching the fireflies glimmering in and out among the jasmine bushes and listening to the mockingbirds' songs of
ecstasy in some far tree. After a while, a weird snatch of melody goes over you on the night wind. You listen again,
and it sounds like the brethren of a funeral dirge. You know then that some colored person is dead in the quarters and
all the members of the church are arranged around the room, where blind and childish faith leads them on
unquestionably. The night is filled with mystery and your should with melancholy as you hear them sing"

The emotion grows more intense as the night grows older and the chanting resolves itself into a sort of
incantation reminiscent of the fearlessness and fatalism of savage ancestry mingled with a sort of triumphant
resignation that came with superimposed Christianity. You experience a sort of elemental thrill as you hear them
sing:
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The next picture is a group of women in the bean field, picking snap beans for market. They are ranged in
rows, down the long aisles of beans growing on upright cane-reed trellises, and they are singing in unison, with
perfect rhythm and sympathy, a handful of beans emptied into their baskets with each cadence. They have been at
work since sunrise and it is now nearing the time for resting. One woman takes the lead, singing each line of the
chant alone, the others forming the chorus. Her mind is a medley of reminiscences, and, thinking aloud, she fits her
fancies to a plaintive melody, the others falling in with her and supplying the different harmonies with musicianship
that is bewildering. the song has a naiveté‚ about it that is charming.
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And so on for many verses, until her fancy is exhausted and the baskets are filled with beans and the picking
ends.
It is not surprising to find in such impromptu ditties as this a kind of relationship to that variety of
accumulative song found in the whimsical and delightful collection of jingles attributed to good old Mother
Elizabeth Foster Goose of Boston; but one is surprised to find something of the same spirit pervading the labor
chants and play songs entering into some of the devotional songs, ofttimes with a kind of reverential gaiety. some of
these are known as "cawntes' himes" (contest hymns), and are usually sung at Saturday night contests at the negro
Baptist churches. A prize is offered, in most cases a basket of groceries, and the singer keeping the floor the longest
gets the prize. A man takes the part of questioner, and a woman the part of answered. The man asks the same
question again and again the woman being required to give a different answer each time until her imagination is
exhausted and his questioning plays her out. A splendid example of this kind of song is as follows:

The negro thinks in pictures; and while the result is often fantastic in the extreme still it gives evidence of a
fine, unhampered imagination. Though he is declared by some writers nothing more than a mimic or an imitator,
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what are considered his imitations never embody the form or thought of any supposititious model. The essence is
always native.
Aside from the songs of the various Indian tribes and the collected negro songs of slavery days, there is but
small claim to what might be called American folk-song proper. Probably it is due to the fact that the country is yet
young and has not had time to have its romantic memories and emotions crystallize into musical memorials the
possession of no single person, but the common property of the people from generation to generation. It is only
within recent years that we have come to know very much about the music of the American Indians. Some of the
modern musicians and students of ethnology have given their attention to collecting, transcribing and publishing
these Indian melodies, which, like the melodies of the negro, play an important part in the development of folk-music
in this country. and while there are undeniable characteristics that suggest barbarism, slavery, long suffering, pent up
emotion and all the other elements that speak the poetry of the beginning of things there is also a native charm and an
individuality that must always link with the growth of the American nation, a beautiful unconditional bequest from
the lesser Red and black Brothers of which the white man should be justly proud.

MARCH - THE MUSICAL OBSERVER
JAZZ, SAYS DARIUS MILHAUD, IS THE MOST SIGNIFICANT THING IN MUSIC TODAY - We
wish we could be present, if Darius Milhaud ever gets into an argument with any of the anti-jazz fraternity who feel
that the country is going to the dogs, musically, because of jazz. Mr. Milhaud is one of the foremost composers of
the new French school. We hear so much of the French influence on modern American composition that it is
interesting to learn, from Mr. Milhaud, that American music is having a tremendous influence on the contemporary
French school. but, lest our musical vanity suffer undue inflation, let it be understood at one that it is jazz which the
Frenchman says is the most significant thing in music today. "Jazz interests us tremendously," say Mr. Milhaud. "We
are fascinated and intrigued by the jazz rhythms and are devoting series study to it. There are new elements of clarity
and rhythmic power which were a real shock to us when we heard jazz for the first time. It was in 1919, immediately
after the war, that the first jazz band was heard in Paris. To us it was a musical event of genuine import. Music had
long been under the domination of the Impressionist School. Poetry was the predominating element. Jazz came to us
as a good shock-like a cold shower when you have been half asleep with ..............It ...dance a la mode in their
epochs. Chopin was inspired by the Mazurka, Bach by the Sarabande-always we find great composers responding to
the traditions of the times. Why should we not look upon our present day dances as the source of inspiration for our
new music.
"The jazz instruments and rhythms and melodic combinations should lend themselves remarkably to
chamber music. My jazz sonata will have the orthodox three movements-allegro, Andante and finale. We are all very
enthusiastic over this American music. All the melodies of the Blues are so well defined and melody is the prime
essential in music.
"When I was studying composition, the students would always bring those enormous symphonic works to
class. the master would say, "I should like you to write eight bars that could be played without accompaniment.' That
is the real secret of music. All that lies above and below is merely technic. It is necessary to have the technic as rich
and complicated as possible. But if there aren't eight measures you can sing without accompaniment, it is useless to
have the most marvelous technic; for you will not have made music.
"I think the American composer will evolve something typically American and vital if he will turn his ear to
the jazz inspiration, using that for his tradition and basis. Of course he will have to transform it-to mold it into the
form he wishes. But I believe that will be the starting point for a new American school of music."
It is unfortunate that M. Milhaud's visit is so brief, but he has engagements in Denmark and Belgium which
will not permit him to prolong his stay beyond four or five weeks. However, his plans included many important
engagements, at all of which he presented new works of the French school-many of them for the first time in
America-some still in ms. for the first time anywhere. Some of them are his own compositions. He also lectured at
several of the great Eastern universities-Harvard, Princeton, Vassar-and before music clubs such as the Bohemians
and the MacDowell Club.
M. Milhaud had with him mss. of several works for small orchestra. He spoke of a distinct movement in
France toward a return to the old forms of composition for small orchestras such as were used before Bach's time.
"I am especially interested," said M. Milhaud, "in bringing to the attention of American music lovers, the
work of the young French school-compositions of men like Satie, so important, yet so little known. I shall always
present some of his works on my programs. Satie, although fifty-six years old, is one of the youngest men I have ever
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met. He is tremendously interested in youth and in everything young. In a recent lecture at the Sorbonne on the
young musicians, he was full of enthusiasm for some composers he had found as young as fifteen years!"
While an attach‚ of the French legation in South America, Mr. Milhaud visited New York some years ago.
But this has been his first visit in the cause of music. V.B.S.

MARCH - METRONOME
TOWN CLEF TOPICS by Ed Chenette - Coming or going? Who knows? And why is jazz anyway? Also
what is jazz? Loud and lamentous are the cries pro and con on this interesting subject. Some say it is waning-this
jazz craze: Some say its day is but dawning; and when we analyze their meaning of jazz we do not know just what
they mean is coming or going! Neither do they for that matter. Now that we have used this much space and said
nothing we will proceed farther in the same intelligent way.
Jazz seems to be anything that is not classical, and classical seems to be anything else, and there you have it
as clear as a London fog. I wouldn't call the "Melody in F" a jazz number but nevertheless it is capable of some very
immuminating effects when it is jazzed up. We are using. "The Fifth Nocturne" as a jazz number. Now does that
make this number a jazz number in itself when for years it has been known as a classical number? So if jazz music is
going is everything that can be jazzed going too? If so we will lose all the big standard music, for lo and behold, the
boys place the unaccented accents upon all of it! Some folks say that classical music is hard music. If so then some of
our modern fox trots are at the pinnacle of the classics. We are using a special arrangement of a fox trot right now
that begins in six sharps for the alto saxophones and end in six flats for the C melody, with all the keys and
progressions possible throughout. it makes "William Tell," or rather the difficulties of playing "William Tell," like a
first grade waltz in adagio tempo beside it. Therefore if classical music is just difficult music then this jazz piece is a
world beating classic. And we heard a popular orchestra recently play all of "Poet and Peasant" in fox trot tempo and
it lent itself very nicely to that treatment and it lent itself very nicely to that treatment and wasn't one half so difficult
as our aforementioned number.
The serious student is beginning to realize that "jazz" is a thing of itself that can be applied anywhere to any
music (yes as pretty a waltz as the "Blue Danube" makes a wonderful jazz number), and is not, as others lightly
think, an actual kind of music. Jazz is a musical effect produced by an operation and is applicable to all kinds of
music. Popular songs are not more amenable to this treatment than are the standard numbers. Therefore if we say
popular songs are jazz music we might as well go ahead and say that all classical numbers are jazz music. Instead of
saying "jazz music," it would be more to the point to speak of "music jazzed."
Classical music is not necessarily difficult music. It is music that has, first of all, been correctly written, and
second been interesting enough in structure to have survived during the sorting and shifting and eliminating process
of the years. In this connection the matter of opinion deals somewhat too; for a Beethoven sonata would not be
classic to a Chinese. There could be no better song of its kind than our "Home Sweet Home." Therefore it deserves a
high place in the annals of the classics. Lincoln's Gettysburg speech is as perfect an example of poetic art as
"Thanatopsis." A concerto may be more difficult to perform and require more of a musical taste for its appreciation
than Sir Edward Elgar's "Salute D'Amour," yet one is not more classical than the other merely because of this. And
both can be subjected to this jazz treatment with equal impunity.
Music jazzed is undergoing changes. Irene Castle says hat the cow bells are going back to the cows, and tin
boilers back to the Ford shops, and that hats are leaving the bells of the horns and getting back to the hat racks for a
hanging place. This is true. This musical treatment is changing but not going. We may eventually lose the word
"jazz," but the novel treatment of themes will be with us for a long, long time. In place of the noisy effects of music
jazzed we are now coming to the day of "colored" effects. By "colored effects" we mean the treatment of a theme in
many keys, many accents, many instrumental ways and in many combinations. The day of playing a popular number
in one key is passing very rapidly. In its place is coming the piece of many colors, very many colors. After an
orchestra uses two or three of these colored numbers in a program the ordinary numbers sound drab, dark and
monotonous. Once this color gets into your organization as it is surely creeping in now, the craze for rainbow effects
will be tremendous. And this color music is decidedly pretty. And it is tremendously difficult. It is so varied as to be
delightfully refreshing and is sure to be the vogue for quite some time.
I know of no better exponent of this art of colored music than Isham Jones and his orchestra now filling a
three years' engagement at The College Inn, Chicago. As a typical instance: He uses "To a Wild Rose," by
MacDowell. It begins in six sharps for alto saxophone: this continues for twenty-five measures, then modulates into
the key of D flat concert for sixteen measures, then a half-tone modulation in each of eight succeeding measures
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followed by sixteen measures in the key of G, after which we get another eight measures of modulations through four
distinct keys and into sixteen measures in the key of F. This is ended by sixteen measures in the key of G flat. There
we have a modern example of colored music. In less than one hundred measures we find five distinct keys, and
modulations through all other keys. And when we are apt to be skeptical of the ability of musicians who play this sort
of music we call to your mind that Mr. Jones pays his men on the average of four times what they earned in the
symphony orchestras previous to joining him. His instrumentation is: Drums, sousaphone, trombone, trumpet, piano,
violin,, clarinet, saxophone; and Mr. Jones himself plays tenor saxophone. Of course the saxophone and clarinets and
one of the violins, double on oboe, English horn, and different sized saxophones. Nearly all of his programs are
played from manuscripts and very frequently the entire orchestra transposes a strain into another key instantly
without rehearsal and without error. These numbers are full of double sharps, double flats, enharmonics, unnatural,
accents, weird effects, odd accompaniments, abrupt cadences, unusual progressions; the combination of which taxes
the skill of these very competent musicians. Harry Alford does a great deal of this ultra-modern arranging for Mr.
Jones, and to such men as he goes a lot of credit for making possible these interesting effects. For the day of the old
time four-part, one-key, set-style arranger is gone and we have the modern musical specialist in this line. Whereas we
used to pay ten dollars for an arrangement we now pay fifty dollars and are mighty glad to get it at that. My orchestra
is using one special arrangement which runs about five minutes that we paid two hundred dollars for; and we can
only use it a little while at that.
Exclusive arrangements are coming, and coming fast.
Since the big publishers agreed among themselves not to furnish these novel arrangements free for the big
orchestras, we find that these publishers are putting out in published form, novel arrangements of their own. This is
but the beginning of the craze for colored music. I have been in Mr. Alford's office many times lately and have found
out that hotel orchestras have ordered one arrangement as a novelty: This is followed by an order or another one or
two as an experiment, then all of a sudden comes an avalanche of orders for an entire program of these colored
arrangements. For, as I said before, after you have used a couple of these specials and the dancers get used to them,
all other one-key music makes the orchestra sound like a three months' old town band.
Jazz is not going then, it is only changing. It is becoming far more musical however and the slapstick effects
are giving way to real musicianship. The day of the loud pedal is gone. We have a climax of colored key effects
instead of the old style double F brass effects. Music is being jazzed very much prettier than it was. I wonder what
some of the long-haired musicians think when they hear such wonderful symphony orchestras as those at McVickers
and The Chicago, play Faust or Galatea for one number, then use an ultra-modern colored theme for the next one?
This is exactly what is happening every day. Two kinds of music appear to take equally well with the audience. I
wouldn't say that these orchestras have to play this modern music either. It appears to be more a matter of desire than
anything compulsory. and it is not ruining the musicians of the taste of the listeners that we can see. For it takes a
mighty keen ear to follow through, appreciate and enjoy these tone colors. If there are any better schooled musicians
than those who comprise these orchestras we don't know where to find them. It takes an artist to play this ultramodern colored music. Some of the second violin players draw ninety-four dollars a week. There are about seventy
men in this orchestra at The Chicago. And the Chicago is only a picture house and the highest admission is sixty-six
cents.
We sincerely hope that this article will give you a new slant on the trend of modern music. We are not going
to the bow-wows or anything of the sort. Every day in every way we are getting better and better. The trend of
popular music is an upward trend, more music, more refined, more interesting, requiring better musicians and paying
better. The quality of tone is replacing the quantity. Drums are becoming far less prominent. The weird pretty effects
of various harmonies tastefully placed among the various sections of the organizations and all capably played is the
thing nowadays. The demand is spreading rapidly. It will soon reach the bands as well as the orchestras. And the
country will have to produce better musicians and produce them fast. For this colored music requires musicians to
handle it. If we are wrong in this we will let you edit The Metronome from henceforth.

MARCH 10 - MUSICAL AMERICA
DUCASSE USES RAGTIME IN NEW TONE POEM. PARIS, March 3. - Among the dozens of new
orchestral compositions which have had first performances here in the last three months, none has aroused greater
interest than "Epithalame," a new tone poem by Roger-Ducasse, who had been silent for some time. It is the work of
a composer who has a sound academic background and who has fearlessly taken ragtime rhythms and put them to his
own uses with a sure hand. Not once does a fox-trot or a cakewalk escape from Ducasse and divert the tone of the
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composition from that of serious music to the jiggy banalities of a music hall. It is evidence of the valuable use to
which the European craze for jazz may be put and it leads one to believe that after all jazz may go down in the
history of music as a real and lasting phase.
The tone poem opens with a short Adagio indicating a marriage fete, and passes quickly into a stirring
cakewalk. Successively the poem includes a fox trot, a tango and then more conventional movements indicating
nightfall and the departure of the bridal couple. The composition is dedicated to Mrs. Margaret Damrosch Finletter,
daughter of Walter Damrosch. It was conducted in admirable style by Gabriel Pierne.

APRIL - METRONOME
ANOTHER JAZZ EXPONENT Darius Milhaud is one of the latest exponents of jazz and looks to it for
inspiration in his own compositions. Mr. Milhaud, who is one of the ultra modern French composers, intends writing
a jazz sonata. He say s the following as representative of the French attitude toward jazz:
"Jazz interests us tremendously. We are fascinated and intrigued by the jazz rhythms and are devoting
serious study to it. There are new elements of clarity and rhythmic power which were a real shock to us when we
heard jazz for the first time. It was in 1919, immediately after the war, that the first jazz band was heard in Paris. Top
us it was a musical event of genuine import. Music had long been under the domination of the Impressionist School.
Poetry was the predominating element. Jazz came to us as a good shock - like a cold shower when you have been
half asleep with ennui. It roused us electrically. All the young artists went every night to hear it played."
He further thinks that jazz will have a most important influence on the music of the future and will represent
a dance form just as the Mazurkas in Chopin's time and the Serenades of Bach's time did. Certain it is that if the
composers of more serious music would show as great ingenuity in orchestration and the handling of rhythm as some
of our popular writers, they would secure more worth while results.

APRIL 13 - MUSIC LEADER
A JAZZ CONFERENCE - The misdemeanors of jazz are to be brought before a high court, for Frederick
Stock, conductor of the Chicago Symphony Orchestra, and music supervisors in public schools are to meet next
Saturday to discuss this most vital subject. They will determine if the school children are to be deprived of their chief
rhythmic outlet.
Jazz has been the means of interesting many who otherwise would have registered an abhorrence of music
as taught in public institutions-high schools, grade schools, kindergartens and normal schools. anything worse than
much of the mis-named singing, piano vamping and thumping accompaniments cannot be imagined. In comparison
jazz is musical manna from Heaven. Some two or three of the supervisors are trained musicians, others were picking
out the notes of "The Maiden's Prayer" before the Civil War, and many of them would flounder on a C major scale.
Not to mince words much of the music teaching in the public schools is a joke. There are exceptions to this as to
every other rule. There is jazz-and jazz, and Mr. Stock has played jazzy syncopation in both his symphony and
popular concerts, where also were heard Percy Grainger and the duelists, Maier and Pattison, in their picturesque
razzling, dazzling, jazzling. It was such glorious musical fooling that the audience literally ate it up. Instead of
discussing the elimination of the rhythmic jazz, Mr. Stock and the enlightened progressive element among the
supervisors, would be more advantageously employed in formulating a plan whereby music education for school
children would be placed in the hands of musicians who have studied the subject under competent teachers in the
large private colleges and conservatories. The present generation of Americans will never become musical until
conditions are changed in the public schools. Mr. Stock, who has been responsible for so many innovations and
reforms, can now tackle this problem and try to find a solution.

APRIL 19 - MELODY
JAZZING JAZZ TO DEATH - They say the jazz craze is passing. Exactly what is meant by jazz is not
always clear. It is a much abused and misused word. Jazz such as darkened the musical sky of four or five years ago,
is now seldom heard even in the alleged jazz records. Many people mistake the fox trot rhythm, or any marked
rhythm for jazz. Some go so far as to call all dance music by that term. This is in error, just as it was in error before
the jazz craze started to term every bit of live music "rag time." Some instrumentalists think they are "jazzing" a tune
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when they play a species of grace notes to which their instruments are specially adapted. It is a matter of opinion
whether this is really jazz, certainly if not done to excess it will be scarcely objectionable. The so-called jazz effects
of the best dance orchestras today are mild in comparison with the out and out jazz orchestras of a few years ago.
This may be evidence that the jazz craze is really dying out, slowly but surely.
HUMOR IN OUR MUSIC
American popular music is essentially humorour even the "blues" are often so funny that everybody laughs.
From the "laughing trombone" to the "moaning saxophone" everything is performed with an eye for sprightly humor.
Negroid tunes and manner of interpretation, featured in many current musical styles, often yield a humorous way of
rendering a basically sad subject. The Negroid melody and words coupled with it may emphasize a troubled heart
over some unfaithful lady love, but the heaviness of heart is usually interpreted in as funny a way as a negro camp
meeting song.
No one can claim that American native music is surfeited with the biting weariness and cynic languor of
say, Russian music. We emphasize optimism in our tunes and the way we interpret them and not the erass pessimism
of some foreign schools which the unthinking sometimes hold up as models. Perhaps we have some faults, but we'll
remain optimistic with our music.

APRIL 26 - MUSIC LEADER
"HIGH CLASS" JAZZ - Jazz, as symbolized by Hugo Rieseneld, is to be handed down to future
generations through the music Department of the Library of Congress. Carl Engel head of the Music Department has
requested the managing director of the Rivoli, Rialto and Criterion Theaters to deposit with the library, the scores of
the classical jazz selections which have been a feature of the Reisenfeld Theater programs. Mr. Engel was so
impressed by the fine musicianship in the classical jazz arrangements that he expressed the wish that the scores be
deposited in the Library of Congress. European capitals have head of the classical jazz and Mr. Riesenfeld has been
urged to take the scores with him when he goes to England, France, Switzerland, Germany and Austria the last week
in April, so that composers and musicians there can have first hand information regarding this newest form of music.
Mr. Riesenfeld predicts that if jazz continues to make the remarkable progress in the future that it has in the
past few years, it will ultimately find its way to the concert hall. Other forms of composition, such as the Sarabande,
the waltz and the gavotte, began just as jazz has, in simple, sometimes in crude form.
"Jazz is merely a colloquial tern," says the young musician, "and may pass, but the music form will
probably remain, developing from a dance form into a concert composition. Our most dignified music forms began
as dances and musicians have learned that the source of a form is not a stigma upon a style of composition. Our great
symphonies are examples of how beautifully a dance or a series of dances can be developed. the history of music
shows the progression of several crude dances into elaborate and musical forms and their final acceptance. The
Sarabande was originally banned by royal edict and the gavotte was denounced as an instrument of the devil. Even
the waltz, the delight of our grandparents, was scowled upon until Johann Strauss wrote his magnificent concert
waltzes and Brahms expressed regret that he had not been the composer of 'The Blue Danube.' A century ago Byron
bitterly denounced the waltz-today we consider it a graceful, though old-fashioned, form.
"Noisy presentations of jazz are on the wane and the musical expression of the fox trot will be one of the
newest and more popular forms. With its shifted rhythms, its unexpected accents, its colorful orchestrations of
musical counterpoint and harmony, it is being developed into an art form of great originality and freshness. It is
vivacious and sparkling, irresponsible and typically American."

APRIL - MELODY
TED LEWIS OF JAZZ BAND FAME by A. C. E. Schonemann - Ted Lewis and his band of jazz kings
have developed into a popular musical institution in the United States, and when one calls up the names of the
pioneers in the jazz band field the name of the indomitable Ted is invariably topmost and foremost. The words jazz
and band have been so closely associated with the name of Ted Lewis that any attempt to go into detail about one
necessitates a discussion of the other.
Lewis and his band have been identified with the "Greenwich Village Follies" since the original village
follies started on the road several years ago. At the present time Ted Lewis and his jazzical clowns are en route with
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the latest edition of the "Greenwich Village Follies" and dispensing a brand of music that the dynamic and fiery Ted
describes as "pure and unadulterated jazz."
Ted Lewis off stage is a quiet and modest gentleman: he is an intensely human sort of fellow and a musical
enthusiast from crown to soles and through and through. Lewis revels in putting over song numbers, in introducing
what he calls the "human factor" and in giving the public variety, melody, musical tricks and all the features that are
classed in the alchemy of jazz.
"The original idea in music always appeals to the public," said Lewis, in discussing his work. "If one can
introduce a feature and inject something new and novel into the presentation of a number the people will invariably
enjoy it. It must have life and punch; American people like snap and fire in their music and they enjoy beautiful and
soft, dreamy harmonies.
"Above all, the man who plays popular music should concentrate his efforts on making it human, for it is
this particular quality that is understandable to men and women. One can please an audience by playing snappy
numbers and putting them over in a manner that will start one beating time with hands or feet; then will come smiles
of appreciation and applause, and all are like a barometer which enables you to measure your audience in a musical
way."
Ted Lewis is a man of many methods, but through all of his work he has had as inseparable companions his
alpaca suit, a great flaring cape and a battered two-gallon hat. He has utilized various eccentric dances; his juggling,
singing and work with the clarinet and saxophone have all served him at various times, but through it all the alpaca
suit, cape and hat have come down through the years with Lewis. They are traditional with him and always have been
and probably always will be associated with him.
Ted Lewis started out in 1917 with his jazz band. He had four men, the instrumentation of his band being
cornet, trombone, piano and drums. He used what was considered at that time an odd combination, but the success of
his first band in the years that followed was due to methods, with the versatile Ted being the man back of the
methods. To show his faith in the original instrumentation he has added a cornet, trombone and bass horn, and he
now contends that the has the most effective jazz band combination that it is possible to assemble.
"The strings can be used effectively in the orchestra, but a jazz band should be a jazz band in name and
effect." said Lewis. "String instruments do not hold up in the average jazz band because they lack volume and from a
musical standpoint they cannot compete against brass instruments. There is no one instrument in a genuine jazz band
that is superior to another from a jazz standpoint; one is about as jazzy as the other and they all contribute to the
successful interpretation of a number.
" Lewis with his men work out their numbers on the basis of accentuating one or more features; the
introduction of novelties and innovations that appeal to people. Their method is to develop and enlarge every point
of interest in a musical number, Lewis like most of his contemporaries, insists upon giving the people what they want
and in the manner that they desire it."
Lewis began the study of music when he was a boy in his home town, Circleville, Ohio. He was a member
of the town band when a boy of six, playing clarinet, and since that time he has devoted the greater part of his life to
music. In discussing his work he epitomized his success by saying that he kept at music until he found the type that
appealed to him and then he worked to build up a musical organization that would convey his ideas.
Ted Lewis and his men do not work out their numbers from special arrangements written out in detail and at
length: they build up the melody and embellish it and elaborate upon it to suit their needs. Lewis does not believe in
stereotyped programs; he advocates diversity, quick changes and the use of striking features.
"We have used successfully the metaphysical idea in our presentation of one number; the suggestion of
wedding bells and marriage is conveyed in another, while a third has for its theme the patriotic thought, for which we
used E. E. Bagley's famous "National Emblem March" to give our interpretation of a small town band out to do its
bit on Independence day.
"In presenting these numbers we have been guided by what we know that men and women enjoy, what they
understand and what will satisfy them We must strive to entertain the public, and to do it successfully we must make
our music conform to public demands. Conditions are always changing and we are compelled to govern our work by
always playing the music that is in the air and is such a way as to please people.
"We know that men and women appreciate our efforts, not only from the applause that comes to us but from
letters that we receive from time to time, and best of all through personal contact. One of the letters that I have
received and which I prize came from the late E. E. Bagley, composer of the "National emblem March." He spoke
highly of our program. This letter is but one of a number received and indicates that men and women will not hesitate
to commend your work, to offer suggestions and even ideas at times."
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Speaking of popular songs, Lewis stated that in his opinion "Dardanella" was one of the best written song
hits turned out in a decade. He spoke enthusiastically of "Fair One," which he wrote with George Mallen, and of his
latest number, "Bees Knees." Lewis has written the lyrics for a number of songs and devotes a large part of his time
to writing.
Lewis believes that song hits may be so original as to "go over big at the start or it may be necessary to play
up a song in order to cultivate a taste for it on the part of the public." He contends that the use of original ideas has
saved many a song and that interpretation is the keynote to putting over any number.
Ted Lewis has an ambition, it being to carry syncopation to all classes of people; to utilize his nimble feet in
eccentric dances, to juggle his clarinet and saxophone and bring from both strange and weird harmonics intermingled
with those uncanny melodies that are, according to Lewis, "truly American, because they represent the thoughts and
emotions of our people."

APRIL - MUSIC TEACHER
LIFE AND LETTERS - JAZZ POETRY - The phrase is not mine. It is the description which, to use his
own expressive term, has been "wished on" the work of Mr. Vachel Lindsay, the American poet who recently came
over to conquer England, as, I understand, he has conquered his own country. Already the process has begun. Mr.
Squire has printed one of his poems in the London Mercury. One of his books is published by Chatto and Windus
and another by Messrs. George Bell. He has made his devout pilgrimage to that literary Mecca, Boars' Hill, near
Oxford, whence, sooner or later, turn the feet of our brilliant young men. And in the house of John Masefield he has
recited his own poems to an enthusiastic and perhaps slightly puzzled audience, which included Mr. Robert Graves
and Professor Gilbert Murray.
"Jazz" is a word that came over to us from America before Mr. Vachel Lindsay's arrival, and it is not to be
found in the Oxford Dictionary. At first it was applied to a peculiarly nerve-wracking kind of noise made by negro
bands in restaurants. It is difficult to describe jazz music even when one has been unfortunate enough to hear it. It is
rag-time gone mad, a senseless, violent orgy of noise made by sweating Negroes in a kind of primitive passion, with
horns, drums, tin cans, bells, rattles, and other instruments of percussion. There is violently accentuated rhythm,
there is a rush and clamor of discord, accompanied by a persistent throbbing of drums like the beating of tom-toms,
and beneath all the clamor, punctuated by wild howls and frenzied shrikes from the persevering and perspiring
performers, an insane kind of tune wanders about, a tune that is full of queer repetitions and syncopations, an ultrarag-time tune that causes the body of the listener to sway and thrill in unison. Jazz "music" is not a new thing. They
knew all about it is America long before the war, and Mr. Herman Darewski, in a letter recently published in the
Daily Express, affirms that it has come to stay. Nobody can say that we are not a musical people.
The attribute "jazz" as applied to poetry is used in its wider significance. In this sense, a jazz merely means
an exhibition of high spirits-an abandonment of those conventions which prompt civilized men to keep under strict
control their more primitive feelings. In a jazz dance, for instance, I believe you may do anything you like so long as
it is violent and insane and uncontrolled. There are jazz colour schemes and decorative effects. there are jazz clothes.
One of these days we may have jazz church services on the model of negro-revival meetings, and in that time there
will no doubt be found people to talk enthusiastically about the "renaissance of religion."
To return to the poetry of Mr. Vachel Lindsay, one may as well say at once that the enthusiasm of his
admirers has surpassed their discretion. Mr. Lindsay's poetry is not "jazz" in the sense that they imply, though it has
some characteristics of that spirit of emotional recklessness and abandon which is the contribution of the American
negro to modern life. The inspiration of Mr. Lindsay's verse is, in fact, negro lyricism and negro oratory, but this is
by no means to say that his work is not worthy of consideration by a civilized Man. On the contrary, Mr. Lindsay is a
genuine poet, with real power of expression, and much of his verse has a definite though strange and exotic beauty.
He was written all his verses with the definite intention that they should be read, or chanted aloud, and this intention,
of itself, gives the form to his work. His idea is to make a direct and facile appeal to the emotions of his audience,
and with this aim in mind, he plays with considerable skill upon the more primitive feelings. He is our nearest
modern counterpart to the prehistoric tribal poet, chanting his rude lays to rows of squatting savages in the glow of
the camp fires, suing them not only as an audience, but as an orchestra for the expression of emotion.
Take, for instance, a poem such as The Daniel Jazz. This poem tells the story of Daniel in the Lion's Den as
it might be told by a negro preacher. The person reciting the poem is called "the leader," and is enjoined to "train the
audience to roar like lions, and to join in the refrain, 'Go chain the lions down, before he begins to lead them in this
jazz." The poem is prefaced by "a strain of Dixie," followed with "a touch of Alexander's Rag-time Band," and from
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time to time the audience join in, with the reciter, roaring like lions as they have been taught, and chanting the
refrain:Darius the Mede was a king and a wonder
His eye was proud, and his voice was thunder.
He kept bad lions in a monstrous den.
He fed up the lions on Christian men.
Daniel was the chief hired man of the land
He stirred up the jazz in the palace band.
He whitewashed the cellar. He shoveled in the coal
And Daniel kept a-praying:-"Lord save my soul."
Daniel kept a-praying "Lord save my soul."
Daniel keep a-praying "Lord save my soul."
Daniel was the butler, swagger and swell.
He ran up stairs. He answered the bell
And he would let in whoever came a-calling:Saints so holy, scamps so appalling.
"Old man Ahab leaves his card.
Elisha and the bears are a-waiting in the yard.
Here comes Pharaoh and his snakes a-calling.
Here comes Cain and his wife a-calling'
Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego for teal
Here comes Jonah and the whale, and the Sea!
Here comes St. Peter and his fishing pole.
Here comes Judas and his silver a-calling.
Here comes old Beelzebub a-calling."
And Daniel kept a-praying:-"Lord save my soul."
Daniel kept a-praying:-Lord save my soul."
Daniel kept a-praying:-"Lord save my soul."
Then follows a description of Daniel's mother, and his sweetheart, "who washed and ironed for Darius every
week."
And she was the golden lily in the dew.
And she was as sweet as an apple on the tree
And she was as fine as a melon in the corn-field.
Gliding and lovely as a ship on the sea,(twice)
And she prayed to the Lord:-"Send Gabriel (twice)
King Darius said to the lions:-"Bite Danciel (twice) Bite him (thrice) Thus roared the lions:"We want Daniel, Daniel, Daniel,
We want Daniel, Daniel, Daniel.
Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr."
And Daniel did not frown, Daniel did not cry.
He kept on looking at the sky.
And the Lord said to Gabriel:"Go chain the lions down (4 times)
And Gabriel chained the lions (thrice)
And Daniel got out of the den (thrice)
And Darius said: "You're a Christian child,"
Darius said:- "You're a Christian child (twice)
And gave him his job again (thrice)
The reader who has got so far will have a very good idea of what is meant by jazz poetry as applied to the
work of Mr. Vachel Lindsay, and he will see, too, that it is by no means without a quality of its own. I am told that
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when Mr. Lindsay is reciting this poem, he carries his audience with him into a state of wild enthusiasm. One likes to
think of earnest lyric poets and grave professors, such as were present at the hearing of Mr. Mansfield's house,
roaring like lions, and chanting "Bite Daniel, Bite Daniel." It must have been a sight for the gods; but I expect, if one
had been there, one would have roared and chanted with the best.
The finest piece of work in the volume I have mentioned is a poem called The Congo-A Study of the Negro
Race. It is in three parts, the first picturing "their basic savagery, "the second" their irrepressible high spirits," and
the third "The hope of their religion." It is in many ways a striking poem, for it does succeed in giving the
atmosphere which in the course of ages has come to surround the idea of the black peoples in the mind of civilized
man. Nothing but a quotation, however, will do Mr. Lindsay justice:Fat black bucks in a wine-barrel room, Barrel-house kings, with feet unstable,
Sagged and reeled and pounded on the table, Pounded on the table,
Beat an empty barrel with the handle of a broom,
Hard as they were able. Boom, boom, Boom,
with a silk umbrella and the handle of a broom,
Boomlay, boomlay, boomlay, Boom
Then I had religion, then I had a vision.
I could not turn from their revel in derision.
Then I Saw the Congo, Creeping through the Black,
Cutting Through the Forest with a Golden Track.
Then along the riverbank a thousand miles,
tattooed cannibals danced in files;
Then I heard the boom of the blood-lust song
and a thigh-bone beating on a tin-pan gong.
And "Blood" screamed the whistles and the fifes of the warriors,
"Blood" screamed the skull-faced, lean witch-doctors,
"Whirl yea the deadly voo-doo rattle,
Harry the uplands, Steal all the cattle,
rattle-rattle, rattle-rattle Bing.
Boomlay, boomlay, boomlay, Boom,"
A roaring, epic, rag-time tune
from the mouth of the Congo
To the Mountains of the Moon.
Death is an Elephant, torch-eyed and horrible,
Foam-flanked and terrible. Boom, steal the pygmies,
Boom, kill the Arabs, Boom kill the white men,
Hoo, Hoo, Hoo. Listen to the yell of leopard's Ghost
burning in Hell for his hand-mained host.
Hear how the demons chuckle and yell
cutting his hands off, down in Hell.
Listen to the creepy proclamation,
blown through the lairs of the forest-nation,
Blown past white-ants' hill of clay,
blown past the marsh where the butterflies play:"Be careful what you do,
Or Mumbo-Jumbo, God of the Congo,
and all of the other Gods of the Congo,
Mumbo-Jumbo will hoo-doo you (thrice)
There are twenty poems in this book, and I wish I had heard Mr. Lindsay recite them. That is an experience
yet to come, and I am looking forward to the day when in the company of a few score others who will keep me in
face, I shall jazz to the tune of Boomlay, boomlay, boomlay, Boom. Like Jurgen in the story, I am willing to taste of
any drink once.
In the meantime, readers who are looking for an original book of recitations might with advantage send to
Messrs. Bell for a copy of this book. C. S. Evans.
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MAY – METRONOME
ARE AMERICAN HOTELS SPONSORING A TRULY NATIONAL MUSIC? The hotel man is doing
more for the real home grown product than societies that send our promising composers to Rome. By Carleton L.
Colby
The managers of our leading metropolitan hotels and amusement gardens who engage high price dance
orchestras for the entertainment of their patrons are indirectly doing more to promote the cause of American music
than any other class.
This statement seems a little absurd at first glance, particularly so when it will be recalled that all music
critics, newspaper paragraphers and professional reformers have raised their voices in concert protesting at what they
term "Jazz."
We hear a great deal about Opera in English and read long essays concerning the chances of developing
home grown Symphonic Composers, but most of the critics overlook the fact that a truly National music must be
based on the music of the masses. Every great composer from Bach and Beethoven down to the present has drawn
freely from the tunes of his own people. A Russian peasant will thrill at every note of a Tschaikowsky Symphony
because it is built up of songs he has sung and the rhythm to which he has danced. The Italian weeps when he hears
the long-drawn-out thirds and sixths of his infancy reflected in the Italian Opera. Yet our writers take every
opportunity to scoff at our own popular music and wonder why Yankees do not crowd the music halls to hear an
American Symphony based on African dirges written by a Bohemian, and fail to enthuse over an American Grand
Opera built around Indian themes.
We are at present developing a popular music that is fully as characteristic as that of any other nation and
through the efforts of those who engage these high-grade organizations, it is gradually assuming the proportions of
an entirely new art form. One could easily trace its evolution from the days of our first home ballads and country
dances with the later influences of ragtime and :"Jazz," until at the present time when musicians of symphonic caliber
are lending their art to blend the whole into a truly National music. Our dance tunes of today are much more
American than the so-called "American" language and, as played by these clever dance orchestras, are real music.
What is Good Music?
We do not expect Brahms' worshippers to acknowledge that there is any merit in our home grown product,
and Americans who have spent ten years of their lives studying theory in Leipzig will naturally be a little scornful. So
we come back to the old question, "What is good music?" To the gentlemen we have just mentioned, Hungarian
Dance Music, German Waltzes, or charming little pieces written in 1714 (the bass all on two notes) are all tolerable,
but anything of American production is impossible. And Saxophones and Banjos! - Good Night!
It is possible for dance tunes to have any artistic merit? Is "Alice in Wonderland" any less a classic because
"Macbeth" and "Paradise Lost" are literary masterpieces? Why compare "Narcissus" with "Thus Spake Zarathustra"?
Is not a little tone poem in fox-trot time with all the elements of melody and counter melody embellished with dainty
figurations, tricky rhythmical effects, modern harmony and constantly shifting tone color constructed by a writer of
natural ability and long training and played by an ensemble of real artists at least comparable with a Strauss Waltz?
Strauss Waltzes are good music, - ask any German musician.
But what has all this to do with landlords of hotels? you may ask. In the endeavor to give their patrons the
kind of entertainment that they desired, the country was scoured in search of talent for the formation of novelty dance
orchestras, attracted by offers of long engagements at unheard-of salaries. They found themselves playing beside
recruits from the Jazz orchestra, - those self-taught musicians with plenty of original ideas and much practical
experience. One learned from the other and the blend of ideas resulted in the formation of ensembles of an entirely
novel type; performers on brass instruments' with a technique hitherto unheard of and with an abundance of tricks
and effects of their own invention not to be found in the instruction books; wood wind players who could perform on
several different instruments with equal facility; young pianists brought up on Liszt and Chopin who turned to
American music from the sheer love of it and who furnish a shimmering, sparkling background of light, intricate
figuration to the ensemble.
These superb orchestras are a national evolution from the first jazz Bands - those wild exponents of
deliberate cacophony where all hands extemporized variations with maddening emphasis on uncanny minor thirds
while a solo instrument wailed out the major thirds of the Cantus Infirmus a half a beat behind or ahead of his fellow
conspirators. The whole proceeding was an intentional music joke.
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Our Jazz Legacy
Our legacy from these jesters of the court of music has been quite considerable, however. We have learned
the value of the saxophone family as actual musical instruments, - expressive, flexible and agile, blending beautifully
with the brass, wood or strings. They taught us the possibilities of many drummer's traps that, in the hands of a firstrate performer, are now extremely effective. They also willed us the Banjo, which has a legitimate place in dance
music. In phonographic records it is valuable for the purpose of marking the rhythm. In forte passages it is
undoubtedly effective, but many leaders seem to feel that its constant use is rather monotonous, and banjo players
who can "double" are in increasing demand.
With this wealth of material, these newly formed bands started the work of building. With the tunes of the
masses, - the songs that one hears whistled on the streets, - as a base, they constructed little fantasies of their own, not impromptu, but carefully worked out and rehearsed, - each man contributing his quota of ideas. The regular
printed orchestrations gave them ample opportunity for the display of their peculiar talents, but, in many cases, some
of the players had sufficient knowledge of musical theory to work out quite original arrangements.
However, they soon reached their limit. It was like a dramatic company writing their own plays. Therefore,
they found it necessary to make it worth the time of musicians skilled in the arts of orchestration who had thorough
grounding in counterpoint and construction to score their fox-trot rhapsodies. Another interchange of ideas followed
and the new dance form began to take shape.
Here we have the nucleus of a real American School of Music. Music for Americans played by Americans
in a thoroughly characteristic manner and like nothing else under the sun. Let our ambitious symphonists gather their
material from this native field, - a harmonic idiom different from anything to be found in the text books, rhythmical
effects absolutely bewildering, new tone colors, a vastly improved technique in the brass instruments, the
introduction of instruments not generally used in orchestras, tricks of voice-leading in the inner parts that are
startling in their novelty. Study these and apply them to symphonic music. Learn the possibilities of the trombone,
the trumpet, the chimes and the saxophone family from these new angles, - then we may talk about the American
Symphony.
Unlimited Possibilities
The players and the arrangers have just awakened to the possibilities of this new field and are constantly
striving for something better. Some of our best orchestral arrangers are devoting their entire time to the construction
of fantasies in fox-trot time for the use of these organizations, and although much of the thematic material is derived
from the popular songs of the day, the tendency seems to be in the other direction, original themes that are suited for
orchestral development, which may be remodeled into songs of a later period.
Owing to the desire for exclusive material, most of these orchestras engage an arranger versed in the
intricacies of their craft to supply them with made to order poems, - which they keep locked up in the vault, - and the
outsider who wishes to ascertain the secrets of this new magic will need a highly developed ear for music and a
couple of assistants to help him take down shorthand notes.
We will acknowledge that there is an occasional tendency to revert to the merely funny noises of our great
national joke. "Jazz," but, in spite of that, we are bound to realize something artistically worth while, and the chances
are that our National Music of the Future will owe more to the Hotel Man that unconsciously laid its foundations,
than to the Societies that subscribe large sums to send our promising young composers to Rome.

MAY 31 - MUSIC COURIER
REPRESENTATIVES OF 2,000,000 WOMEN, MEETING IN ATLANTA, VOTE TO ANNIHILATE
JAZZ - General Federation of Women's clubs, with Delegations from 40,000 Clubs in Attendance Pass Resolution to
Attack Jazz throughout the country-Biennial Convention Proves Most successful. Atlanta Ga., May 15.-Among the
many interesting resolutions passed by the General Federation of Women's Clubs, at the biennial in Atlanta which
ended May 12, was a move to annihilate jazz in the United States. Delegations from forty thousand clubs
representing two million members discussed and passed the resolution. Among the leaders of the crusade are Mrs.
Basil Manley Boykin, president of the Atlanta Women's club; Mrs. Norman C. Sharpe, chairman of the state
committee on citizenship, and Mrs. Alonzo Richardson, vice-president of the Atlanta Music Festival Association.
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The subject was summed up by one of the speakers as follows: "Jazz is having a bad effect on our girls and boys and
on society in general. It must go and concerted action by the women's clubs of America will wipe it out of existence.
Let us furnish real music for our young folks-but no jazz."
Among the interesting social affairs which made up a large part of the week devoted by the biennial council
of the G. F. W. C. was the press banquet given on May 7 with Lessie Stringfellow Read of Fayetteville, Ark., editor
of the Federation News, as the guest of honor and Mrs. McCord Roberts, Atlanta press chairman, as
toastmaster.....etc.

JUNE - ETUDE
THE JAZZ FIDDLER - The "Jazz fiddler-you have heard him-you hear him every day, at dances, hotels,
restaurants, vaudeville, and sometimes in regular theatrical productions, whining, yowling and shrieking like a lost
soul in the feline Hades.
The United States has the doubtful honor of having given birth to a new school of violin playing-the jazz.
Starting as a novelty a few years ago, the jazz band and orchestra have multiplied like the rabbits in Australia.
Unfortunately the popularity of this type of music has grown in like ratio. Every little we hear that "jazz" is dying
out; but this does not seem to be the case, and its popularity still seems to be in the ascendant. the great majority of
the dance music of the American people is of the jazz description. When a dance orchestra is to be engaged even our
society people almost invariably engage the "Syncopating snorters," instead of the Mozart Sextette. The young
people seem to prefer to dance to jazz. The applause which greets the efforts of jazz performers, at hotels, restaurants
and vaudeville shows proves that it is extremely popular with the people.
Glissando ad Nauseam
The art of the jazz violinist, if art it can be called, is founded on the continual use of the glissando that is,
unbroken one-finger slides, ad nauscam. Now, nothing is more sickening to the ear of an educated violinist, or the
refined ear of a real musician, than the constant use of these un-broken slides. It is true that the glissando is
occasionally introduced in artistic and legitimate violin playing; but this is only at rare intervals and in passages
where it heightens the expression and is acceptable to a cultivated ear.
The jazz fiddler does all his shifting by the one-finger route, and even at times slides between notes in the
first position, where no shifting is involved.
Expressed in notation, the jazz player would make the shift given as below:
Example 1

In both cases there would be a one-finger slide to the top note. The educated violinist would play such a
passage as follows:
Example 2

It will be noted in this manner of shifting that the second finger slides only to B, when the fourth finger
strikes the note D forcibly. The slide is thus broken at the note B, and there is no slide from B to D, thus obviating
the whining effect of the unbroken slide. As the shift is made very rapidly, the small note B is not heard, and the
effect on the ear is that of a clean legato from G to D. The effect of the continuous slide is broken, and the result is
most artistic.
Imitations
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Some jazz fiddlers also introduce bird calls and imitations of animals in their playing, together with all
manner of grotesque noises which they are able to imagine. It is likely that the jazz players borrowed their ideas of
this continuous sliding from the old-time country fiddlers who were strong for the slide, and never lost an
opportunity of employing it. There is something in the taste of uneducated musicians, and their hearers, who are
capable of comprehending only the lower types of music, which seems to find keen delight in these continuous onefinger slides. We find the same grace (?) employed by the jazz slide-trombone players. I often have had pupils apply
for lessons who had learned to play the violin by ear, or "air," as they called it, and who had taken as their model
some country fiddler, who would do all their shifting with one-finger slides, and would even slide the fingers
between notes in the first position, frequently. They considered this sliding a great beauty, and it was often very
difficult to wean them away from the habit.
Primitive people and savages like this sliding. The Chinese fiddle has only one string, and no fingerboard,
so naturally, Chinese fiddle technic is a case of "slide-slide-slide." Still I know of not a few musicians who would
as soon listen to a Chinese orchestra as an American jazz orchestra with its whining fiddlers, moaning saxophones,
plunking banjos and whanging cow-bells."
The Primitive Fiddle
The Arabian fiddle, and those of many Oriental countries also have had one string and no fingerboard; so
their manipulation is also very much a case of the slide.
The present vogue of jazz will surely do a great deal of injury to the musical taste of the rising generation,
and to the development of our young violinists. In addition to the outlandish noises produced by the jazzers, the style
of compositions produced by the composers of "jazz" of the present day is banal and demoralizing to the last degree.
how can a young violinist or other music student listen to this stuff constantly, without having his taste corrupted: We
have this "blues" and the blues," and all sorts of demoralizing rubbish, written in the worst possible taste and
examples of the lowest type of music.
If jazz was only heard occasionally by our young people as a burlesque on what true music should be, it
would not be so bad: but when they go to one or two dances a week and listen to it from three to five hours in one
evening, besides hearing it frequently at parties, receptions, and other social gatherings as well as at the theaters, it
cannot but have a serious effect in a musical way on the growing mind of the young.
The only possible use I can see in jazz, to the young violinist or music student, is that when listening to it he
should try to impress on his mind to avoid as far as possible the style and execution of the music he is listening to
and he ought to listen to very, very little of it even for this purpose. If a young person associates with refined,
cultivated people, who talk good grammar, with pleasing, well-modulated tones, be instinctively grows like them. If
he associates with rough boors, whose conversation teems with bad grammar, profanity, and bad taste, he will also
come to be like them. It is the same with the young musical student who listens to jazz many yours a week; he will
likewise become corrupted in musical taste, and his performance on his instrument will thus suffer.

JUNE - VANITY FAIR
JAZZ: A BRIEF HISTORY A consideration of Negro harmonies and Modern Dance Music by Samuel
Chotzinoff - Every so often someone writes to a newspaper about Jazz. The writer, with an almost religious fervor,
dissects the current popular tunes, assures us of their utter vulgarity, and finds in them the source of all sorts of
contemporary degeneration. The spirits of all the great composers from Bach to Brahms are invoked; with a simple
enumeration of these names the writer considers his case settled, and is content to remain, etc., "one who loves
music"...
There is at once a rush to arms. The head of the Music department of a well-known college thanks the writer
for his clarion admonition. It is about time, he thinks, that we return to a state of sanity. There are at present
languishing any number of refined American composers whose only chance of a public hearing lies in the hands of a
fashionable but ineffectual Society for the encouragement of American Music. America, he goes on, does nothing for
its native Music, while the smallest nation on the Continent builds opera houses, grants subsidies and altogether
considers music an important enough business for governmental interference. The result is that, while the German
peasant goes about his work whistling the Andante from Brahm's Fourth, the American man in the street goes about
whistling "Stumbling" or "Yoo-Hoo" or whatever vulgarity is at the moment in the ascendant.
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To this there is a stinging reply from the president of a popular music-publishing company, insisting that the
music published by his house is clean entertainment for the masses. He points to the reverent treatment of the
domestic virtues, the deification of parenthood and the little old homestead. To clinch the argument there soon
appears an interview with a famous pianist who avers that he is just crazy about Jazz and finds it a great relaxation
after a concert of serious music. This sort of thing recurs ad infinitum...
The Invasion of Europe
Meanwhile, the popularity of American jazz music, both here and abroad, is beyond dispute. As far back as
1920-and in the history of Jazz that is a long time-most of the large cities in Europe had succumbed. In the winter of
that year I found in most of the cafes of Paris two orchestras: an American Jazz band and the usual French orchestra
which played only tango and waltzes. While the French band played, most of the patrons remained at their tables;
with the first crash of American banjo and snare-drum, there was a rising en masse and a rush for the floor. In
London the better hotels and dance-clubs had imported American bands. In Berlin, though the music was entirely
American, the orchestra were native, with a consequent loss, it must be added, of brilliancy and "pep."
It is not surprising that America and England, nations without a musical culture or tradition of their own,
have embraced Jazz; but that France, with a peculiar and definite musical idiom extending over a period of several
centuries, and that Germany-which has been to music what Italy has been to painting-have both succumbed so wholly
to Jazz music, is astonishing. A serious analysis and appraisal of Jazz should reveal either a degradation of the
artistic sensibilities of nations hitherto notable in the development of music, or new and unsuspected merits in the
quality of the American creation.
The failure of America to develop a definite musical art is often explained from many points of view by
economists, ethnologists, historians and psychologists. But from a musician's viewpoint, the chief deterrent is the
absence of a comprehensive body of folk-tunes. That, as a basis and quarry yielding solid, earthy matter for the artist
to weld into whatever form the combination of national and individual genius makes possible, seemed to be nonexistent. I say seemed, because we are only now unearthing a mass of such folk-tunes under the name of Negro
spirituals which have lain buried for half a century. In their stead we have had the negro paraphrases of Stephen
Foster, a refined drawing-room emanation of these tunes. These have had a tremendous vogue here and have passed
for indigenous negro tunes abroad. Though they have charm and a certain simplicity these paraphrases are pure
white, and bear the same relation to the real Negro that a current Irish vaudeville song bears to a genuine, ancient
Irish folk-tunes, like "Molly Brannigan."
The Birth of "Lisa Jane"
But the genuine Negro spirituals (first introduced here by Alma Gluck) are, in their way, comparable to the
folk tunes of any European nation. They are the musical expression of a great group of American peasants, who
became identified with the native soil through a century of compulsory labor on it. The music that arose from them
was a confused mixture of vague African apprehensions, the breath of the fields and a crazy, devout Methodism
which had become mystical through a realization that only in religion could they find escape from hopeless slavery.
Thus many of these Spirituals attain a lyrical rapture in their adoration of God and their expectation of the promised
comforts in Heaven compared with which even the psalms of David seem to lack fire. The sheer musical quality
peculiar to these tunes is not less remarkable, and, strange as it may seem, it is this which forms the basis and salient
peculiarity of present-day jazz.
The negro spiritual has two characteristics: one, an insistent and lively two-four rhythm which, being
started, is carried along by the momentum of its start. This almost living beat is the base for every kind of sentiment
and passion the negro slave felt and expressed. It is the frame for the naive I Got A Shoe and the passionately
mystical I Couldn't Hear Nobody Pray. It is this relentless pushing onward of the music that carries swiftly over
sentimentalities and strengthens extravagant ecstasies. His confused reaction to a complex and alien religion is borne
with a pathetic dignity on the stream of this throbbing mingling of time and sound.
The other characteristic of this music, of course an outgrowth of the first, is its physical effect on the
listener. In the Negroes themselves it produced a sort of rhapsodical epilepsy of which the lingering effects may be
observed in street-corner negro revivalists, and indeed in the antics of our own Billy Sunday, who not unwisely
adopted the negro idea. The effect of this rhythm on the white race is not less marked, though less extravagantly so.
There is an irresistible inclination to bodily time-marking: a lifting of shoulders, a rolling of eyes, a swaying of the
head (the latter a conspicuous feature, I believe, of what is known as "collegiate" dancing). There is an inevitable
longing to let this extraordinary rhythmic force take possession of one's body and works its will-like the devils that
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were believed to enter the bodies of sinners in mediaeval or Puritan times. The reaction to this rhythm is universal
and as compelling as a natural force.
The Triumph of the Negro
At the end of the eighties the negro who had come north discovered the commercial value of his own
reaction to his own music. He went on the stage and delighted white audiences with dances of a character elemental,
whole-hearted and extravagant, quite alien to the deliberate and lifeless gyrations to which the whites were
accustomed. His native religious music could hardly have an appreciable effect on white people or even on the, by
this time, free and equal Northern blacks. He retained the vital and living rhythm of his folk-tune as a foundation and
lure and, on that, he erected a structure of entertainment that should represent and flatter the taste of the day. He
danced the cake-walk, in elaboration of the courtly minuet, which he galvanized into life by a substitution of the twofour for the three-four beat. He "strutted". He jigged. Soon the demand for negro entertainers outgrew the supply,
and white dancers and comedians found it profitable to cork their faces and imitate their more gifted colored
competitors. The black-faced minstrel show became the vogue and earned large profits.
Meantime, it must be noted, the advance of the black entertainer in public favor imposed a corresponding
deterioration in the quality of his stuff. The native element became threadbare; these shows became whiter and
whiter until nothing remained but a rhythmical patter of feet.
The Irish Movement
The quality of the white American contribution to the gaiety of that same period was a mixture of vulgarity
and sentimentality, unredeemed by any suggestion of vigor or health. At that time New York was Irish: the Irish
immigration had reached its height and the Tammany Hall organization was in complete possession of the city.
America was singing Sweet Rosy O'Grady, Tammany and numerous similar ditties. The languid waltz was in the
ascendant and the average topical song was at heart a waltz.
The subject matter, when not Irish , sang of the beauties of a Sunday afternoon in the merry month of June
and the boundless opportunities for a spoon in Central Park or at the Coney Island sea-escape. The amorous effect of
the waltz were celebrated in the famous Waltz Me Around Again, Willie. A deeper note was struck by things like My
Evening Star, which the late Lillian Russell used to sing so devoutly, or in The Mansion of Aching Hearts. The
victory over Spain was responsible for a plague of childishly patriotic songs, for the most part in waltz time. Break
the New to Mother was both melting and danceable.
All this is not far removed from the present-day lyric; but the difference lies here; in the old songs, the
meanness of the musical frame reveled piteously and starkly the utter puerility of the words, whereas the lyric of the
contemporary popular song is apt to have a musical setting that is sufficient and altogether absolving.
In the period of which I have been speaking the music of the Broadway revue was a little less obvious than
that of the popular song, a little bolder in invention. In the hands of trained musicians like Victor Herbert this music
attained a kind of respectable distinction. But it lacked the inherent vitality to give it genuine popularity. the
entertainments concocted by George M. Cohan were no better, though he advanced the metronome a few notches.
He, too, took his cue from the jigging negro.
It is worth noticing that this conglomerate of popular art was unknown and unheeded outside America. Here
musicians treated it with contempt. It never attained to the dignity of controversy. On the Continent, where there had
evolved a lighter music of charm and distinction, it was quite unknown.
Mister Jazz Himself
There were at that time in New York, and probably in other cities as well, a number of dance halls of a
livelier character than the usual "Academies" frequented by the polite youth of the metropolis. These were in the
negro quarter, run by Negroes, at first, for their own race. Gradually, white folk, weary of the uninspired, insipid
tum-tum-tum of their own dance orchestras, visited these questionable places and discovered a regime of the liveliest
description. In smoke-filled back-rooms of saloons circulated dancers engaged in tortuous and unseemly evolutions
to the blare of barbaric, blatant orchestras.
The instruments were as nondescript as the players. A piano stripped of its top and bottom coverings, the
complete mechanism showing like the skeleton of a prehistoric monster. A few fiddles, a saxophone, a banjo a drum
and endless instruments for the making of sheer noise. Whistles, cymbals, cocoanut shells, narrles, all manipulated
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with amazing dexterity by the person at the drum. The entire orchestra behaved not unlike a party of dancing
dervishes. They sang as they layed, leaned forward, stood up in their chairs, moaned, flung instruments into the air
and recovered them without missing a beat. This madness communicated itself to the dancers on the floor; they
swayed and clung to one another in a manner then considered shocking.
The tunes played by these orchestras were, for the most part, negro improvisations but, also, they "ragged"
the current tunes. That is to say, they subjected these tunes to a rhythmical metamorphosis. The erstwhile waltz or
two-step, ambling sluggishly along, became, in their hands, a fervent quickstep. The familiar and anemic complexion
of these familiar melodies was charged and quickened with the old irresistible beat of the spiritual.
The thing caught on quickly and only waited on some astute person to secure its complete acceptance by
toning down its racial extravagances. The tradition must not be too abrupt. The new music was presented to the
public by Mr. Irving Berlin, not directly as a complete invention of his own, but a sort of innuendo. In Alexander's
Rag-Time Band, Mr. Berlin called universal attention to the quality of a mythical orchestra than which there was
none better in the land. All must come and hear this paragon of bands which, in Mr. Berlin's description, resembled
exactly the type of band I have just described. (A later and immensely popular song, The Memphis Blues, describes
a band which is not mythical, but actual.) The musical setting of Alexander, although only a respectful paraphrase of
a negro rag, was revolutionary. It was, in the current phrase, a riot; and it and its immediate prototypes had no
trouble at all in completely replacing the then popular ballad. Moreover, this sort of tune made necessary new and
more alluring dance steps, and the Negro walk and shuffle at once took the place of the waltz and two-step. The
turkey and other animation "trots" enjoyed an ubiquitous transplanting from the stuffy negro dens of their birth.
Alexander's Triumph
Following closely on Alexander came a tune, Everybody's Doing It, which testified to the completeness of
the revolution. They were, and still are. The Republic succumbed completely to the new dances and the new music.
Mr. Berlin and his confreres were indefatigable and they were handsomely rewarded. Everything was "ragged". Old
songs were exhumed. Even sacred ditties were not inviolable. Everything, from "Home, Sweet Home" to the scale,
was grist for this syncopated, rhythmic mill.
In time the popular ear became ready for the complete assimilation of the undiluted music of the negro
bands. One heard orchestras which erupted into climaxes of wailing trombones, shrieking whistles and farmyard
noises of a chromatic sort, which resembled nothing that had ever been heard before. This was Jazz. The complete
lack of restraint and the frequent degeneration of this music into mere noise made it impossible to listen to it for any
length of time, and it enjoyed only a short and brazen popularity. Its point of excellence were abundant, however,
and these were subsequently refined and developed into the extraordinary expression which is the Jazz of today.
In this development and refinement the trained executants played a significant part. The absorption in the
new dances created a new situation for musicians. Heretofore the dance orchestras were recruited from among
players of small talent whose equipment was inadequate to the demands of a Symphony orchestra, or even of a good
theater or hotel. The demand for good jazz bands and the inability of the old-time dance musicians to satisfy the
yearning for more piquant rhythms and more variety in the accompaniments and middle voices, inevitably brought a
better class of musicians into the field. These organized bands of their own. On the material at hand they lavished the
resources of executants well-trained in the musical classics.
The printed music was found to be less complex than the skill of the players. The men began to ornament
the melodies, to fill in the inner voices. unconsciously, they aimed at a presentation approximating the ingenuity and
complexity of a symphonic performance. The raucous brasses, though not deprived of their chromatic setting, were
muted to a silver pianissimo. Drums and all noisy accessories were discarded and the business of the old, inflexible,
negro-spiritual rhythm, which remained, as ever, the foundation, was given to banjo and piano and the profound
double-bass. The oboe, clarinet and saxophone roamed in rich freedom the wide area between the melody and the
bass, enveloping and clouding the angular frame in suave, elastic, melodious counterpoint, while muted horns blow a
soft contour, like a wind which fills a sail.
New and startling rhythms were essayed and seemed to confuse the accustomed steps of the dancers not at
all. Though alarming at first, these excursions were found not to interfere with the recurrent one-two beat. As it
shuffled along, the public ear was assailed by bizarre and exotic harmonies. People danced along in a sensuous
dream to music tricked out in a haunting splendor which had no musical counterpart. The inflexible negro rhythm, a
freedom of treatment unheard of in a dance form, and a diabolical ingenuity in orchestration, had achieved a beauty
in form and presentation, if not in content, quite new to musical art.
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Musical Education
Through the development of dance music-the evolution I have described covered somewhat over twenty
years-the American people acquired what may be termed a musical literacy. Through it they became aware of
rhythm, and rhythm is the life of music. Secure on this basis they were free to assimilate the strange harmonies, the
sudden modulations, of contemporary jazz. The man in the street, transplanted suddenly from the Palais Royal to
Carnegie Hall, where a symphony was in progress, would experience a sense of familiarity with the external, the
structural form of the symphony, hitherto possible to trained musicians only.
Not long ago, the harmonies of Debussy, Ravel and other modern extremists, outraged the sensibilities of a
formidable number of excellent musicians. These harmonies now sound quite natural and almost simple to the
habitus, of dance-halls and the owners of phonographs! A person who can hum Stumbling for example, with its
difficult alternation of violently contrasting rhythms, will find no difficulty with Brahms. Of course I mean technical
difficulty; the same person will not therefore be able to surmise the emotional content of a Beethoven quartette. But
there his limitation is only that of the performer who has sufficient technique to play a great concerto but is lacking in
the mental equipment to envisage the ideas in it. Brahms Wiegenlied is simplicity itself compared to Everybody Step,
yet the former is beautiful music while the latter is only extremely clever jazz.
It is an interesting indication of the pervasion among the masses of this sort of musical sophistication, a
musical literacy, that the virtuoso bands of the hotels and dance-salons are now used as "acts" in vaudeville houses.
People are happy just to sit and listen. And these are really virtuoso bands: they produce a tone often mellower and
richer than one hears in the concert halls. The audiences that listen to these bands are acquiring more than a
sophisticated musical idiom; they are beginning to sensitize their eardrums, a difficult and subtle educational process.
Our Contribution to Music
But this music needs no apology. Created-and recently again stimulated-by the musical talent of the negro,
it constitutes the musical contribution of this country and it is a genuine and legitimate contribution. In Shuffle Along
its verve, simplicity and ardor have again rejuvenated the spineless and degenerate American musical-comedy.
Besides the usual negro rhythmic buoyancy, the music of this show revealed lyric and dramatic qualities of a high
order. The setting of Kiss Me, for example, is amazingly dramatic, passionately sincere. (These qualities are totally
absent, of course, from the crude lyric.)
That large body of songs known as "The Blues", of infinite variety, is an interesting by-products; they
reflect the various reactions of the unsophisticated negro soul to a not altogether perfect Universe. They have here an
emotional, as well as the rhythmic, kinship with the old negro spiritual. The rhythm is distinct, though languid; the
"blue" state is indicated by an appropriate monotony of melody.
The negro genius has been chiefly responsible for whatever musical development America can boast. It is
that genius which has produced the American jazz, the only distinct and original idiom we have. It, and not the music
of MacDowell and Foster and a host of imitators of the German and French, is the musical speech of this country.

JUNE - METRONOME
"Wolverine Blues" A big hit as featured by New Orleans Rhythm Kings. Some few months ago the New
Orleans Rhythm Kings (formerly Friars Society Orchestra) made their first record for the Gennett Company, which
became popular immediately.
This organization came to Chicago some eighteen months ago from New Orleans to fill an engagement at
Friars In where they have become big favorites with the dance enthusiasts of that city. They have just recently
resumed their title of "New Orleans Rhythm Kings," which was the name of the band before it came to Chicago.
Their style of playing is typical of the rhythm played by all southern bands, and their records have a dance punch that
is irresistible. "Wolverine Blues," one of their latest recordings, promises to be one of the biggest selling dance
records they have ever made, and they feature the number nightly upon their dance program at Friars Inn. This
number was written by J. Spikes, B. Spikes and Jelly Roll Morton. It was brought to Chicago and introduced at
Lincoln Gardens by Joe Oliver and his Creole Jazz Band, and was an instantaneous hit. Chicago orchestra leaders
began making inquiries about the number and were informed that it was as yet unpublished.
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About this time, Walter Melrose of the Melrose Bros. Music Co. happened to drop in to Lincoln Gardens
and upon hearing the number also became very enthusiastic over it. Negotiations were started at once with the
writers on the coast for publishing rights, and within a week's time, the deal was completed.
The number has been recorded on practically all mechanicals, from manuscript copy, and will be released in
sheet music form immediately. There will also be an immediate release of the orchestrations. Melrose Bros. Music
Co. are planning an extensive campaign on the number and begin real work on it about May 1.

JULY 5 - MUSIC COURIER
JAZZ AGAIN - Sitting on the Pennsylvania roof the other evening to listen to Vincent Lopez and his
orchestra, Rudolph Wurlitzer and his violin expert, J. C. Freeman, were espied across the way, doing the same thing.
"Wurlitzer instruments?"
"Of course, all through."
Well, if there is a lovelier saxophone tone produced anywhere than by the three Lopez artists and their
instruments, it is not on this earth. Alfredo Casella, the distinguished Italian composer, showed his musical acumen
by hitting upon jazz and jazz orchestras as the one original American contribution to music and rhapsodizing about
them in an Italian musical magazine. He surely must have heard the Lopez orchestra, for there is none which excels
it, either in the music played or in the manner of playing it. It is the sublimation of rhythm. Whoever makes the
orchestrations has an uncanny knowledge of the possibilities of its instrumental combination (two trumpets,
trombone, tuba, three saxophones, violin ,banjo, piano, celesta and drums) which on paper seems thin and
heterogeneous but is magnificently effective in practice.
It must be that musical gentlemen who protest against jazz have never really heard a first class orchestra of
that kind. To do so and refuse to acknowledge that jazz is a legitimate branch of music, indigenously American-as
nothing else is-and with twice as good an excuse for existence as most of the modern vapidities, is simply to
proclaim oneself a narrow-minded musical reactionary.

JULY 12 - MUSIC COURIER
CASELLA ON JAZZ Here is a very interesting extract from an article written by Alfredo Casella for the
Italian paper, La Critica Musicale, translated for the Boston Transcript. Although Mr. Casella is quite mistaken in
referring to jazz as "negro music," we have seen no more just appreciation of it than the following:
Among all the sonorous impressions that a musician may have experienced in the United States, that which
dominates every other by its originality, its force of novelty and even of modernism, its stupendous dowry of
dynamics and of propulsive energy, is, without doubt, the Negro music, called jazz. To explain what jazz is, is
impossible with an ordinary vocabulary. And it is impossible, most of all, because it treats of an art made solely of
continuous improvisations, of incessant rhythmic force, of constant energetic mobility. The occasional decadent
examples of jazz which we have had here and there in Europe do not give,, even faintly, an idea of that most curious
music. Hear, for example, the jazz of Ted Lewis. Few instruments; a trombone, a piano, a xylophone, besides Lewis
himself, who plays the saxophone unless he takes the clarinet or sings or talks to the public. There is also a fifth
individual who, single-handed, manipulates a small arsenal of instruments of percussion: cymbals, Chinese block,
drum and what not. But this dispassionate cataloguing of persons and things signifies nothing. The point, above all,
worth while-and it is amazing-is the instrumental technic of those men Alas! friend Luizzi, with how much solicitude
you explained to me months ago, on these same pages, the individual uses and moods of the oboe, pastoral; of the
clarinet, affectionate; of the trombone, passionate- (you neglected to state, solemn). Friend Luizzi, I say, you would
be overcome to hear a trombone that capers about and vocalizes muted and without dignity; a saxophone which
almost as distinctly as the human voice, appears to speak American; a piano such as Chopin or Liszt would not have
dared to dream of; a clarinet, gossiping and brawling like a gay, fickle little woman; and, finally, a Chinese block,
cheerful instead of terrible; a drum, impertinent rather than warlike; and a xylophone, insinuating and caressing
instead of macabre.
If this instrumental technic is unusual and bewildering, not less so are the aesthetic values revealed through
it. Art that is-art composed, first of all, of rhythm; of a brutal rhythm often; of a rhythm of other times sweet and
lascivious; but always rhythm of a barbaric effectiveness which would raise the dead; rhythm, which, on account of
its persistency, its tremendous motive force brings to mind not rarely, the more heroic pages of Beethoven or of
Stravinsky.
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JULY - METRONOME
THE JAZZING JAPANESE by Grace Thompson Seton - (in the New York Times' Magazine). The
Japanese are jazzing by day and by night. The "foreign craze" trips merrily on it s way through the sacred traditions
of Nipponese etiquette and of the home. Although not quite so fashionable, the foreign fever is even more popular
than last year, and the new Imperial Hotel, beautiful, bizarre, unique, in Tokyo, is its temple. On its dancing floor
almond-eyed faces, peeping out from huge black coiffures, the slim, narrow-whipped figures of its devotees in their
rich kimonos and gorgeous obis, are to be seen several times a week, whenever there is a the or Souper Dansant.
And they make a curious, brilliant picture. Girls and young married women manage the intricate steps of the
jazz in tabi and zorii with surprising case. When one considers that the Japanese foot is encased in tight-fitting linen
gloves with a separation for the big tow called the tabi and then slipped into a straw, heelless sandal held in place by
two thongs, called the zorii, the performance is little short of miraculous. Some of the clever ones have had the two
sewed together, which looks much more comfortable. All of the Japanese men I saw dancing were in foreign clothes.
Most of the women wear the native dress, even though the long steps of the dance often spoil the straight lines of the
kimono, which etiquette demands always should be "just so." Another popular place for the native dancers, though
not so "smart," is Tsurumi, on the way to Yokohama. However, the upper-class woman is still shy about public
places, and the grip of custom still causes her to do her jazzing at private parties.
Effects of the Foreign Dance
One naturally asks if the mixed social dance has come to stay in Nippon, and what is its effect? Also will it
be a factor in breaking the rigid etiquette and form another wedge in the wall of custom that has kept the well-born
lady of the kimono strictly in her home? Will it cause a social let-down?
Foreign dancing undoubtedly has come to stay. It is much in evidence in Tokyo and has spread into
Yokohama, Osaka and Kobe, although not to any extent outside of the big cities. The majority of dancers are
foreign-trained students, who got the spirit of the dance by contact with Western life. What will be the effect upon
national life is a problem occupying many thinking Japanese. In the main they approve of it-with reservations. That
is, they approve of the social principle it involves, of bringing young people together in a more informal way. Dr.
Takuma Dan, a Harvard graduate, around whom revolves the activities of the House of Mitsui, had this to say
"I approve of the mixed dancing, but we have to go slow. It is dangerous for our young girl, brought up in
the purely Japanese way, and who therefore never sees outsiders except in a formal way. She has been taught that she
must embrace no man except her husband. It is confusing and dangerous. But to the girl who has had a foreign
education, who has spent two or three years in the United States, it is all right. She has got the spirit of the thing and
it is good. it allows a proper opportunity for the sexes to meet before marriage as Americans do Our marriage
arrangements will be the last of our customs to change. We are adopting very fast all sorts of Western customs and
practices, but parents will arrange the marriages of their children for a long time yet. The so-called love matches
which now occasionally take place are rarely happy. My son goes to dances. My daughters have not learned as yetthey are all married and have their duties."
Indeed, every Japanese wife, no matter how well placed, has her "duties." She is the housekeeper, first, last
and always, and gives to her work the attention and personal service rarely met with in our country. However, the
new woman has arrived in Japan, as elsewhere, and many progressive women are alive to the need of a broader
education and life for Miss Cherry Blossom and Madame Maple Leaf
Mrs. Akiko Yosano, a poet and educator of girls, approves of jazz and of "free action" dancing generally. In
her ultra-modern school she has instituted classes for the Greek and Russian forms of the terpsichorean art that the
Japanese mind may learn Europeans rhythm.
Decorous Dancing
Although I saw a great many kimonoed women dancing, I never saw anything but the most proper manners
and most conventional garb, and I am still looking for the enticing frock of the diaphanous texture.
The reason why dancing in public places is taken up gingerly by the better class woman is because mixed
dancing always has been associated with the geisha and tea house festivities, between which and the well-brought-up
lady there is an impassable gulf. Occasionally a geisha is seen at the Imperial Hotel dancing with a man socially
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prominent, and this brings about a conflict of old and new ideas in the mind of the high-class woman, which usually
results in her staying at home. The occasional introduction of a geisha upon the polite dancing floor arises from
another anomaly. With us the pampered male picks and chooses his partners in lordly fashion, whereas the dancing
bachelor in Japan has a limited supply of partners, because the Japanese husband as yet permits his wife to dance
only with trusted friends. and a geisha need not necessarily be an impossible person. In old times the geisha had
much influence on the men, and through them, on the politics of the country. The Marchioness Okuma was a geisha,
and a charming and cultivated one of good birth. Highly respected, she was one of the class who served as a geisha
to help out the fortunes of her family.
But the whole geisha business ought to be done away with, as it is a menace to the home. Whether the
geisha be moral or immoral she is in the position of the "other woman," and one-trained to be amusing at that, which
puts the home-making wife at a disadvantage. therefore it would seem the part of wisdom for the intelligent Madame
Kimono to learn to jazz with her husband and his friends, and not leave the important business of entertainment to a
professional class.
Unusual circumstances have played their part in popularizing jazz in Japan, the number of returned foreign
students, the foreign legations and visitors, with the social functions incidental to them; the Prince Regent's run
around the world, seeing how the other half lives, and the visit of the heir to the British throne.
At the lepers' ball fifty to seventy-five Japanese ladies were to be seen on the dancing floor. The wife of the
military attach‚ to the American Embassy chaperoned twelve little girls from the peeresses' School, all good dancers,
trained in this exclusive school where the daughters of the imperial families and peers receive their education.
This Lepers' ball is a great social event, which for twenty years has been held under the auspices of either
the American or British embassy, and under the patronage of an Imperial Princess on the Japanese side. The money
goes toward the maintenance of a leper hospital, which is a valuable, nay, priceless, institution in a country where
there is much yet to be done in the relief of these afflicted ones.
The Princess Kitushirukawa, now in Europe, danced with the Prince of Wales at the great ball given in his
honor, and the Princess Nashimoto, a noted court beauty and a great belle, daughter of Marchioness Nabishima and
now an Imperial Princess, also was one of the Prince's dancing partners. Her Imperial Highness, Hygashi Fushimi,
the ranking Princess, opened the ball with him, having taken lessons especially for the occasion. Needless to say she
was the centre of all eyes as, ablaze with jewels, in foreign dress, she started to negotiate the two-step on that historic
occasion.
There is no doubt that the coming of the Prince of Wales and the festivities planned for his visit caused a
spread of jazz among the upper class of society, and , of course, quickly and joyously throughout the middle class.
In a country where precedents count so largely, for the Imperial Princesses to trip through the two-step or
the fox trot put the stamp of propriety upon a performance that had been looked upon askance by most of the noble
parents of budding womanhood. On the other hand, at the recent opening of the new ballroom of the Imperial Hotel,
I noticed a father, mother and five daughters, ranging from 19 to 7 years of age. the father, who had been in America,
said he had brought the younger ones so that they might become accustomed to the dance and get rid of their
shyness, and have the right point of view toward the new social order under which young girls and young men meet
informally. At this same table I saw a new product of the jazz, the Japanese "lounge lizard" or effeminate young
dandy of the always-available fetch-and-carry type that frequents our own places of public dancing.
What Are The Rules?
An amusing story is told of an American woman in the legation set who was asked two years ago by a group
of young Japanese business men, diplomats and university students to teach them the jazz steps. She consented and a
club was formed of fifty men and an approximate number of women. This was a tremendous step forward and
precedents had to be established.
"Will you give us some rules?" demanded the committee, after suitable quarters and music had been found.
"Rules?" questioned the instructor. "I do not know of any rules that can be formulated. I must show you the
various steps."
"Yes, rules of conduct," the committee insisted with some embarrassment.
It was asked if men might smoke in the ballroom and could a lady come without her husband. What should
a man do with a lady when he had danced with her? a question by no means confined to Tokio ballrooms.
The mental processes of the oriental mind are the reverse of ours. Left instead of right is the honored place,
and from left to right the method of writing. White instead of black is Imperial mourning. The sun is feminine. She is
the glorious Ama-Terasu, or Heaven-Shiner, the goddess of the sun from whom is descended the Imperial Family of
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Japan. The moon is masculine and belongs to her brother, the rough and violent Susa-no-o, a strange contrast to the
occidental classification, where the moon is always depicted as feminine.
When one considers that almost every plane of thought is thus reversed, it is surprising how well the alien
toe has been made to trip. The women are light and graceful, though as a rule they do not "guide" very much. The
men I danced with had not caught the rhythm with that precision necessary for the poetry of motion. Still it was a
good imitation, and it must never be forgotten that while the enterprising progressives of Nippon imitate us the do so
only to get the gold of our civilization and add it to their own. By gold, I mean not only the bright, shining metal, but
also the worth-while in the realms of thought and action. They are always and eternally Japanese, and in their hearts
feel the same superiority over us as we do toward them. We drink their tea and wear their kimonos - as bath robes.
The jazz and wear our "foreign style clothes" - when it suits them. Neither dances nor clothes make the man.

JULY - METRONOME
THE MAKE-UP OF A MODERN ORCHESTRA - Basic principle of Most Dance Combinations Is the
Same - by Harry L. Alford.
Most of us can remember when the majority of dance orchestras consisted of piano, violin and cornet, with
a clarinet or bass added on special occasions. The advent of the first jazz orchestra with its funny noises and
unheard-of effects first caused the legitimate musicians to smile in a superior manner, and later to show a surprise
that the fad did not immediately wear itself out. The more progressive dance leaders were quick to seize upon several
ideas that could be used legitimately and within a few years the whole dance music industry was revolutionized.
The first jazz drummers were perhaps not as retiring and self-effacing as might have been desired, but we
learned a great deal about rhythmical effects from them, and they taught us the value of a number of percussion
instruments that were not in general use at that time.
But the principal lesson we learned, as the jazz artists inspired us to look for new tone colors and effects
that might be adapted to high-class dance music, was the use of the saxophone. Although this instrument had long
been known to musicians as a "filler" in brass combinations or for an occasional solo, our principal acquaintance
with it was in the hands of vaudeville musical acts. But when we discovered its capabilities in the hands of a skillful
performer, it rapidly took its place in dance combinations; and, when the usual prejudice against any innovation is
overcome, it will be welcomed into theatre and concert orchestras.
Is it any wonder that an instrument that can play a sustained melody with the suavity and grace of a solo
violin or cello, rapid figuration with the agility of a flute and yet "carry" well enough to be heard clearly above the
brass section (or blend with it if desired), has become popular? Add to these qualities the fact that it has a range of
two octaves and a half, of practically uniform timbre, without noticeable breaks; and above all, that the performer
can continue playing for long stretches without tiring, its value in small combinations becomes obvious.
The banjo has been found particularly useful in recording dance music, as it serves to mark the rhythm, in
place of the drums, which do not record effectively. It also relieves the pianist from the burden of constantly filling in
the middle register and gives him the opportunity to strengthen and embellish the higher octaves, thereby greatly
increasing the brilliancy of the ensemble. On the other hand, the constant iteration of four chords to a bar affected by
some "banjoists" becomes monotonous in the extreme and detracts from the changes of color and effects in the other
instruments. The practice of allowing the banjo player to re-arrange his part to suit his own convenience is no longer
in favor. The banjo, undoubtedly, has its place in the modern dance orchestra, and when the happy day arrives that
the arranger is permitted to give it thirty-two bars rest occasionally, and the "banjoists" will agree to rest when it is so
noted in his part, everybody concerned will be contented.
The ideal combination for a dance orchestra has been much discussed and within a short time we may
expect to see it standardized. The big organizations that record for the phonograph companies and play in the finest
metropolitan hotels and dance halls all use practically the same instrumentation, differing only in the "doubles." This
combination is:

Piano
Two Trumpet
Tuba (String Bass)

Banjo
Trombone
Drums

Violin (in some cases two)
Saxophones (two or three who double other
reed instruments)
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A saxophonist who doubles jazz clarinet for the "Blue" numbers is quite an asset; but there is an increasing
demand for a saxophonist who can play either oboe, bass clarinet, or bassoon, and who has in addition a complete set
of saxophones, from the infant sopranino down to the baritone. An obbligato violinist who can double banjo is a
jewel of the first water from the arranger's point of view, for the quiet strains, where two violins are given
prominence are the very strains where the banjo is least needed.
For smaller combinations, the arranger would probably suggest piano, alto saxophone, cornet and drums for
a four-piece orchestra, adding violin (5), trombone (6), tenor saxophone (7), banjo (8), bass (9) with either a clarinet,
another violin, a third saxophone or a second cornet added for an orchestra of ten or more.

JULY - METRONOME
THE STORY OF NEGRO MUSIC - The story of negro music is one full of challenge and is woven around
adventure, daring, courage, faith, patience, hope, sorrow and optimism. It represents the expressed hope of a people
who faced desperate odds, who braved the hardships of slavery, and who, when all was dark and dreary, found solace
in its own songs.
When the negro came to this country on a little Dutch vessel, in 11619, landing in Jamestown, Va., in a
strange country, practically the only weapon he brought with him was his songs, and with these songs he faced the
long stretch of slavery, covering a period of 250 years, with a courage probably unequaled in the story of races. With
his songs he made known his sorrows, his hopes, his aspiration, his patience, and he has sung of the freedom to
come.
Prof. John Wesley Work, a noted negro educator and musician and for many years a member of the faculty
of Fisk University, in his book on "The Folk Songs of the Afro-American Negro," tells of his many years of research
throughout the south, studying the songs of the negro.
Noted negro musicians, like Harry T. Burleigh, Nathaniel Dett, Carl Diton, J. Rosamond Johnson, Mrs.
Harriett Gibbs Marshall, Cameron White and Coleridge-Taylor, all have recognized the value of this music and each
of them has brought to it his or her own valuable contribution.
Another thing that has done much to save negro music, as offered in these songs, has been the attitude
toward them of the negro leaders. These leaders have been quick to recognize the value of these songs and have kept
before the younger generation of Negroes their duty in helping to save them.
Dr. Robert R. Moton, the principal of Tuskegee Institute, while he was at Hampton, urged the importance of
a knowledge of these plantation songs as a necessary part of the education of the students.
Will Marion Cooke, another negro musician, refers to Hampton as a good center for the development of this
music. Booker T. Washington, while at Tuskegee, drilled into the students the respect they should have for their
music.
Negro music expresses itself in negro folk songs, and negro folk songs are called such because they are
peculiar to negro folks. If the numerous songs that were sung by the negro during slavery had been built up from
other songs of other peoples, they would not have been negro folk songs. That is the reason why "Old Black Joe,"
"My Old Kentucky Home" and "Swanee River," are not negro folk songs, because they were written by a white man,
Stephen C. Foster, although built around a negro theme.
This point is one that should be remembered, because it is the common impression that the songs of Foster
are negro music. There are many notable characteristics of the real negro folk songs; among them are their many
direct references to the Scriptures and their wonderful strength of reserve and resignation. The reason for the many
references to the Scriptures is that the Bible was the only book that was read to the slaves. Concerning their strength
of reserve and resignation, out of the 500 or more of these songs that have been collected, not one of them shows
resentment or breathes revenge.
Although these songs were sung for many generations on the plantations throughout the south, their charm,
beauty and strength of character were not recognized until 1871 when Fisk University at Nashville, Tenn., one of the
first institutions for the higher education of the negro, sent out a group of young colored men and women properly to
introduce these songs and leave it for the world to place its proper value upon them.
So on October 6, 1871, under the direction of Prof. George White, the Fisk Singers began their tour. Their
first stop was in Oberlin, Ohio, where the Councils of Congregational Churches were in session.
Permission was asked for the singers to sing, but the request was waved aside. While the convention was
debating the fact, however, as to whether or not they should be heard they had stolen around in the gallery without
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anyone seeing them. All of a sudden there floated over that large convention the soft strains of "Steal Away to
Jesus." A hush fell over the audience as the strains of that song floated over the hall.
There were pathos, harmony, sympathy, in the song, because these were trained singers, and they carried
away that vast audience. They stopped, the convention cried for more, and from that moment to the present time no
one has doubted the place these songs have in American life.
Fortunately for the Fisk Singers, Henry Ward Beecher, who was then pastor in Brooklyn, was visiting that
convention, and after he heard the jubilee singers he arose in the midst of the convention and invited them to come to
his church in Brooklyn. The singers started for the north with trepidation and trembling, because on what the New
York critics said would depend the future of the songs.
But the singers came, and came with faith in their music. Their coming had been widely heralded and a
capacity audience greeted their first appearance in this section. The New York newspapers the next day were full of
praise, heralding the singers as a splendidly trained group of singers, who were bringing to America its own original
music.
After touring America the Fisk Singers traveled throughout England and Europe, touching the heart of
peasant and nobility with these American melodies.
Professor Work vividly describes the tour of the singers. They traveled with equal success in Germany and
France. For eight years these singers toured the world, touching deeply the hearts and consciences of people, until
when they returned to Fisk University they laid at the doors of their alma mater $150,000, which went toward the
erection of Jubilee Hall, a building that stands on the campus of that university, dedicated to Negro music.

JULY/DEC. - DIAL
TOUJOURS JAZZ by Gilbert Seldes - The word jazz is already so complicated that it ought not to be subjected to
any new definitions, and the thing itself so familiar that it is useless to read new meanings into it. Jazz is a type of
music grown out of ragtime and still ragtime in essence; it is also a method of production and as such an orchestral
development; and finally it is the symbol, or the byword, for a great many elements in the spirit of the time-as far as
America is concerned it is actually our characteristic expression. This is recognized by Europeans; with a shudder by
the English and with real joy by the French, who cannot however play it.
The fact that jazz is our current mode of expression, has reference to our time and the way we think and
talk, is interesting; but if jazz music weren't itself good the subject would be more suitable for a sociologist than for
an admirer of the gay arts. Fortunately the music and the way it is played are both of great interest, both have
qualities which cannot be despised; and the cry that jazz is the enthusiastic disorganization of music is as extravagant
as the prophecy that if we do not stop "jazzing" we will go down, as a nation, into ruin. I am quite ready to uphold
the contrary. If-before we have produced something better-we give up jazz we shall be sacrificing nearly all there is
of gaiety and liveliness and rhythmic power in our lives. Jazz, for us, isn't a last feverish excitement, a spasm of
energy before death. It is the normal development of our resources, the expected, and wonderful, arrival of America
at a point of creative intensity.
Jazz is good-at least good jazz is good-and I propose to summarize some of the known reasons for holding
it so. The summary will take me far from the thing one hears and dances to, from the thing itself. The analysis of
jazz, musically or emotionally, is not likely to be done in the spirit of jazz itself. There isn't room on the printed page
for a glissando on the trombone, for the sweet sentimental wail of the saxophone, or the sudden irruptions of the
battery. Nor is there need for these-intellectually below the belt-attacks. The reason jazz is worth writing abut is that
it is worth listening to. I have heard it said by those who have suffered much that it is about the only native music
worth listening to in America.
I
Strictly speaking jazz music is a new development-something of the last two years, arriving long after jazz
had begun to be played. I mean that ragtime is now so specifically written for the jazz band that it is acquiring new
characteristics. Zez Confrey, Irving Berlin, Fred Fisher, and Walter Donaldson among others are creating their work
as jazz; the accent in each bar, for example is marked in the text-the classic idea of the slight accent on the first note
of each bar went out when ragtime came in; then ragtime created its own classic notion-the propulsion of the accent
from the first (strong) note to the second (weak). In jazz-ragtime the accent can occur anywhere in the bar and is
attractively unpredictable. Rhythmically-essentially-jazz is ragtime since it is based on syncopation and even without
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jazz orchestration we should have had the full employment of precise and continuous syncopation which we find in
jazz now, in Pack Up Your Sins, for example. It is syncopation, too, which has so liberated jazz from normal
polyphony, from perfect chords, that M. Darius Milhaud is led to expect from jazz a full use of polytonic and atonic
harmonies; he notes that in Kitten on the Keys there exists already a chord of the perfect major and the perfect minor.
The reason why syncopation lies behind all this is that it is fundamentally an anticipation or a suspension in one
instrument (or in the bass) of what is going to happen in another (the treble); and the moment in which a note occurs
prematurely or in retard is, frequently, a moment of discord on the strong beat. A dissonance sets in which may or
may not be resolved later. The regular use of syncopation therefore destroyed the fallacy (as I hold it) of the perfect
ear; and this is one reason why Americans are often readier to listen to modern music than peoples who haven't got
used to dissonance in their folk and popular music.
It is not only syncopation that makes us indebted to negro music. Another element is the typical chord
structure found there, the characteristic variations from the accustomed. Technically described one of the most
familiar is the subdominant seventh chord with the interval of a minor instead of a major seventh-a method of
lowering the leading tone which affects so distant a piece as A Stairway to Paradise where the accented syllable of
Par'-adise is skillfully lowered. (By extension ragtime also uses the minor third.) The succession of dominant
sevenths and of ninths is another characteristic, and the intrusion of tones which lie outside of our normal piano scale
is common. (1-My indebtedness, and, I suppose, the indebtedness of everyone who cares at all for negro music, is
apparent-to Afro-American Folk songs, by Henry Edward Krehbiel (Schirmer).Still another attack on the perfect
chord comes from the use of the instruments of the jazz band, one for which ragtime had well prepared us. The
notorious slide of the trombone, now repeated in the slide of the voice, means inevitably that in its progress to the
note which will make an harmonious chord, the instrument passes through discords. "Smears," as they are
refreshingly called, are the deadliest enemy of the classic tradition, for the ear becomes so accustomed to discords in
transition that it ceases to mind them. (We hear them, of course; the pedants are wrong to say that we will cease to
appreciate the "real value" of a discord if we aren't pained by it and don't leave the hall when one is played without
resolution.) In contemporary ragtime, it should be noted, the syncopation of the tonality-playing your b-flat in the
bass just before it occurs in the voice, let us say-is often purely a method of warning, an indication of the direction
the melody is to take.
I put the strange harmonies of jazz first, not because they are its chief characteristic, but because of the
prejudice against them. The suggestion is current that they are sounds which ought never to be uttered; and with this
goes an attack on the trick instruments, the motor-horns, of the battery-man. The two things have nothing in
common. The instruments of the jazz band are wholly legitimate and its characteristic instrument was invented by a
German, after whom it is named, in the middle of the last century, and has been used in serious music by (and since)
Meyerbeer-I refer to the saxophone. There is no ore legal objection to the muted trombone than to the violin con
sordini. And the opponents of jazz bands will do well to remember that the pure and lovely D-Minor Symphony of
Cesar Franck was thrown out as a symphony because it used the English horn. The actual sounds produced by the
jazz band are entirely legitimate. We have yet to see what use they make of them.
In Krehbiel's book the whole question of rhythm is comparatively taken for granted, as it should be.
Syncopation discovered in classic music, in the Scot's snap of the Strathspey reel, in Hungarian folk music, is
characteristic of three-fifths of the negro songs which Krehbiel analyzed (exactly the same proportion, by the way, as
are in the interval of the ordinary major).But it is such a normal phenomenon that I have never found a composer to
be interested in it. Krehbiel, to be sure, does refer to the "degenerate form" of syncopation which is the basis of our
ragtime, and that is hopeful because it indicates that ragtime is a development-intensification, sophistication-of
something normal in musical expression. The free use of syncopation has led our good composers of ragtime and
jazz to discoveries in rhythm and to a mastery of complications which one finds only in the great masters of serious
music. In describing the Dahoman war dances at the Chicago World's Fair, Krehbiel says:
"Berlioz in his supremost effort with his army of drummers produced nothing to compare in artistic interest
with the harmonious drumming of these savages. The fundamental effect was a combination of double and triple
time, the former kept by the singers, the latter by the drummers, but it is impossible to convey the idea of the wealth
of detail achieved by the drummers by means of exchange of the rhythms, syncopation of both simultaneously, and
dynamic devices."
The italics are mine. I am fully aware of the difference between savage and sophisticated between folk
music and popular music: yet I cannot help believing that this entire statement, including Berlioz whom I greatly
admire, could be applied to Paul Whiteman playing Pack Up Your Sins or his incredible mingling of A Stairway to
Paradise with the Beale Street Blues.
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Freedom with rhythm is audible-should I say playable?-everywhere. Stumbling (Zez Confrey) is in effect a
waltz played against a more rapid counter-rhythm, and is interesting also for its fixed groups of uneven notes-they
are really triplets with the first note hold or omitted for a time, then with the third note omitted and so on. A similar
effect with other means occurs in the treatment of three notes in Ingenue Baby, by George Gershwin, where the
same note falls under a different beat with a delightful sense of surprise and uncertainty. Mr. Hooker's words are
equally tricky for it isn't "Beautiful-Ingenue-Baby" at all; it is Beautiful Ingenue (baby). In By and By, Gershwin has
shifted an accent from the first to the second simply by giving the second the time-value usually given to the first,
producing a fresh and delightful treatment of a sentimental expression. The variety of method is vastly interesting.
Louis Hirsch, whom I rank fairly low as a composer of jazz, has done perfectly one obvious, necessary thing;
stopped syncopating in the middle of a piece of ragtime. In the phrase "shake and shimmy everywhere" in It's
Getting Very Dark on Old Broadway, he presents the whole-tone scale descending in two bars of full unsyncopated
quarter-notes. In the works of Zez Confrey (they are issued with a snobbish tasty cover, rather like the works of
Claude Debussy) the syncopation and the exploitation of concurrent, apparently irreconcilable rhythms is first
exasperating and eventually exciting. They are specifically piano pieces and require a brilliant proficiency to render
them.
It is a little difficult, unless one has the piano score, to determine what part is the work of the composer,
what of the jazz orchestra. You can only be fairly certain that whatever melody occurs is the composer's and that
rhythmically he is followed with some fidelity. All you need to do is to listen to the violin, piano, or whatever
instrument it is which holds the beat, to realize what the composer has given. Harmonization is often and
orchestration nearly always left to other hands. Mr. Berlin makes a habit now of giving credit to his chief
collaborator; and he deserves it. (It has been clairvoyantly pointed out to me by another composer that Berlin's preeminence in ragtime and jazz may be traced to his solitary devotion to melody and rhythm; in the jazz sense there
remains something always pure in his work. This supports the suggestion made in the next paragraph.)
II
Mr. Berlin's masterpieces (June, 1923, but who shall say?) in jazz are Everybody Step and Pack Up Your
Sins. I see no letting down of his energy, none in his inventiveness. He is, oddly, one of the simplest of our
composers. A good way to estimate his capacity is to play the more sentimental songs (I'm Gonna Pin My Medal on
the Girl I Left Behind; Someone Else May Be There While I'm Gone; All by Myself) in slow time and then in fast.
The amazing way they hold together in each tempo, the way in which the sentiment, the flow of the melody,
disengages itself in the slow, and then the rhythm, the beat, takes first place in the fast time, is exceptional. You
cannot do the same with his own Some Sunny Day, nor with Chicago, or Carolina in the Morning. Berlin's work is
musically interesting, and that means it has a change to survive. I have no such confidence in Dardanella or Chicago.
The famous unmelodic four notes occur in the latter as in Pack Up Your Sins (the source is the same, but we need not
go into that); the working out is vastly inferior. Fred Fisher's work is sledge-hammer in comparison with Berlin's and
lacks Berlin's humour. Of that quality Walter Donaldson has some, and Gershwin much. Donaldson wrote Al
Jolson's Manny (I can't remember it, but I'm afraid I didn't like it) and a song I count heavily on: Carolina in the
Morning. This song is, incidentally, a startling example of how jazz is improving the lyrics, for the majority of jazz
songs are not meant primarily for singing, so the balladists take liberties, and not being held to definite end-rhyme
give us "strolling with your girlie when the dew is pearly early in the morning." (Internal, off-beat rhyme occurred as
long ago as Waiting for the Robert E. Lee. Bud DeSylva has used it intelligently, but not expertly enough is Where is
the Man of My Dreams? and Brian Hooker and William le Baron make it a great factor in their highly sophisticated
lyrics. So also Cole Porter and Anne Caldwell.) The music is clean, rapid, and audacious. It carries the introduction
(of the chorus) almost to the point of exhaustion, suspending the resolution of its phrases until the last possible
moment, and then lets go, with a vast relief on the long, somewhat yodelly note. Confrey has done the same thing in
Kitten on the Keys where one bar is repeated five times with successive tightening of interest.
Two composers are possible a successors to Berlin if he ever chooses to stop. I am sure of Gershwin and
would be more sure of Cole Porter if his astonishing lyrics did not so dazzle me as to make me distrust my estimate
of his music. Gershwin is in Berlin's tradition, he has almost all the older man's qualities as a composer (not as a lyric
writer; nor has he Berlin's sense of a song on the stage).That is to say, Gershwin is capable of everything, from
Swanee to A Stairway to Paradise. His sentiment is gentler than Berlin's, his "attack" more delicate. Delicacy, even
dreaminess, is a quality he alone brings into jazz music. And his sense of variation in rhythm, of an oddly placed
accent, of emphasis and colour, is impeccable. He isn't of the stage, yet, so he lacks Berlin's occasional bright
hardness; he never has Berlin's smartness; and he seems possessed of an insatiable interest and curiosity. I feel I can
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band on him. Banking on Porter is dangerous because essentially he is much more sophisticated in general attitude of
mind than any of the others, and although he has written ragtime and patter-songs and jazz of exceptional goodness,
he has one quality which may bar him for ever from the highest place-I mean that he is essentially a paradise. I know
of no one else with such a sense of musical style. A blues, a 1910 rag, a Savoy operetta serio-comic long song, a
Mother song-he writes them all with a perfect feeling for their musical nature, and almost always with satiric
intention, with a touch of parody. It is only the most sophisticated form which is germane to him; in highly complex
jazzing he is so much at home, his curiosity is so engaged, he feels the problem so much, that the element of parody
diminishes. Yet the Blue Boy Blues, almost as intricate a thing as Berlin ever wrote, with a melody overlaid on a
running syncopated comment, has a slight touch of parody in the very excess of its skill. Jazz has always mocked
itself a little; it is possible that it will divide and follow two strains-the negro and the intellectual. In the second case
Porter will be one of its leaders and Whiteman will be his orchestra. The song Soon, for example, is a deliberate
annihilation of the southern ergo sentiment carefully done by playing Harlem jazz, with a Harlem theme, mercilessly
burlesquing the clichés, of the Southern song-the Swanee-Mammy element-in favour of a Harlem Alley. Porter's
parody is almost too facile; Soon is an exasperatingly good piece of jazz in itself. He is a tireless experimenter, and
the fact that in 1923 others are doing things he tried in 1919, makes me wonder whether his excessive intelligence
and sophistication may not be pointing a way which steadier and essentially more native jazz writers will presently
follow. Native, I mean, to jazz; taking it more seriously. The other way is still open-the way of Sissle and Blake, of
Creamer and Layton, of A. Harrington Gibbs. The last is a name unknown to me ten days before the moment of
writing; I do not know if it represents a Southern negro or a Welshman. But-if he has composed anything, if Runnin'
Wild isn't a direct transcript of a negro devil-tune-he is in the school of the negro composers and he has accomplished
wonders already. For Runnin' Wild is a masterpiece in its genre. Note the cleverness of the execution: the melody is
virtually without accompaniment; it consists of groups of three notes, the interval of time being simple and the
interval of pitch in the group or between two successive groups, is quite conventional. Once three groups of three
notes are played in succession; toward the end the group is twice lengthened to four notes; the orchestra is heard after
each group has been sung, giving an unnerving effect of alternating sound and silence. But there is something more!
There is the complete evocation of the two negro spirits-the darky (South, slave) and the buck (Harlem); the negro
and the nigger. It ends with a shout which is lyrical and ecstatic at once, wild and free. It is an enchantingly gay
piece, it expresses its title-one sees our own Gilda Gray stepping out in it bravely; it is, in a way, a summary of the
feeling of negro music which Shuffle Along and its followers restored to prominence.
More must be said of the negro side of jazz than I can say here. Its technical interest hasn't yet been
discussed by any one sufficiently expert and sufficiently enthusiastic at the same time. In words and music the negro
side expresses something which underlies a great deal of America-our independence, our carelessness, out frankness,
and gaiety. In each of these the negro is more intense than we are, and we surpass him when we combine a more
varied and more intelligent life with his instinctive qualities. Aggravatin' Papa (don't you try to two-time me) isn't
exactly the American response to a suspected infidelity, yet it is humanly sound, and is only a little more simple and
savage than we are. The superb I'm Just Wild About Harry is, actually, closer to the American feeling of 1922 than I
Always Dream of Bill, as expression it is more honest than , say, Beautiful Garden of Roses; and He May Be Your
Man is simply a letting down of our reticences, a frankness beyond us. I shift between the two teams, Sissle and
Blake, Creamer and Layton, uncertain which has most to give. Sissle and Blake wrote Shuffle Along; the others
accomplished the intricate, puzzling rhythm of Sweet Angelina, one or two other songs in Strut Miss Lizzie, and
Come Along, I'm through With Worrying. Of this song a special word can be said. It is based on Swing Low, Sweet
Chariot and imposes on that melody a negro theme (the shiftlessness and assurance of "gonna live until I die") and a
musical structure similar to that applied to the same original by Anton Dvorak in the New World Symphony. I am
only a moderate admirer of this work; I am not trying to put Come Along into the same category, for its value is
wholly independent of its comparative merits; nor am I claiming that jazz is equal to or greater or less than
symphonic music. But I do feel that the treatment of a negro melody, by Negroes, to make a popular and beautiful
song for Americans ought not to be always neglected, always despised. I say also that our serious composers have
missed so much in not seeing what the ragtime composers have done, that (like Lady Bracknell) they ought to be
exposed to comment on the platform.
If they cannot hear the almost unearthly cry of the Beale Street Blues I can only be sorry for them; The
whole of Handy's work is melodically of the greatest interest and is to me so versatile, so changing in quality, that I
am incapable of suggesting its elements. Observed in the works of others the blues retain some of this elusive naturethey are equivocal between simplicity, sadness, irony, and something approaching frenzy. The original negro
spiritual has had more respect, but the elements have been sparsely used, and one fancies that even in looking at
these our serious composers have felt the presence of a regrettable vulgarity in syncopation and in melodic line.
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Jesus Heal' de Sick is negro from the Bahamas; its syncopation, its cry, Bow Low! are repeated in any number of
others; the spirituals themselves were often made out of the common songs in which common feeling rose to intense
and poetic expression-as in Round About de Mountain, a funeral song with the resurrection in a magnificent phrase:
"an' she'll rise in His arms." The only place we have these things left, whether you call the present version debased or
sophisticated, gain or loss, is in ragtime, in jazz. I do not think that the negro (in African plastic or in American rag)
is our salvation. But he has kept alive things without which our lives would be perceptibly meaner, paler, and nearer
to atrophy and decay.
I say the negro is not our salvation because with all my feeling for what he instinctively offers, for his
desirable indifference to our set of conventions about emotional decency, I am on the side of civilization. To any one
who inherits several thousand centuries of civilization, none of the things the negro offers can matter unless they are
apprehended by the mind as well as by the body and the spirit. The beat of the tom-tom affects the feet and the pulse,
I am sure; in Emperor Jones the throbbing of the drum affected out minds and our sensibilities at once. There will
always be wayward, instinctive, and primitive geniuses who will affect us directly, without the interposition of the
intellect; but if the process of civilization continues (will it? I am not so sure, nor entirely convinced that it should)
the greatest art is likely to be that in which an uncorrupted sensibility is worked by a creative intelligence. So far in
their music the Negroes have given their response to the world with an exceptional naiveté‚ a directness of
expression which has interested our minds as well as touched our emotions; they have shown comparatively little
evidence of the functioning of their intelligence. Runnin' Wild, whether it be transposed or transcribed is singularly
instinctive, and instinctively one recognizes it and makes it the musical motif of a gay night. But one falls back on
Pack Up Your Sins and Soon as more interesting pieces of music even if one can whistle only the first two bars. (I
pass the question of falling farther back, to the music of high seriousness, which is another matter); it is quite
possible, however, that the Sacre du Printemps of Strawinsky, to choose an example not unaffected by the jazz age,
will outlive the marble monument of the Music Box.
III
Nowhere is the failure of the negro to exploit his gifts more obvious than in the use he has made of the jazz
orchestra; for although nearly every negro jazz band is better than nearly every white band, no negro band has yet
come up to the level of the best white ones, and the leader of the best of all, by a little joke, is called Whiteman. The
Negro's instinctive feeling for colorful instruments in the band, is marked; he was probably the one to see what could
be done with the equivocal voice of the saxophone-a reed in brass, partaking of the qualities of two choirs in the
orchestra at once. He saw that it could imitate the voice, and in the person of Miss Florence Mills saw that the voice
could equally imitate the saxophone. The shakes, trills, vibratos, smears, and slides come natural to him, although
they produce tones outside the scale, because he has never been tutored into a feeling for perfect tones, as white men
have; and he uses these with a great joy in the surprise they give, in the way they adorn or destroy a melody; he is
given also to letting instruments follow their own bent, because he has a faultless sense of rhythm and he always
comes out right in the end. But this is only the beginning of the jazz band-for its perfection we go afield.
We go farther than Ted Lewis. M Darius Milhaud has told me that the jazz band at the Hotel Brunswick in
Boston is one of the best he heard in America, and stranger things have happened. The best of the negro bands
(although he is dead I make exception for that superb 369th Hell-fighters U. S. Infantry Band as it was conducted by
the lamented Jim Europe) are probably in the neighborhood of 140th Street and Lenox Avenue in New York and in
the negro district of Chicago. Many hotels and night clubs in New York have good jazz bands; I limit myself to three
which are representative, and, by their frequent appearances in vaudeville, are familiar. Ted Lewis is one of the
three; Vincent Lopez and Paul Whiteman are the others. Lewis does with notorious success something that had as
well not be done at all. He is totally, but brilliantly, wrong in the use of his materials, for he is trying to do what he
cannot do, i.e., make a negro jazz orchestra. it is a good band; like Europe's it omits strings; it is quite the noisiest of
the orchestras, as that of Lopez is the quietest, and Lewis uses its (and his) talents for the perpetration of a series of
musical travesties, jokes, puns, and games which are extraordinarily tedious and would be hissed off the stage if it
were not for the actual skill Lewis has in effecting amusing orchestral combinations. His own violence, his
exaggeration of the temperamental conductor, his nasal voice and lean figure in excessively odd black clothes, his
pontificating over the orchestra, his announcement that he is going to murder music-all indicate a lack of
appreciation of the medium. He may be a good vaudeville stunt, but he is not a great jazz leader. Lewis may have a
perfectly trained orchestra, but the sense of control which one absolutely requires, he does not give. he has violence,
not energy, and he cannot interpret those qualities which Mr. Haviland so justly discovers as being of our
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contemporary life because he isn't hard and scornful and sophisticated himself-he is merely callous to some beauties
and afraid of others and by dint of being in revolt against a serene and classic beauty pays it unconscious tribute.
The orchestra of Vincent Lopez I take as an example of the good, workmanlike, competent, inventive,
adequate band. It plays at the Hotel Pennsylvania and in vaudeville and although Lopez lacks the ingenuity of Lewis
in sound, he has a greater sense of the capacities of jazz and instead of doing a jazz wedding he takes the entire score
of "that infernal nonsense Pinafore," cuts it to five characteristic fragments, and jazzes it-shall I say mercilessly or
reverently? Because he likes Sullivan and he likes jazz. and the inevitable occurs: Pinafore is good and stands the
treatment; jazz is good and loses nothing by this odd application. The orchestra has verve and, not being dominated
by an excessive personality, has humour and character of its own.
Jim Europe seemed to have a constructive intelligence and had he lived I am sure he would have been an
even greater conductor than Whiteman. To-day I know of no second to Whiteman in the complete exploitation of
jazz. It is a real perfection of the instrument, a mechanically perfect organization which pays for its perfection by
losing much of the element of surprise; little is left to hazard and there are no accidents. Whiteman has been clever
enough to preserve the sense of impromptu and his principal band-that of the Palais Royal in New York-is so much
under control (his and its own) that it can make the slightest variation count for more than all the running away from
the beat which is common chez Lewis. Like Karl Muck and Jim Europe, Whiteman is a bit of a Kapellmeister; his
beat is regular or entirely absent; he never plays the music with his hand, or designs the contours of a melody, or
otherwise acts. I know that people miss these things; I would miss them gladly a thousand times for what Whiteman
gives in return. I mean that a sudden bellow or a groan or an improvised cluck is all very well; but the real surprise is
constructive, the real thrill is in such a moment as the middle of Whiteman's performance of A Stairway to Paradise
when the Beale Street Blues occur. That is real intelligence-and the rest-is nowhere. The sleek, dull, rather portly
figure stands before his orchestra, sidewise almost somnolent, and listens. A look of the eye, a twitch of the knee, are
his semaphoric signals. Occasionally he picks up a violin and plays a few bars; but the work has been done before
and he is there only to know that the results are perfect. And all the time the band is producing music with fervour
and accuracy, hard and sensitive at once. All the free, the instinctive, the wild in negro jazz which could be
integrated into his music, he has kept; he has added to it, has worked his material, until it runs sweetly in his dynamo,
without grinding or scraping. It becomes the machine which conceals machinery. he has arrived at one high point of
jazz-the highest until new material in the music is provided for him.
IV
The title of this essay is provoked by that of the best and bitterest attack launched against the ragtime ageClive Bell's Plus de Jazz (in Since Cezanne). "No more jazz," said Mr. Bell in 1921, and, "Jazz is dying." Recalling
that Mr. Bell is at some pains to dissociate from the movement the greatest of living painters, Picasso; that he
concedes to it a great composer, Strawinsky, T. S. Eliot whom he calls "about the best of our living poets," James
Joyce whom he woefully underestimates, Virginia Woolf, Cendrars, Picaia, Cocteau, and the musicians of Les Sixremembering the degree of discrimination and justice which these concessions require, I quote some of the more
bitter things about jazz because it would be shirking not to indicate where the answer may lie:
"Appropriately it (the jazz movement) took its name from music-the art that is always behind the times.
Impudence is its essence-impudence in quite natural and legitimate revolt against nobility and beauty: impudence
which finds its technical equivalent in syncopation: impudence which rags. After impudence comes the determination
to surprise: you shall not be gradually moved to the depths, you shall be given such a start as makes you jigger all
over..
"Its fears and dislikes-for instance, its horror of the noble and the beautiful-are childish; and so is its way of
expressing them. Not by irony and sarcasm, but by jeers and grimaces does Jazz mark its antipathies. Irony and wit
are for the grown-ups. Jazz dislikes them as much as it dislikes nobility and beauty. They are the products of the
cultivated intellect and Jazz cannot away with intellect or culture. Nobility, beauty, and intellectual subtlety are alike
ruled out.
"And, of course, it was delightful for those who sat drinking their cocktails and listening to Niger-bands, to
be told that, besides being the jolliest people on earth, they were the most sensitive and critically gifted. They were
the possessors of natural, uncorrupted taste. Their instinct might be trusted: so, no more classical concerts and music
lessons.
"The encouragement given to fatuous ignorance to swell with admiration of its own incompetence is
perhaps what has turned most violently so many intelligent and sensitive people against Jazz. They see that it
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encourages thousands of the stupid and vulgar to fancy that they can understand art, and hundreds of the conceited to
imagine that they can create it."
It is understood that Mr. Bell is discussing the whole of the jazz movement, not ragtime music alone. I do
not wish to go into the other arts, except to say that if he is jazz, then Mr. Joyce's sense of form, his tremendous
intellectual grasp of his aesthetic problem, and his solution of that problem, are far more proof than is required of the
case for jazz. Similarly for Mr. Eliot. It is not exactly horror of the noble that underlies Mr. Joyce's travesty of
English prose style, nor is it to Mr. Eliot that the reproach about irony and wit is to be made. In music it is of course
not impudence, but emphasis (distortion or transposition of emphasis) which finds its technical equivalent in
syncopation, for syncopation is a method of rendering an emotion, not an emotion in itself. (listen to Strawinsky.)
Surprise, yes; but in the jazz of Lewis and not in that of Whiteman which does not jeer or grimace, which has wit,
and structure, i.e., employs the intellect. Nobility-no. But under what compulsion are we always to be noble? The
cocktail drinkers may have been told a lot of nonsense about their position as arbiters of the arts; precisely the same
nonsense is taught in our schools and preached by belated aesthetes to people whose claims are not a whit bettersince it doesn't matter what their admirers think of themselves-it is what jazz and Rostand and Michael Angelo are in
themselves that matters. I have always used the word art inconnexion with jazz and jazzy things; if any one imagines
that the word is belittled thereby and can no longer be adequate to the dignity of Leonardo or Shakespeare, I am
sorry. I do not think one has given encouragement to "fatuous ignorance" by praising simple and unpretentious things
at the expense of the fake and the faux bon. I suggest that people do what they please about the gay arts, about jazz;
that they do it with discrimination and without worrying whether it is noble or not, or good form, or intellectually
right. I am fairly certain that if they are ever actually to see Picasso it will be because they have acquired the habit of
seeing without arriere-pensee, because they will know what the pleasure is that a work of art can give, even if it be
jazz art. Here is Mr. Bell's conclusion, with most of which I agree:
"Even to understand art a man must make a great intellectual effort. One thing is not as good as another; so
artists and amateurs must learn to choose. No easy matter, that: discrimination of this sort being something altogether
different from telling a Manhattan from a Martini. To select as a critic are needed dealing and intellect and-most
distressing of all-study. However, unless I mistake, the effort will be made. The age of easy acceptance of the first
thing that comes is closing. Thought rather than spirits is required, quality rather than singularity, wit rather than
romps, precision rather than surprise, dignity rather than impudence, and lucidity above all thing: plus de jazz."
It is not so written, but it sound like "Above all things, no more jazz!" A critic who would have hated jazz
as bitterly as Mr. Bell does, wrote once, alluding to a painter of the second rank:
"But, beside those great men, there is a certain number of artists who have a distinct faculty of their own by
which they convey to us a peculiar quality of pleasure which we cannot get elsewhere; and these, too, have their
place in general culture, and must be interpreted to it by those who have felt their charm strongly, and are often the
objects of a special diligence and a consideration wholly affectionate, just because there is not about them the stress
of a great name and authority - and beside the great arts there is a certain number of lesser arts which have also a
pleasure to give; and if we savour it strongly and honestly we shall lose none of our delight in the others. But if we
fear and hate them, how shall we go into the Presence?

AUGUST - METRONOME
CLARENCE WILLIAMS, INC., ENLARGES QUARTERS. So rapidly has the business of the Clarence
Williams Music Publishing Co. Inc. New York, grown that it was recently necessary for them to take additional
space in the Gaiety Theatre Building, where their business and professional offices are located. This is the second
time within a year that the "Home of Blues" has outgrown their quarters, and with the recent addition, they are now
better prepared to handle their growing number of professional friends and the music trade in general.

AUGUST 9 - MUSICAL LEADER
AMERICAN IDEAS ADOPTED AT PARIS THEATERS. French Audiences Captivated by Jazz-Contralto
from U. S. A. Engaged for Grand Opera-News of Musicians and actors. By Gretchen Dick - In comparing the French
to the American musical comedy I don't know which is of the greatest interest; the primitive methods of the foreign
productions, the small prices paid the performers, the dresses-or we should say the lack of them-the oddities and
conveniences around the theaters that we do not have here in America, or, what at one time was the most importantthe actual music. No matter, they are all so different from what we expect, that we find surprises everywhere.
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The thing that interested me more than anything else was the fact that our chic French friends are now
coming to America to get ideas from our productions, for in every musical review I have seen so far, I found several
scenes from our recent successes. In fact the "Folies Bergere," even had a scene of a year or two ago from Frank
Tinney's show "Tickle Me" and another scene, "The Rivers of the World" was in George White's Scandals of 1922.
Though of course we still take many of our ideas from the Paris shows-we took the present Mirror scene in the
"Folies Bergere" for both this season's "Winter Garden" and "George White's Scandals," and the rose vase scene in
the former from Harry Pilcer's "Palace Theater-the French are adopting our American ideas in profusion. There are
many typical English and American acts, actually labeled so, many of the performers are English speaking, while
entire choruses and a number of songs are entirely in English.
Would that the French could take the snap of the American productions as well as their jazz music, which
has completely captured and captivated the Frenchman-it is as much in the blood over here as it is in America. One
wonders with the primitive methods employed here, how they manage to put on such Hugh and beautiful
entertainments. The stage waits are interminable almost to the point of being funny, and often they do not even take
the trouble to darken the stage while the hands put down a carpet, move a bit of scenery, or replace the furniture.
sometimes the stage manager, in the habitual long white coat worn here, actually comes out on the stage in a semidark or even light, and claps his hands for a quick shift, which he seldom gets, and no one pays any attention to the
amateurish effect. The lighting in the French theaters is also inadequate. in the big "Folies Bergere," they have one
spot light and two small lights, consequently when the chorus in the big jewel scene in the crystal grotto turns to
emeralds and then to amethysts, etc., the four or five end girls remain dancing diamonds. At the Palace the two big
side lights are not even on the stage. They are fastened on the outside of the boxes in the auditorium of the theater,
and at "les ambassaduers" the big side lights are on high iron bridge work stands erected on the sides, but in the
midst of the orchestra chairs. These look and work very much like moving picture projectors. The funniest lighting
method of attempting to blot out the action of the shift seems too childish to be true. Instead of darkening the scenes
the electrician turns a large pilot light on the audience and blinds them till the next number is set. The first time this
happened we couldn't imagine what had struck us, we thought we had suddenly gone blind.
At the "Folies Bergere," when the chorus made a particularly hurried exit, one of the stage hands merely
removed a bit of the scenery-the column of the building wherein the scene was enacted, and when the last girl kicked
off he just put it back again nonchalantly. Sometimes the performers just lift the corner of the curtain and walk on
and off very informally, as much as to say, well, we have to get on and off some way, so here goes.
The back drops, furniture and props, as well as many of the costumes-this is not true of the
"Ambassadeurs," the excellent show put on by the Dolly sisters-are in many cases worse than shabby. They are old,
ugly, and in some instances very much out of date, and consequently it is difficult to preserve an illusion. This was
surprising as some of the gowns and scenes were very beautiful and very well conceived. The lack of balance was a
sharp contrast.
Despite the fact that scenery must be tried, as at the "Ambassadeurs"-to fit the low proscenium, that tiny
miniature horses, boats, and similar props, replace the more gradiose type used in America, they have some
conveniences in Paris that would greatly add to the comfort of the American audience. All the theaters have very
wide lobbies, which by the way permits a mass of standees, the courtesy of the attendants is smothering, the coat
rooms are particularly large, and they have what I call a "convenience ledge" on the back of the seats and around the
boxes. This ledge is either for people to lean forward and rest on, or can be used for purses, programs, and the like.
In the "Folies Bergere" the ledge is made of mirror glass with the consequent results that the ladies rare able to keep
their lips and hair more acceptably placed. At the Palace theater, big square boxes are found under the seats, which
not only hold men's, but also ladies' head gear of considerable dimensions. There are many of these little
conveniences around the theater that we might copy, such as spring seats at the end of each aisle for ushers and late
comers who can sit here and wait for the scene change.
The gowns of the chorus as well as of the principals were on the whole very clever and very chic, though
badly executed as to details and often poor in quality of material. Anything to create a transitory illusion. Of course
the nakedness of the female form divine is something we have not as yet learned to accept on the American stage, at
least to any great extent. True we have a very pretty set in the winter Gardens show this season, a crystal chandelier
interspersed with small nude women, to form the effect of bisque figures, but this is shown for the fraction of a
minute only and the girls remain static. this is taken from a similar scene in the "Folies Beregere," as well as the
"Living Curtain" scene which is in George White's Scandals and the Winter Gardens, too. But in most of the French
productions, in fact in all I witnessed with the exception of the one put on by the Dollys, who are as conservative as
their French co-workers will permit-the choruses are many of them entirely nude with but what the French call a
"cache sax" (a hide the sex) decoration about the hips. They, as well as an occasional principal, not only dance thusly
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attired but actually come out onto the runway which is stretched out over the orchestra chairs. These runways, by the
way, are in almost every house, not only to afford the opportunity of displaying gowns and limbs but because the
stages and rooms of the theaters are so small that a large chorus cannot get out in front any other way. How the Dolly
sisters put on their splendid production at "Les Ambassadeurs" is beyond my comprehension, for they have sixtyseven people in the cast and the stage is only ten feet deep and twenty feet wide. Eddie Dolly, co-producer with his
sisters who is now putting on shows in London for Charles Cochrane, and who helped the last Dolly appearance in
New York, in which he also danced, deserves credit for the masterly way the show was accomplished under
seemingly impossible circumstances. Incidentally the Dollys are known for their rigid ideas about nudity on the
stage. They have a hard and fast rule that all nude figures in their shows must remain static, interpreting either artistic
statuary or statuesque artistry, and not exploit sex as in the other shows.
This Dolly show, known as "Paris, Sans Voiles" or under the English title of "Brighter Paris," will continue
at the Ambassaduer Theater until September, after which time these most popular of all musical comedy stars now
holding sway in Paris, will have a short rest. In October they will present a huge and very magnificent spectacle at
the Palace theater following the Pilcer show, and all the specialties will be put on under the personal direction and
supervision of the sisters. The plans for the new show are very alluring and of course are being kept sub rosa.
However I learned that the brilliant and popular Gaston Zanel has designed all the new and astounding costumes.
Also that the first big entrance scene of the Sisters Dolly will be made on snow white ponies, while they will be
attired in jet black riding habits. They will then do their famous riding habit dance which New York has already
seen.
Other musical comedy plans for the coming season are not announced, and in fact not yet made, as the
summer shows are playing to big audiences and are still indefinite about closing time. Even the "Marigny," which
until this week had the inimitable Florence Walton as the headliner, is continuing to show to packed houses, though I
hear that they never before have had such a big drawing card. It is of interest to learn that Miss Walton has the
distinction of being the first American ball room dancer to star in a Paris review. In an interview with her, I learned
some interesting things about her recent observations on the growing reactions to better music to the lighter musical
shows than we have had in many years. In fact the dancer goes so far as to say that she feels the applause and general
demand to other than jazz not only presages a future of a better kind of music and dance, both in light opera and
vaudeville, but she further insists that "jazz is on the way out."
he music in these light reviews has a decided standard-too decided in fact, for all the shows play and sing
the same popular songs and dance hits. None of the managers seem to feel that another has stolen his thunder, his big
song success, nor do they think that by using the same songs and dances they may be keeping people away because
they may have heard the same tunes over and over again, and may perhaps be tired of the music. They evidently
argue about the music much as they do about the nudity of the performers, namely, that if a little is good, vast
quantities are so much better. Of course they do try to vary the possible monotony of the musical repetition by
interpreting the text in a slightly different form of act, and they also change the color scheme of the chorus girls who
dash in and out the refrains. But in spite of the attempt to color and vary, one feels a bit of the same tunes and when
you leave the theater you have that devided tired feeling and the thought that it would have been nice to have heard a
few new airs. Two new songs, "Marie" and "Gaby" as well as some good, rhythmic, rather persistent jazz tunes, very
American in atmosphere, are played and sung glibly all around in the various shows and of course in the restaurants.
There is no one fine outstanding musical number that deserves special mention. The musical notation on the whole is
that France has gone jazz mad, which is proved not only in their reviews but in their hotel dining rooms, tea places,
and cabarets and wherever there is any form of music. In fact I think they have carried their shoulder shrugging and
shimmy tendencies to greater lengths than we have. This may be due to the Latin case of expressing meaning with
greater physical facility than we in America have. Sometimes a French eyebrow and twist of the wrist or agile
shoulder blade will express infinitely more than an American pair of lips, even though the lips be feminine and very
pretty.
While the chorus voices are a little above the average New York ensemble, the singers with the exception of
one in each cast do not amount to much. "En Fleine Folie" at the Folies Bergere has one good voice in mademoiselle
Madeleine Loys, and at "Toutes Les Femmes" at the Palace where Harry Pilcer, formerly the partner of Gaby Deslys,
holds forth, there is a very good voice used gracefully by mademoiselle Simone Mirat.
The one attempt at music of a better sort was introduced by Harry Pilcer in his interpretation of "L'Apresmidi d'un Faune" to the music of Debussy as given by various solo dancers in New York. Strange as it may seem-for
Mr. Pilcer is a dancer of the cabaret type-he interpreted the music exceptionally well, and much after the manner of
Mijinsky, the creator of the famous dance. Here, as in New York, there was some question as to the propriety of the
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number, and Mr. Pilcer was hailed into court and asked to give a special performance before the judge, who, as in
New York, pronounced it both harmless and beautiful.

AUGUST 25 - COLLIER'S
JAZZ MAY BE LOWBROW, BUT- by Robert Haven Schauffler (From mouth-organ jazz to enjoying
Kreisler is a long jump. Maybe the mission of jazz trash is to help folks leap that gap. The pep and punch of these
savage instruments from Hawaii and Africa may lure our musical illiterates to learn. Mr. Schauffler knows what your
boy's whanging drum means to him and how it fits into the history of music.) This is most irregular, I know!
Highbrows like me are not expected to give good words to lowbrow music, nor to such common vehicles of it as the
tin whistle, the mouth organ, and the banjo. It simply is not done. But I have had an illuminating glimpse of what
jazz means, as well as other lowbrow music of its class. People who work hard naturally turn to the easy and cheap
instruments which belong to the more primitive stages of development through which nearly everybody, even the
loftiest-browed devotee of Bach and Beethoven, has first to pass. What, for instance, could be more primitive than
the bones, or "clappers," with which every boy begins his musical adventures? The bones are purely rhythmical
instruments, and the divine art of music began with pure rhythm-the measured stamp of the primitive savage dancing
about the fire where his sacrifice was roasting. Then, after he had picked the ribs clean, he wiped his hands on his
bare thighs, rose up, still clutching the bones, and went on with the dance more enthusiastically than ever. The jar of
his bounding body made two of the bones rattle together. This accident gave our remote ancestor the brilliant idea of
deliberately rattling in time with the dance. So a new art was born. No urchin rattling a pair of bones can ever be a
prosaic sight to any reader of Vachel Lindsay's poem, "The Congo." You remember how, in Chicago, the sight of fat
black bucks in a wine-barrel room, Barrel-house kings with feet unstable who beat an empty barrel with the handle of
a broom. Hard as they were able-etc., etc. That extremely modern small boy, in spectacles and a starched white
collar, over there between the typewriter and the radio apparatus, deafening us with his savage hurly-burly of
clattering bones, affords as striking a contrast of ancient and modern as one of our tree-dwelling ancestors would
give if he should appear swinging from branch to branch arrayed in a monocle and in what the mail-order catalogue
would describe as "a full-dress suit of evening clothes." But the young bones fan is simply pounding home a
proposition which the scientists have long been dinning into our ears-viz., that everybody, as he grows up, gives a
small-scale reproduction of the history of the human race. Before birth he imitates various pre-human stages of
evolution, from the amoeba to the mammal. And after he sees the light he becomes, among others, a cave man, a
nomad, a superstitious sun worshiper, a bowman, and a bandit. In order to reach the awkward age he has to pass first
through the tree age, the stone age, and the bronze age. Well, all this holds true, in a general way, of his musical
development. After exemplifying the very first musician of all by making day hideous with the bones, he gravitates
naturally to the drum. He is driven to the drum by an instinct as unerring as if he were still disporting himself beside
our savage fathers' sacrificial fire, and had just discovered how to stretch the skin of his victim tight over half a
gourd, and bang upon it with a clean-grawed shin bone. But in the customary course of events it does not take long
for the young drummer of today to tire of the monotony of his instrument, and turn to the pipe. When he does that he
leaps an abyss which probably took the human race forty or fifty thousand years to span-the abyss between monotone
and melody. And when he alights on the farther side of this chasm, he is still a tremendous distance short of the start
of civilization. For some primitive form of flute has usually been the first tuneful instrument to be invented by
savages the world over. His pipe may be only what Steven son played and called "the penny whistle." But it will not
do to turn up your nose too rashly at this tuneful toy. It has a considerable range, and can play a large variety of
melodies with unfailing ease and fluency. After all, what is the pipe organ, which Balzac has called "the grandest, the
most daring, the most magnificent of all instruments invented by human genius"- what is it but a stupendous
collection of tin whistles? And you will please realize that an eminently respectable composer of symphonies and
sonatas once wrote and performed a full-length concerto for tin whistle and orchestra. He thus entered the class of
the illustrious Gluck, who wrote and performed a concerto for musical glasses and orchestra, and that of Ludwig van
Beethoven, who wrote "The Battle of Victoria" for Maelzel's automatic hurdy-gurdy. But to return to the pipe. The
particular one in question may be that homemade variety once manufactured by those of us who have known really
happy and successful childhood. Our workshop was the band of a little brook discolored by a spring freshet. Woe to
the city-bred wretch who has never made-or at least attempted-a willow whistle! Those bare legged hours I once
spent coaxing the tender bark to slide intact from off the slippery willow want I count as among the best spent in my
career Then, after the mouthpiece was properly whittled and fitted, and the finger holes cut at fairly reasonable
intervals, what rapture and glory were mine! When I teased and wheezed a hoarse tune that bore a general family
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resemblance to "The Fisher's Hornpipe" out of my first willow whistle, I felt a good deal as the great god Pan felt
(according to Mrs. Browning): Down in the reeds by the river- although the instrument he invented there-Pan's pipeswas the ancestor, not of the willow whistle, but of one of my later enthusiasms, the mouth organ. A slight advance on
the tin or willow whistle, and the fife comes into its own-perhaps in all the panoply of a patent leaden mouthpiece.
And then is born the fun of concerted music. For the fife is a piece of musical ordnance designed to pierce the
deafening roar of the drum as efficiently as the small boy's air rifle is designed to pierce the jeans of the loudly
blaspheming tramp as he is borne past on the box car. A fife and drum corps is actually a combination of the three
most venerable musical instruments. (For the drumsticks, when they rattle against each other, take the place of
bones.) So what more fitting than that this primeval band should always be associated with war-the most primeval
activity of the modern world? Sixteen Jew's-harps Before the King That simple and striking little melodic instrument,
the Jew'-harp, is seldom seen to-day. It consists of a small iron frame to be held between the teeth, and a spring to be
vibrated by the forefinger. The thing looks like a patent folding corkscrew. But the range, power, purity, and beauty
of tone that a skilled player can extract from this miserable wisp of metal seem almost miraculous. He does it by
modifying the size of his oral cavity to produce the various upper harmonics of the low fundamental tone given off
by the vibrating spring. (I trust I make myself clear.) This instrument has a variety of names, such as buzzing iron
and mouth drum. The word jew's-harp itself is supposed to be a corruption of "jaw's harp." I suppose if the thing
were still on the map to-day we might be calling it jazz harp. Though, along with the tin whistle, it is now looked
upon as little better than a child's toy, the Jew's harp has enjoyed its one crowded hour of glorious life. A century ago
it was regarded as a highbrow instrument, fit for the virtuoso, capable of performing the most exalted music to the
most exalted audience. This surprising little musical corkscrew has even attained the dignity of a biographical
literature. In the New York Public Library I stumbled upon a fascinating and amusing book called "A Sketch of the
Life of C. Eulenstein, the Celebrated Performer on the Jew's-Harp." There one reads how, after Herculean struggles,
Eulenstein finally rose to the honor of playing sixteen jew's-harps before the King of England. Fame and fortune
smiled upon him. He embarked on an extended concert tour. Alas, the constant vibration of the "bussing iron" had
affected the teeth of our artist so unfavorably that they began to break off in rapid succession! The climax of his fame
and misfortune came at a concert at Clifton, where, as he played the top note of his most prodigious fantasia, his one
remaining tooth broke off with a loud report, thus breaking off as well his career as the world's greatest Jew's-harpist.
Soon after this the Jew's harp fell from its proud eminence. The Mouth Organ's Bite The mouth organ marked, in one
sense, a tremendous advance over these other lowbrow instruments. It represented a historic stride of many centuriesfrom the days of melody alone to the days of harmony. We are so used to hearing two or more tones of different
pitch sounded at the same time that most of us think of harmony as something very ancient. But it was not until the
tenth century that a Flemish monk named Hucbald wrote down the first crude example we know anything about of
more than one note at a time. Impossible? Well, if you don't believe me, believe the Century dictionary: "Harmony is
the modern sense did not become possible until between 1550 and 1600, when the esthetic value of chords as such
was recognized for the first time in scientific music." Now the mouth organ marks a tremendous scientific advance
over such things as the drum, the tin whistle, and the jew's-harp, for it can play harmony. Yes, but what sort of
harmony? Alas, it is a kind that leaves almost as much to be desired as the crude consecutive fourths and fifths of the
monk Hucbald. I am sorry to say that the mouth organ is a sort of musical procreates. The mouth organ gayly chops
all musical victims down to a two-chord basis. Even the simplest hymn tune goes limping away, having lost its
subdominant chord by amputation. That is why I thrust my tongue deep into the other cheek not long ago on reading
in a mail-order catalogue certain luscious and luminous descriptions of the splendors of mouth organ with _____. I
was concerned to learn some months ago that a public mouth-organ contest raged at Baltimore in connection with a
music-trade congress. Hundreds of boys competed for valuable prizes, under the auspices of the chief mouth-organ
virtuosi of the globe, and perhaps of the universe. And radio broadcast for fifteen hundred miles the efforts of these
young harmony manglers. The concertina and the accordion are adult editions de luxe of the mouth organ, with much
the same lush, reedy quality of tone. Two generations ago the accordion was known as the tenement-house organ,
and was as widespread as the piano and the player piano are to-day. After a temporary eclipse its popularity seems to
be growing again, like that of its more elegant neighbors, the banjo, mandolin, ukulele, guitar, with their numerous
relatives, the mandolin, mandocello, mandobass, harp guitar, steel guitar, balalaika, mandolin-banjo, etc. These are
the lowbrow instruments to which the others lead up. They are the ideal vehicles for informal music of all kinds, for
picnics, serenades, boating by moonlight, and to accompany the lighter sorts of vocal music. They enter into the
inimate, everyday life of the people in a friendly way which the classical instruments have, alas, not yet been able to
attain! They can play melodies with the original harmonies unchanged. And they are easy to learn, conveniently
portable, inexpensive. While making no pretensions to aristocracy, a couple of them are well connected in the world
of music. For the mandolin is the direct descendant of the lute, the chief instrument of the age of the troubadours;
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while the guitar is actually the parent of the violin, the most perfect instrument that mankind has yet produced.
Weber, Berlioz, and Paganini all played the guitar, and the last named composed thirty pieces for it. Quite recently
that unconventional genius, Percy Grainger, has invented new and more effective systems of tuning and a new
technique for the guitar. He has composed music of great beauty and effectiveness for several guitars and has
successfully introduced the instrument into the time-honored combination of chamber music. As for the banjo,
everyone who has read Kalbeck's Life of Brahms will recall the master's astonished and delighted admiration when
the young Yankee miss he met at Klengel's performed for him upon "the nigger instrument." (Pity he wrote nothing
for it!" The worldly fortunes of these, the elite among lowbrow instruments, have had some curious ups and downs
lately. The 1900 census reported that the United States manufactured yearly: 78,389 mandolins and mandolas,
18,521 banjos, and 78,494 guitars. Ten years later the dealers reported that the trade in "small goods" of this class
had been virtually killed by the rise of the phonograph and the player piano. Then came the war. It soon became
evident that the trenches would be quite untenable without the fortification of music. Also, that the highbrow
instruments were not the best things in the world to withstand front-line, or even S. O. S. conditions. Never before
had Kipling's "Song of the Bano" found such an appreciative echo: "You couldn't pack a Broadwood half a mile-You
mustn't leave a fiddle in the damp- You couldn't raft an organ up the Nil and play it in an Equatorial swamp. I travel
with the cooling pots and pails-I'm sandwiched 'tween the coffee and the pork- And when the duty column checks
and talks, You should hear me spur the rear guard to a walk!" And the tunes that mean so much to you aloneCommon tunes that make you choke and blow your nose. Vulgar tunes that bring the laugh that brings the groan-I
can rip your very heartstrings out with those. The war put lowbrow instruments back upon the map. It also put a
strenuous unrest under the ribs of humanity. One of the chief symptoms and outlets of this unrest was, and is-jazz.
With Stick and Cigar Box The primitiveness of war just naturally engendered the primitiveness of jazz. the war
killed men by the million from the Channel around to the Black sea. It raised from the dead all the lowbrow
instruments from the snare drum to the Japanese violin. This movement was actively stimulated by the swift spread
of the ukulele eastward from Hawaii, and by the invention of the mandolin-banjo and its rapid popularization
through college music clubs. No definite figures are yet available, but the opinion of the authorities who know
conditions best is pretty well agreed that the guitar and banjo figures for 1900 quoted above, which had fallen to
almost nothing by 1910, had at least quadrupled in 1921. The mandolin alone has not come back so well. Its
popularity has been largely usurped by the mandolin-banjo. The war had done another thing. It has developed a great
many musical inventors. In the trenches, if the boys wanted an instrument, they made it our of any material that came
to hand. Postwar unemployment in England stimulated the inventive faculty still more. A walk down the rows of
begging veterans lining Piccadilly or the Strand became a revelation of undreamed-of musical novelties. Variants of
the Japanese violin were the most popular. I remember a surprising one made by a much banged -up veteran hero out
of a cigar box and a long stick. He had attached a phonograph reproducer and horn to the single string; and the tone
was of strange power and charm. As he sat at the curb, clutching this astonishing contrivance between his crippled
knees, and playing it left-handed on account of an awkward wound, he and his excellent music seemed to typify all
the dauntless courage and resilient ingenuity called out by the war. No Apologies Necessary When all is said, I have
no apology to make for talking so appreciatively of these humble servants of the less sublime sorts of music. When I
consider the marvelously swift growth of this art, I cannot feel apologetic for the lowbrow. At the first glance he
seems a barbarian. But his growth has been phenomenal. The man in to-day's street is actually more musical than the
most sophisticated music lover of four or five centuries ago. For the latter was not much further advanced in musical
science than the nineteenth century Englishman who confessed that he could not tell the difference between the tunes
"God Save the Weasel" and "Poop Goes the Queen." He was just about as brilliantly enlightened as the master of
ceremonies at a ships concert in which my 'cello and I once played Godard's "Berceuse." "Mr. Schauffler,"
announced that gentleman, "will now favor us with a burrsee-us on the Kello." Of late the education of the average
music lover has been remarkably speeded up. Through the influence of the automatic instruments he has taken a
longer step forward in the last fifteen years than in any one previous century. Of course I fully realize that for every
single cultivated soul who enjoys nothing beneath Kreisler and the Philadelphia Orchestra, there are a thousand who
enjoy nothing but "close harmony" full of barber-shop chords, and cheap jazz on the mouth organ, the saxophone,
and the banjo. But the great thing about this enthusiasm of the lowbrow is its potentiality-its tremendous punch. It is
a might force acting toward social and esthetic advance. Get a busy man enthusiastic about lowbrow music and he
will try to get more time to himself. Somehow or other he will manage to enlarge a more and more enjoyable leisure.
There s nothing but good in this, for surely more leisure is one of the greatest needs of overworked America. Andbecause a taste for the variety and complexity and richness of the better music is almost always reached through the
leisurely outgrowing of a state for the monotony and superficiality and barrenness of the worse music-the final result
of his fatal passion for, say, "Turkey in the Straw" on the mouth organ and "Alexander's Ragtime Band" on the

- 448 -

banjo, will be a passion for Dvorak's "Humoresque" on Kreisler's Stradivarius, and for Schubert's "Unfinished
symphony" by the Philadelphia Orchestra.

AUGUST 30 - MUSICAL COURIER
Our article in the issue of July 5, Jazz Again, in which reference was made to the Vincent Lopez Orchestra, brought a
letter from J. Bodewalt Lampe, who up to the present has made the splendid arrangements which have done so much
to bring about the success of that orchestra. Mr. Lampe should have been mentioned in the article, inasmuch as
Lopez told us that he was responsible for the arrangements, but we forgot to say so. Mr. Lampe in his letter
speculates on what per cent. of credit belongs to the arranger and what to the performers. We should hate to arbitrate
on that question, for while it is true that the arrangement makes the piece, it is also true that the arranger depends on
the virtuosity of the players to bring out to the full the niceties of his arrangements. Such men as Lampe and a few very few - of his colleagues have done some extraordinary things in the way of inventing new instrumental
combinations, colors and balances. It is a distinctly high art and appreciated as such by musicians, especially those of
modern tendencies, such as Casella, who, in an article quoted in the MUSICAL COURIER of July 12, rhapsodized
on the subject, as well he might. Our idea is that some day a composer will come along with something real to say in
this idiom and the expert knowledge of how to say it, and that then we shall have something truly American.

AUGUST - ETUDE
YES, I TEACH 'EM JAZZ by Isabel Wister - Use jazz-yes! But-use it as bait!
The "jazz-minded" pupil, it would appear, has been a problem in the study-courses of music-teachers ever
since there were music-teachers.
At least, an ancient book of music which was forbidden fruit to the writer, a flapper of the Eighties but
seriously studying solid classics, contained The Last Waltz of a Maniac, a hectic composition full of chromatic
passages with tremendous crescendos and diminuendos suggesting insane laughter and an octave study presenting
difficulties equal to any of Kullak's.
The Last Waltz happily perished with that age. But let us give thanks that it and even the "jazz" of to-day
has jolted many indolent pupils into being industrious students.
A famous writer of "jazz" is the author of a scholarly instruction book which is worthy of the respectful,
even admiring, consideration of every teacher of piano. its introduction states that the student who aspires to play
jazz well should first master the scales and arpeggios. The first page introduces these in a variety of forms which
appear throughout the book in the keys used in popular music.
"Study the structure of common chords" is another important mandate of the book. These are set forth in
syncopated melodies, captivating the student so utterly that the technical difficulties dissolve in the joy of studying
"jazz."
So, when studying a fox-trot, we practice scales and arpeggios selected from attractive arrangements in
"Mastering the Scales and Arpeggios" by James Francis Cooke, usually in the same key as the chosen fox-trot, take a
Liszt two-finger exercise for daily setting-up and find an interesting piece in the newest number of THE ETUDE
(prescribed in the special course for "jazz" patients for its helpful and understanding material.)
Thus, without opposition to his demand for "the kind that's interesting," the jazz-minded pupil is taught to
want good music. For when the would-be jazz-player encounters the technical difficulties of syncopated time, with
untrained fingers, undisciplined thinking, unknown keys, scales and arpeggios, not to mention a labyrinth of chords
"which sound awful if they are wrong" and realizes that only serious study and diligent effort will produce a good
piano player even of jazz, the use of "popular" music as bait has been amply justified.

SEPT. -MUSIC LOVER'S MAGAZINE
RIGHT, WRONG AND JAZZ - Mrs. Edwards, the head of the Oregon Conservatory of this city, told the
writer recently that is she discovered that a pupil played jazz at home, she told that pupil to bring his jazz "library" to
the school to see if he were playing correctly- "for," she declared, "there's a right way and a wrong way to playing
music, even if it is only jazz. There's the time and the accent, the definite rhythm, to say nothing of getting the notes
as they are written.
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After the student has had a lesson or two on a jazz piece, and has practiced it until he has it "down fine," it
occasionally dawns on him that it doesn't feel so worth-while as do his better class pieces of music. If so, he has
learned a valuable lesson.

SEPT. - METRONOME
MEYER DAVIS THINKS JAZZ SYMBOLIC OF AMERICA - While dancers all over the country sway
delightedly to the strains of "Red Head Gal' and "Bananas," undoubtedly a mosquito, albeit a small one, has been
placed in the ointment of the popular pleasure by the attitude of the critics of jazz. If one dares to express a liking for
jazz among devotees to the "classics," the results are similar to pitching a lighted match into a gasoline tank,
conversationally speaking. The luckless person who prefers "Bambalina" to the "Barcarolle" is immediately
informed that he should never mention jazz in the same breath with music, also that the taste for that sort of thing is
only worthy of the citizens of the Cannibal Islands and such like places. In fine, he is made to understand that he is a
moron from the musical standpoint. But now comes a real champion for jazz and its lovers, a young man fitted to
meet the adherents of classicism on their own ground. Meyer Davis is the proprietor of a string of over thirty
orchestras playing in the most exclusive resorts and hotels of the East . He is a violinist of high merit himself and an
open-minded lover of all music in both its classic and syncopated expressions. "Modern syncopation is the classical
expression of dance music," says Mr. Davis, and stands ready to back up his assertion with examples and arguments
based on the history of music. "The syncopated form has been used time and time again by the great masters," asserts
Mr. Davis, "and in some of their best work. Wagner and Berlioz frequently used syncopation. A notable example of
classical syncopation is found in Dvorak's 'New World Symphony.' The most intricate syncopation I can recall is
found in the overture of Smetana's 'Bartered Bride,' although Glinka's 'A Life for the Tear' presents almost equal
difficulties. "Nor should modern syncopation be confused with savage syncopation. The savages syncopate without
melody, while melody is pre-eminent in modern dance music. Blaring discords have been banished from the best
dance orchestras. there remain, of course, the daring vivacities and unexpected effects that 'knock you between the
eyes,' but these are the very life of jazz.
"Not one person in a thousand dreams that the premier jazz orchestras of the country are doing work quite
as difficult as that of the symphony orchestras." But, according to Mr. Davis, "the new, complicated, symphonic
arrangements of jazz selections present difficulties equal to those of the classics.
"By the time the special arranger has finished working up a syncopated selection for orchestral use, and
inserted the mumerous symphonic effects that the sophisticated public enjoys and demands." He remarked, "you
have some music that is very hard to play and will require rehearsals as numerous and exhausting as though you were
preparing to play one of the famous symphonies.
"Jazz musicians, too, are specialists that cannot be easily replaced. Many persons have the notion that any
person who can play good standard music could step right into a jazz orchestra and do the work without difficulty.
Such is not the case. In order to produce the kind of dance music that entices crowds of people to want to dance, you
must have an organization of picked men, all of whom possess that intangible sense of rhythm that is the very life
and soul of syncopation.
"Many noted musicians have not this sense of rhythm, although some of the famous violinists are gifted
wonderfully in this way. I have heard both Kreisler and Schelling, as a passtime, play the most exquisite and playful
dance music, full of unexpected rhythms and audacities.
"Coming back to the fact that syncopation has been repeatedly used in the classics," said Mr. Davis, "you
also have to recognize this form of music as particularly appropriate to the vigorous, overflowing life of a young
nation like America. I firmly believe that in the next few years a great and revolutionary composer will arise who will
be to America's musical development what Walt Whiteman was to her poetry. I believe also that this coming great
man of music will use syncopation extensively as a medium of expressing the soul of America.
"The better type of jazz, too, cultivates an appreciation of all good music. It is well known that much of the
most popular syncopation consists of adaptions from the classics. In hearing and liking these selections, you are
unconsciously appreciating the great composers. Thus a musical theft from a great composer may react to the benefit
of the general public. In enjoying 'Chasing Rainbows.' you are really paying tribute to Chopin's 'Fantasie Impromptu.'
'My Baby's Arms' was taken from Raff's 'Cavatina,' while the tremulously popular 'Kalua' was an old Russian folk
song put into the major key, practically note for note. The 'Song of India,' essentially popular music although not
syncopation, is taken from Rimsky-Korsakow, 'Say it with Music' was adapted from Goldmark's 'Russian Symphony.'
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"There's really not much that's new under the sun, or moon, either," concluded Mr. Davis with a smile.
"Even the delightful 'Parade of the Wooden Soldiers' that swept New York is an old European tune once used for the
defunct one-step and then known as the "Parade of the Tin Soldiers.' It was one of the first tunes I learned to play on
the fiddle.
"But while so much of our syncopation has been borrowed from the great music of the past, there is a
quantity of charming and original jazz being turned out, such as 'Chicago,' 'Red Head Gal,' 'Runnin' Wild' and 'South
Sea Eves.' Jazz is certainly, however, the American music of the future. Nothing can dislodge it from the popular
affections, and I believe that time will see it develop into a great folk music."

SEPT. - METRONOME
QUALITY IN "BLUES" - "Blues" are distinctly the creation of the colored people. They live them, they
breathe them, and they write them. A white man has about as much right to compose a "blues" as a man without any
knowledge of music would have to write a symphony.
The craze for "blues" is now at its height. The end is not yet. Mechanical companies are tumbling over each
other in their eagerness to discover "real blues." There are bushels of inferior compositions on the market labeled
"blues," but the genuine article by born writers of "blues" is as scarce as the proverbial "hen's tooth." A "real blues"
has a certain "struttin'" rhythm that is irresistible. It sways the hearer almost with every note and underneath it all
there is the wail of the aborigine.
Perhaps no other publishing house has taken as much trouble to unearth genuine "blues" as "The House of
Hits" (E. B. Marks Music Company). They were pioneers at the game. In the days before "blues" were universally
popular, they collected such marvelous type of this style of composition as Tishomingo Blues, Shim-me-Sha-Wabble,
Corinne Blues, Graveyard Blues, every one a giant in its class, a standard "blues" and a household word in musical
and stage circles. No mechanical company can boast of a complete "blues" catalog without these famous leaders.
And now that the call is more acute than ever, those record companies who have not as yet listed these numbers, or
who are not satisfied with their former recordings made some years ago, have not only re-made them but are
reporting most astounding demand and sales for every one of them. It has been no easy task for "The House of Hits"
to find "blues" that will measure up to the standard of Tishomingo, Corinne, Shim-Me-Sha-Wabble and Graveyard,
but they have at last succeeded in doing so through a special tour of the south arranged for the purpose.
There they found among others, the African Opera Series of Blues, very popular in Memphis, and the
adjacent cities. although this series consisted of nine numbers, the E. B. Marks Company analyzed the situation
thoroughly and accepted but two of them, Strut 'Long Papa and Uncle Bud (Bugle Blues). The fame of these
numbers (composed by Bob Miller) has already reached the North and they are both being recorded by practically
every company of standing. Daisy Martin, well known in recording circles, and other recording artists now have
these numbers in their permanent repertoire. In this connection, it has become an established fact that the millions of
colored folks who are the principal buyers of "blues" prefer them not only by colored artists, mostly girls whose
training and natural sympathies enable them to give an interpretation to "blues" with such natural and telling effect
that white singers cannot hope to in anywise equal.
While on the trail for "blues" material, the E. B. Marks Company unearthed another bonanza when they
discovered four or five unmatchable "blues." They negotiated for these numbers and finally secured them, thus
rounding out what is undoubtedly the best catalog of "Strut Blues" winners in the world with such catchy material as
Brown Baby, There'll Be Some Changes Made, Memphis Man, 2 A. M. Blues, Log Cabin Blues and Georgia Blues.
In such a wealth of "African Blues" material, the one trouble lies in the fact that it is difficult to choose the best.
There is no best! Each has in its own way distinctive and novel features, so much so that the large record companies
have given up the task of choosing, and list the lot as a whole.

SEPT. - METRONOME
CLARENCE WILLIAMS A SPECIALIST ON "BLUES" - Clarence Williams, recognized as one of the
most famous "Blues" writers of the day, and head of the largest colored music publishing firm in this country, started
out in life to be a tailor. He tells this little story of the cause of his changing his life's work.
"Twelve years ago, on the strength of the fact that I could play two songs fairly well. I took a job in a New
Orleans wine room, playing a piano. When a patron would request any number except the two which I knew, Some
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of These Days and Lovey Joe, I always excused myself by saying I did not have the music with me, but that night I
would purchase that number and have a girl play it over and over until I could play it by ear."
Each time the girl played a song it cost Mr. Williams $1. He finally decided it would be much cheaper to
take piano lessons at 25 cents per lesson. He started out, but at the end of his eighth lesson was satisfied he had
learned all there was to be learned about piano playing. Those who have heard his phonograph recordings will
realize that today he is a pianist par excellence.
Mr. Williams has written a number of Blues hits. Among them might be mentioned: Brown skin, Who You
For?, Ain't Going Nobody None of This Jelly Roll, You're Some Pretty Doll and Royal Garden Blues. He
collaborated with A. J. Piron on all these numbers. Since entering the publishing business, he has sponsored such hits
as Got To Cool My Doggies Now, Sister Kate, If You Don't Believe I Love You, Look What a Fool I've Been and
Sugar blues. The latest and what looks like one of the biggest hits to come out of this "hit" factory is Gulf Coast
Blues. "If you know what the people want, and what they like and you give it to them when they want it, they are
going to be satisfied, and the satisfied public spells success to any publisher," said Clarence, and I guess he is right.

SEPT. - DIAL
MUSICAL CHRONICLE - Jazz is a series of jerks. In rhythm, you do not have to be conscious of the one
two, one two; or of the one two three, one two three. Not even in Mendelssohn. But in jazz, to get your pleasure, you
have to count the beat. Because jazz is every old thing which has ever been, distorted. Anticipated a little; suspended
a little. It is the most banal with tobasco sauce; beans with ketchup plentifully. Ten minutes of it used as
entertainment, makes a bore. For dance music, it cannot compare with Viennese waltzes. You do not even have to go
to Johann Strauss. Waldteufel, flat as he is.
But some people in Paris talk of the rhythms of jazz. Three times in a century, to gratify some vaguest
longing-people in Paris have dreamed fantasies, and called them by the name of America. First, nostalgic
Chateaubriand and the Natchez. The Apollo in the hide of the "peau rouge." Second, Baudelaire and the great pale
American Christ. The great pallid American Christ wandering the streets of New York was Edgar Allan Poe. Third,
certain fatigued contemporaries who, more or less because Marinetti stood on the prow of a dreadnaught in a
Byronic frame of mind, mistake material brutishly used in America for primitive art. A steel-construction with
Antwerp plastered over its flanks is architecture. "The Parthenon was built for use." The Parthenon, with the plumb
of its columns subtly varied that the eye may be enchanted! Then, Charlot, Fattie, and Miss Pearl White. The
Saturday Evening insensibility as the American story. And jazz. The rhythms of jazz.
One wonders: have any of these charming dreamers ever seen or heard the objects they mistake for beauty,
or clarity, or significance? They have seen charlot. And, no doubt, his films are much funnier than the shows in Paris,
though you do see some very funny ones at the Theatre Nationale de l'Opera, and at the Maison de Moliere. But what
is it they have really seen and heard? Some people opened a little place off the Place de la Madeleing, and Cocteau,
who had made quite a success with the pieces of the battery in the performance of Milhaud's choephores, insisted on
playing something which he qualified with the name "Jazz American." A great many ladies heard, and seemed
greatly edified at having finally gotten the real right thing. But some friends, American-persuaded Cocteau to desist.
And still, jazz is the American music, or the chrysalis of American music. And the machine and its products-must be
accepted.
This Gerald Stanley Lee, Marinetti categorical imperative, has no importance for any one doing work either
in the field of mechanics or that of art. The creative mechanic no more than the artist "accepts" the machine. Like his
poetical brother, he has in his mind an ideal objective. And for the purpose of approaching that objective, he makes
friends with his instrument, and drives it relentlessly to the limit of its capacities. There have always been machines,
since ever the first humanoid took up a club and began freeing his mind; and between the man who drives the
machine relentlessly to its limit and the man who tells a perfect story, there is no opposition. Both are driven by the
selfsame need, the need of things of quality enrooted in the living human breast. Both are moving toward the same
ideal goal. Neither is responsible for the mess rotting modern life. Responsible for that are, far more, the people
moved by no ideal objective. The good-enough people in the field of machine-work. And the people who sit about,
and talk.
Whether French people wanted us to be savages or no would be of no matter in the United States; all the
talk of skyscraper primitive art would be harmless, were work proceeding here, and voices calling. The existing
machinery, jazz, Charlie Chaplain, would find the artist, for the artist never has to go find the raw stuff of nature. But
there is no faith among the American workers; and in all ages wanting inner direction, a subjective sense of
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inferiority drives men to searching for ready-made formulae before starting off on their adventures; and to playing up
to the eyes of certain people whom they take pleasure in conceiving as superior to themselves. It is for this reason
that the charming fantasies of contemporary France seem to us to contain a principle dangerous to the young art-men
in America. These fantasies are supplying a number of embryonic artists with cheap formulae, keeping them from
working from their sensibilities. They are also persuading a number of incipient advertising-men that they have
something to do with art, preventing them using their talents properly in selling tomato sauce and soap. No doubt, the
will to worship a lot of quarter-baked material will eventually be discarded by the determined artists, and lead the
incipient advertisers to flattering millionaires more directly and building up circulation for frankly millionaire fluttering journal. But much breath will go lost. And we have so little breath to ease. Paul Rosenfeld.

SEPT. - METRONOME
PRE-JAZZ, JAZZ, POST-JAZZ by Frank J. Gibbons - For the period of its national existence, America has
as large a treasury of people's music as any other nation, including folk-music of unknown authorship and the songs
of known American composers. Probably the largest portion of this music antedates the Civil War, while American
musicians were frankly American. There was a time, from the Sixties to the appearance of Sousa, when America
went to sleep musically or worshipped strange gods, our talented ones trying to recompose German or Italian musicwith doleful results! (Some of them are still at it.) Lordy, what dull stuff our organists and directors of that period
turned out! The trouble being that they weren't "talking United States" and couldn't master the musical idioms of
Vienna, Paris or Milan. There are plenty of Sonatas, so why try to compose any more? Plenty of symphonies, and
nothing possible beyond Beethoven's Seventh and Cesar Franck's; lots of "grand" operas with the field still open for
the genius who can produce a convincing one-Debussy and Massenet each succeeded once in this well-nigh
impossible task. To date, American musicians filled with unassailable European ways, have failed in this also. Sousa
broke away and began writing marches, something wanted in music. Others came to life and did likewise, sometimes
going better than Sousa. From that day the stiff, formal, uninspiring Western European Marches were heard less and
less. Who hears a European March anywhere today? They are gone! America is American again, musically later on a
lot of talented, uninstructed chaps began concocting lively, unclassifiable stuff in their own way, full of rhythm and
noise. Some one styled it "ragtime," probably because he couldn't count its measures, one, two, three; or, one, two,
three, four. Here and there a pedant tried to grasp the "main idea" and tie it down to a five-quarter count. Incorrigible
Europeities! The ragtimers paid no attention to the scholars, and American rhythms invaded all parts of the world,
followed by execrations and cheers. Then came the Great War and the stupendous mobilization and march of men
from everywhere, the American Army having every race under Heaven in its legions. March! March! Strike up the
band! Zowie! What strange march-music! Every race had thrown its motive into the composition and shouted "let's
go." Just like that came "Jazz" shattered the walls of Jericho and American musical instinct was in the Land of
Promise. Uniformly, the first hearing of Jazz produced amazement, then gales of laughter, then hilarious cheers. In
France, they say, it first evoked a look of rage, then a broad grin, then a guffaw, and "Vive le Cacophone" or any title
expressing uproar. Good-bye all the European fiddle-de-dee and um-tum-te-tum popular stuff "Jazz" bands took hold
over seas. The "Jazz" wave held over for a while after the War and grew into music when members of symphony and
opera Orchestras felt the magnetism of the man's size salaries acquired by the "Jazz" executioners. The Motivating
Motifs The American field is rich. Across the Pacific came the fantastic modal ideas of Asia; American Indians and
Negroes contributed their characteristic melodies, Spanish America came up with its rich tone-colors; the South Sea
Islands gave their ingratiating portamento; a multitude of European races brought their gifts; and American life
supplied rhythm, accent and intensity. Tin Pan Alley supplies the notes that carry these motifs, and also the wordsthe latter, alas, usually freighted with proletarian pathos. Americans are fast workers. In a few years of musical
independence we've advanced from the drum and clapper stage to contrapuntal, symphonic treatments. Quite an
achievement! At this writing we're in a riot of tone-color, rhythm, fantasy, accent, counterpoint. America's little
dances are miniature symphonies out of which is forming an American musical alphabet. With some good luck, great
glory is just ahead. This is the period of experiment, and comparisons in this case are anything but odious. Quite
welcome, in fact. The clear-visioned Berlioz pointed surely to ways and means for the development of modern
European music. Thus far the post-jazz directors and composers have moved confidently, firmly, and have mobilized
the most enterprising and venturesome American musical spirits in a great self-reliant forward movement. It's a gay
adventure. It's anybody's game. The roadway is verdant with the long green. The pipes and trumpets are of gold and
the pipers ride to their studios in magic chariots propelled by magic vapor that outrides the wind. Magic disks carry
their tones to the uttermost bounds of the earth and the glad noise thereof sets the whole world dancing. Dull care
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bursts into a laugh and does a fox-trot with great agility and grace. and an avid world, throwing calamity to the devil,
moves forward to the joyous strains of American music. American rhapsodies and symphonies Our hotels, cafes,
vaudeville houses and phonograph companies are now regaling us with symphonic, contrapuntal, fantastic, intricately
rhythmed dance music, quite new in treatment and effect though any theme classic or popular suffices. It's made in
the U. S. A.-nowhere else and heard in every part of the world. "Going some" so to speak, in about a decade of
progress upward and outspreading. Faults a plenty, of course. Banality of theme, intensity, and so forth. But in at
least a score of orchestras the execution is up to the best symphonic standards. The Triumphal Trot of the Saxophone
When Stradivarius, of Cremona, perfected the Violin the instrumentation of music went through a revolution. Then
for nearly 300 years, string instruments held undisputed sway. Dealers in old fiddles and 'Cellos actually boast that
string instruments haven't been improved one iota in centuries. Buildings, however, have grown much larger. Life
has grown fuller, more colorful. American music reflects these changes. Saxophones have brought about a change in
the instrumentation of music quite as thorough as that brought about by the Violin family of instruments 300 years
ago. America, with its colorful life, its larger auditoriums, its cosmopolitan population, took to Saxophones readily
and in legions. Orchestras based on Saxophone Quartet or Saxophone Sextet sprang up everywhere. The first were
dubbed "Jazz Band." But even the Violin was not appreciated when it first appeared and was referred to disdainfully
upon its first public hearing as "A squeaky little fiddle." The dance orchestra of today is essentially a wind band. The
Brasses-Trumpets, Trombones and Tubas-have been refined by American genius. The Brasses have really been
brought in out of the street, and made to associate with dancers and dinners. They are no longer rattle throated and
rancous, but smooth, velvety, and extremely well adapted to soft effects, and to the requirements of ballroom and
banquet room. Muted Trumpets and Trombones vie with the reeds in richness and sweetness. Flengel Horns and
French Horns lend variety. Another American instrument, the Banjo gives the ensemble a sparkling rhythmic
groundwork and a degree of pep that the piano could never give. The waltz kings came from Vienna. The Polka
waltz school centered about Poland. The fox trot school of composers and directors and performers is centered in the
United States. All of Europe gets its dance times and its dance orchestras from the U. S. A. We still import directors
on a small scale -for symphony orchestras, but we are exporting music and musicians as never before. Our musical
comedies and operettas, too, are exported on a grand scale. American Moving Picture scores and cue sheets go to all
nations along with American films. This is quite a turn about. Self determination in music, as in politics, is a good
thing, but dispite the scathing criticisms of Europeans and American Europeites, we have arrived! To an interested
observer the outlook for American music looks quite promising at least some of our musicians are beginning to stand
on their own ground, experiment and go ahead. If this be the voice of Philistia, why let it go at that, but watch
developments. Following are the instrumentation schemes used and recommended by the nationally known leaders
whose names are appended thereto.
Instrumentation for Dance Orchestra
By Paul Whiteman, New York
Number of players
5
6
7
8
9 10 11 12 13 14 15
Violins
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
2
2
2
Saxophones
1
1
1
2
2
2
3
3
3
3
3
Banjos
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
Trumpets
1
1
1
2
2
2
2
2
2
Trombones
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
mellophones or horns
1
2
2
Sax tuba or BBb Bass
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
Pianos
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
2
2
2
2
Drums (Pair)
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------In 7-piece Orchestra, Trumpet and Trombone may be replaced by one more saxophone
and BBb tuba or Sax tuba.
In 8-piece Orchestra one Saxophone may be replaced by BBb tuba or Sax Tuba.
Instead of 2nd Piano and Horns, more Saxophones for strings may be added
The more players who "double" the better. Clarinet, Oboe and Bass Clarinet are the
most desirable doubles.
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Instrumentation for Dance Orchestra
By Meer Davis, Washington, D. C.
Number of players
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
15
Violin
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
2
2
2
2
Saxophones
1
1
2
2
2
2
2
2
2
2
2
Banjos
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
2
Trumpets
1
1
2
2
2
2
2
2
Trombones
1
1
1
1
1
1
Pianos
1 1
1
1
1
1
2
2
2
2
2
Drums (Pair)
1 1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------*String Bass may be used in combination of eight men or less.
Instrumentation is largely a question of the room in which the orchestra is to play. Where a scheme
of instrumentation might fit the acoustic properties of one room. It would have to be radically
changed for another room.
It is assumed that the Saxophone Players will double on various reed instruments, such as Clarinet,
oboe, Bass Clarinet, etc. and, of course, on Sopranino and Bass Saxophones.
Saxophones should be used in this order of precedence List-the Alto; next add tenor; then double the
Alto or Tenor Saxophone part.
Instrumentation for Dance Orchestra
By Paul Sprecht of New York
Number of Players
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
15
Violins
1
1
1
1
1
2
2
2
2
Saxophones
1
1
1
2
2
2
3
3
3
3
3
Banjos
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
Trumpets
1
1
1
1
1
2
2
2
2
2
2
Trombones
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
Mellophones or Horns
1
2
Sax Tuba or BBb Bass
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
Piano
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
2
2
2
Drums (Pair)
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------Doubles: Clarinet and Bass Clarinet, Oboe, Flute, Concertina
Instrumentation for Dance Orchestra
By Charles Dornberger, Musical Director, George White's Scandals
Number of Players5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
15
Violins
1
1
1
1
Saxophones
1
2
2
2
3
3
3
3
3
3
4
Banjos
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
Trumpets
1
1
2
2
2
2
2
2
2
2
Trombones
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
Mellophones or Horns
1
2
2
Sax Tuba or BBb Bass
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
Pianos
1
1
1
1
1
1
2
2
2
2
2
Drums (Pair)
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------It is assumed that the Saxophone Players will double on various reed instruments, such as Clarinet,
Oboe, Bass Clarinet, Flute and Piccolo.
[Mr. Ddornberger plays four Saxophones himself. He hold that the violin is not an essential instrument in combinations smaller than 12 men, and claims the fingering popularity of the lone fiddle is
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due entirely for so many leaders being primarily violinists and too dilatory to learn Saxophone, which
is a much better instrument.]
Instrumentation for Theatre Pit Orchestra
(for musical shows)
By Charles Dornberger, Musical Director
George White Scandals 1923
Number of Players
12
13
14
15
16
17
18
Violins
2
2
2
3
3
4
4
Saxophones
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
Banjos
1
1
1
1
1
2
Trumpets
2
2
2
2
2
2
2
Trombones
1
1
2
2
2
2
2
Pianos
1
1
1
1
2
2
2
Drums and Traps
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
String Bass or Sax Tuba
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------It is impracticable to have less than 12 men for the pit. It is understood that among the 4 Saxophones,
two, at least, play Clarinet also, while a third plays Oboe and Bassoon. The fourth Sax should double
on two or three different pitch Saxophones. In the 18-piece combination one Banjo should play mostly
single string melody. Sax Obbligatos to the principal vocal numbers of the show are very effective and
were features at the Apollo Theatre, New York, with the slow "Go-Go."

OCTOBER - SHEET MUSIC NEWS
ORIGIN OF "BLUES" NUMBERS - Some Interesting Facts concerning the History of Their Origin and
Growth. Reports from dealers, publishers and recording companies in various parts of the country indicate that there
is to-day a great demand for "blues" numbers, which is likely to continue unabated during the coming winter season
at least. Such numbers are by no means new-for several of them have been among the big sellers of quite a few years
ago-but during the past year or so they have achieved popularity greater than ever before.
So important are "blues" numbers regarded to-day that there are several publishes who are specializing in
them, and such well known popular publishers as Irving Berlin, Inc., Jack Mills, Inc., and the Edward B. Marks
Music Co., have special departments devoted to "blues" numbers. The recording companies are also giving special
attention to "blues" songs, and such firms as the General Phonograph Corporation (Okeh Records), Columbia,
Victor, Vocalion, etc., have special colored "blues" artists for this type of songs.
In view of these facts, it is interesting to trace back the history or origin of "blues" songs, and their growth
in popularity. Everybody, of course, knows that "blues" numbers originated with the colored folks in the South. If we
trace back into the music of the colored race we find that there are two general types of music popular among them,
viz., spiritual (as sung or chanted at revival meetings) and plantation songs. Roughly speaking, these might be
considered as corresponding to the white man's sacred and secular music.
Old Darkey melodies
It was from this old music-practically all of which was never written on paper, but like Topsy "jes' grew"that the modern "blues" numbers really originated. Back in the days before the Civil War these tunes originated, and
it is peculiarly interesting how they really did "jes' grow," without apparently having either lyricist or composer.
Here is now many of them originated: A colored person, presiding at a camp meeting or revival meeting,
would begin a spirited prayer, in which he would start a sort of chant, repeating over and over again various religious
thoughts. The colored person, presiding at a camp meeting or revival meeting, would begin a spirited prayer, in
which he would start a sort of chant, repeating over and over again various religious thoughts. The colored folks
present would join in with a vim, and together they would chant the words over and over again, creating a wild sort
of combination between discord and harmony. From this chanting originated some of the spiritual music among the
colored race.
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These tunes would be carried to the colored boys working in the fields, who, not so much interested in
matters spiritual, would proceed to change the tempo somewhat and use words of their own, describing perhaps some
event that took place. For example, if a colored acquaintance was whipped by his master for some reason or other,
they would evolve an extemporaneous set of words around the incident and sing them in the fields. Not infrequently
they would compose their own tunes as they worked. Although they knew absolutely nothing about music, they had a
native instinct for harmony, which gave some of these melodies some at tributes of music.
The Coming of "Blues."
These old melodies with their quaint words kept increasing in number as the years rolled on, but still only
here and there did one find its way on paper. However, with the coming of the cabaret and the dance craze ten or so
years ago, some of these melodies were taken in hand by colored composers, arranged to meet more modern
demands and sung widely in the cabarets of the South catering exclusively to colored people. Their popularity
continued to spread until it reached all parts of the country but still it was confined to colored people. It was only a
comparatively few years ago that white people became interested in these numbers too.
The first popular publisher of the modern school to actually appreciate the latest possibilities of these old
strains was W. C. Handy, of the firm of Handy Bros., New York, formerly known as Pace & Handy. Mr. Handy was
born in the vicinity of Muscles Shoals and was brought up in an atmosphere that made him capable of appreciating
this type of music. Possessing a musical education, he began composing music based on these old strains and writing
suitable lyrics to go with them. Music dealers all over will remember the "Memphis Blues," written and published by
W. C. Handy. This is generally conceded to have been the first big hit among "blues" numbers, and it has since been
followed by numerous others, both from the pen of Mr. Handy and others.
Care in Lyric and Melody
To the unthinking person who labors under the impression that "blues" numbers are just dashed off in a
haphazard sort of way, without thought as to melody or lyric, it is a revelation to get the views of the people who
write and publish such numbers. Charles Handy, brother of William C. Handy, and his partner in the publishing
business, in recently discussing this subject, said:
"There is as much thought and care given to the writing of 'blues' numbers as to any other kind of music. In
the lyric an attempt is always made to actually tell a story or convey a message, while harmony and the various other
musical attributes are invariably taken into consideration by the high class 'blues' composer.
"It might interest you to know that a good blues number could very easily be arranged for a symphony
orchestra. As a matter of fact, my brother is right now making symphonic arrangements of some of his most popular
blues numbers."
Theme of a "Blues" Number
An interesting example of the type of old southern folk-lore that eventually found its way as the theme of a
popular 'blues' number, is the following story of John Henry, a southern character:
"John Henry, so the legend runs, was the king of the riveters and rillers. Black but comely, he possessed a
physical contour that would bring joy to the heart of a sculptor. He could do more work than any four ordinary men,
consume prodigies quantities of grog and was the center of a myriad of maidenly sighs from the hearts of dusky
belles. He was Grand Mentor of the lodge, official umpire at the baseball games and the supreme court and last word
in all community disputes. It was thus he reigned for many years with due dignity and decorum, seemingly
unconscious of his power, yet with his royalty unquestioned and unsullied.
"Like other dynasties whose tenure is not zealously guarded. John Henry's throne of physical prowess
tottered when one morning a usurper appeared in the form of a pneumatic punch and riveter. The new invention was
installed with the guarantee to perform the work of ten men. John's heart become heavy beneath the dense clouds of
gloomy foreboding. he felt his throne sinking beneath him and foresaw the passing of his fame.
"Then, as falling monarchs usually do, he evinced the human side and resolved to make one last stand
against the mechanical pretender for his dynasty. His powerful, elastic muscles, potent in all previous emergencies,
would serve him in this crisis and he would vet show his subjects that he was supreme. He issued a ukase that he,
John Henry, King of All Drolleries and riveters and Defender of the Faith in Physical Strength, would drive more
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rivets than any machine made by the hand of man. Over a brimming glass of sparkling beverage, long since extinct
by the ruthless hand of Volstead, he placed a generous wager as an earnest of his confidence.
"All the world loves a fighter and his votaries rallied to him and bets were freely made upon the result of
this peculiar contest.
"In the finale of this tragedy, tradition comes to the parting of the ways. One version, the one which Mr.
Handy has epitomized and painted in "blue" has it that on the day of the vital test. John Henry's hammer fell in
tripper blows to the song he sang: while the mechanical riveter hit a tap-tap-tap, from the compressed air behind it,
and it was truly Taps, the funeral dirge of the dethroned John Henry that our hero, feeling all was lost and his fame
departing, gathered his energies for a last stand, strained his muscles for one supreme effort, with his hammer
suspended, he then fell dead beneath it.
"Another and more romantic version is still given in the legends and songs of the quarries and among the
section hands is that John Henry met and acknowledged defeat at the hands of the new mechanism, and with bowed
head faded away-passed out from the haunts of his erstwhile glory and was never seen nor heard of again."
Definition of Term "Blues."
Two interesting questions have often been raised regarding "blues" numbers. The first of these is, whence
comes the term "blues"-and why? The other is, what is the definition of a "blues" number. Mr. Haynes of the
Clarence Williams Publishing Co., New York another well known publisher of "blues" songs- offered the following
thoughts:
"In my opinion they are called "blues" because of the fact that there are certain strains in them which are
really "blue"-that is, they have a 'blue' reaction.
"Regarding the definition, the following one from a prominent orchestra leader may or may not be worth
something. A blues number, he said, is one that has a tendency toward discord, but just before it became discord, it
recovers."
Reflects Sadness of Slavery Days
The people who manufacture records also have some interesting information to offer on the subject of
"blues." A Glander, publicity representative of the General Phonograph Co., New York, the first recording company
to appreciate the commercial possibilities of "blues" numbers, and whose "blues" catalogue is famous, had the
following to say:
"The first real big 'blues' number was "Memphis Blues," by W.C. Handy. this was followed shortly
afterward by 'St. Louis Blues,' another hit by the same writer. Both of these numbers are still selling on the records.
We went into the 'race' or 'blues' field about three years ago, and they are now a very important branch of our
business. Our first artist to sing 'blues' numbers exclusively was Mamie Smith.
"'Blues' numbers invariably contain a sad strain, reflecting, in all probability the condition of the colored
race before the Civil War days. A peculiar characteristic of blues numbers is that some of the lines and strains are
repeated over and over again. this is explained, in all probability, by the fact that they were originally written for
poor colored laborers, who lacked education and consequently required this repetition in order that they could
comprehend.
"There are two distinct kinds of 'blues' numbers-'white blues' and 'low down blues.' The former are popular
numbers with a ballad strain and jazz tempo, while 'low down blues' are the typical numbers of the southern colored
folks. No white man can write 'low down blues'-nor can a colored man, for that matter, unless he was born and
brought up in the South. For this reason, 'blues' numbers are frequently purchased from uneducated, untrained
colored writers down South.
"Blues" singers.
W. G. Monroe, manager of the record department of the Columbia Phonograph Co., emphasized the fact
that colored singers from the South only can properly render 'blues' numbers. concerning this he said:
"One of our most popular 'blues' singers is Bessie Smith, who was unknown and practically broke when our
Mr. Walker discovered her. she was brought up north and given a tryout. Her first few recordings were terrible, for
her voice was absolutely uncultured. However, she had a deep, powerful voice, particularly suitable for 'blues' songs,
and Mr. Walker, realizing that she possessed latent talent, put her through a course of training. she finally came
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through in splendid style and her rendition of 'Gulf Coast Blues,' 'Downhearted Blues' and several other numbers
helped to make them big sellers on the Columbia records."
Just how long "blues" numbers will be in vogue is purely a matter of speculation, but there is little doubt but
that they will prove good sellers over the counter for the current season, at least, and dealers will find it to their
interest to keep a supply of such sheet music in stock during the coming months.

OCTOBER - METRONOME
SAXOPHONE INVADING THEATRE PITS. Last year the adding of saxophones to pit orchestras in
various Keith and other vaudeville houses was the most forward step of this immensely popular instrument.
This year the sax is invading the pits of legitimate houses, as well as appearing in solo roles on stage at the
foremost of the moving picture palaces of New York and other leading cities.
The show "Go-Go," which just concluded a successful run at the Apollo Theatre, New York, has two
saxophone players, each doubling on several sizes of saxophones. The effects were really delightful and very greatly
appreciated by the players and the audiences, as evidenced by applause for the orchestra as well as for the players.
IN "Go-Go," at the Apollo Theatre, Bernard Granville took the leading male role. It was highly interesting
and amusing to hear a sax play a string of {cuck-oos" where Granville's lines portrayed his state of mental anguish
because of his love for the leading lady.
Soprano sax obbligatos to leading female voice numbers added a charm that is entirely absent from the
usual theatre orchestra effects. The baritone sax and bass sax lent charming effects at opportune times during the
rendition of vocal solos and vocal chorus effects, sometimes with staccato as sweet and solemn as strumming harps,
and again in heroic measure.
At the Longacre Theatre, New York, the attraction this season is "Little Jessio James," with music by Harry
Archer. Here the pit orchestra has discarded all old theatrical tradition and is a genuine dance orchestra in type and
effect. It is a Paul Whiteman Orchestra, under the direction of Ernest Cutting (formerly right bower to Earl Fuller).
Mr. Cutting has three saxophone players, one of whom plays four saxophones and doubles on 'cello, another
saxophone player doubles on bass clarinet. Then there are two trumpeters, trombonist, drummer, banjoist, two
violinists and the pianist.
Paul Whiteman, Inc., has started out to revolutionize pit orchestra instrumentation and music, it being Paul
Whiteman's idea that the best instrumentation for a music and dancing show is the regulation Whiteman dance
orchestra instrumentation and music. That he is right is proved by numerous press notices such as this (and this one
should be taken to heart by all producers of musical shows, all leaders of pit orchestras and all dealers in musical
instruments);
"Although in the course of several years of intensive playgoing I have seen many strange things in the
theatre, it was not until I went to 'Little Jessie Janes' that I witnessed the novel spectacle of the orchestra running
away with the honors of a musical comedy. I have seen shows where the band deserved a healthy share of the credit,
but to have the lads in the trenches capture the hit of the evening was a sight new to me. It is a fact, though, that the
Paul Whiteman orchestra which dispenses the music for 'Little Jessie Janes' is the applause hit of the piece, and
following it the next ranking hit was made by a chorus girl named Lucila Mendez.
"Lastly, there is that orchestra. Each one of the men - there are only 11 of them - is a genuinely good
musician and the conductor, Ernest Cutting, handles the baton in a masterful manner. What they succeed in doing for
'Little Jessie Janes' can hardly be estimated, but it is certain that were they not in the pit the show would suffer
tremendously. As it is, they are the biggest thing in the show."

NOVEMBER 4 - MUSICAL AMERICA
MORE JAZZ FOR THE VIOLIN - by Samuel Gardner - Samuel Gardner is an American composerviolinist who s helping along the cause of making jazz "classical." He has already produced several numbers for his
instrument that have followed successfully along this line, and now comes "Jazzetto" (Carl Fischer) in a cover as
unusual as its title. Inside we find that the music matches both title and cover. Mr. Gardner writes syncopation that is
as foot-moving as anything that comes out of Tin-Pan-Alley, but he writes it, of course, in a far more musical manner
than that in which it is customarily served. It is in short, jazz plus musicianship, and the result is altogether
fascinating. Like most of this composer's essays in jazz, it is by no means easy to play. It slips along at a merry pace,
demanding fleetiness and surety. this, combined with tricky rhythmical figures, makes its playing no mean task.
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Certainly, this piece would brighten up any program, and it is safe to predict that genuine applause would follow its
performance.

NOVEMBER - MUSICAL DIGEST
EVA GAUTHIER. Jazz invaded the concert hall last Thursday night when Eva Gauthier gave her annual
New York song recital in Aeolian Hall. In a program which began with Belini, Byrd and Purcell and jumped to
Hindemith, Bartok, Schoenberg, Bliss and Milhaud, Mme. Gauthier inserted a group of songs culled from the fields
of musical comedy; Alexander's Rag Time Band of Irving Berlin, Kern's Siren's Songs, Donaldson's Carolina,
Gershwin's Swannee and I'll Build a Stairway to Paradise and Gershwin's and Daly's Innocent Ingenue Baby.
The jazz, according to Deems Taylor of the World, "to be vulgar about it, stopped the show" and
"incidentally revealed a hitherto unsuspected unction and histrionic skill" in the singer. The Hindemith songs did
"not seem very important."
Mr. Colles of the Times feels that jazz's home is not the concert room, that any "singer of the variety stage
could give Mme. Gauthier lessons in how to put that sort of thing across to the audience," but that "outside of the
American group Mme. Gauthier's skill and versatility deserve all praise." The Herald finds her voice "not remarkable
for purity of tone or finish," but "flexible" and of "clarity" of diction.
Lawrence Bilman writes in the Tribune of the jazz songs: "Viewed simply as music for voice and piano, it
seemed to us that they came off rather badly. We know of only one way of forming an estimate of the value of a
piece of music, and that is by a consideration of the distinction, force and originality of its melodic, harmonic and
rhythmic elements. Viewed in this light, Mme. Gauthier's American exhibit left us singularly unkindled. The
rhythmic gusto of this music is its obviously distinguishing trait. But musical man cannot live by rhythm alone; and
melodically and harmonically these songs are appallingly trite, relaxed and freely." The Sun found the group
monotonous.

NOVEMBER 10 - MUSICAL AMERICA
NOVELTY IS SPIC - A week which witnesses the introduction in the concert room of some chosen pieces
of ragtime and yet-to discuss a somewhat different subject-finds place for no less than three Beethoven programs,
deserves the adjective unique. Between these extremes came the usual ample number of recitals by artists veteran
and youthful and debuts by singers and instrumentalists. Three mistresses of the art of Terpsichore-the Duncan
Dancers-made their return to New York before a rejoicing audience, while the week-end brought also appearances
by such favorite artists as Bauer, Hansen, Spading, Rogers, Gerhardt and Elman.
Enter Jazz!
It was bound to happen. Sooner or later ragtime, or jazz-the pure stuff of Tin Pan Alley-was destined to
make its way into the hallowed concert hall. Eva Gauthier, who loves a plunge against the icy current of musical
convention, had the proper amount of conviction and the courage to "do it now," with the result that her recital
program at Aeolian Hall on the evening of Nov. 1 had an "American" group by Messrs. Berlin, Kern, Donaldson,
Gershwin, et al. A very large and expectant audience waited anxiously for this particular group, and getting it seemed
vastly gratified. But all in its proper place.
Mme. Gauthier's program was interesting from first until well toward the last. It was a "recital of ancient
and modern music for voice," and in the too-limited ancient section were some utterly delightful pieces by Vincenzo
Bellini, Perucchini, Purcell and Byrd. A "Cradle Song" by Byrd was as exquisitely carved a melodic cameo as the
ear could ask. A second section brought modern Hungarian and German songs, the first by Bela Bartok, the second
by Paul Hindemith. Bartok would appear, on the evidence offered, to have something powerful and beautiful to say
and to be able to say it in a very individual manner. The "Two Hungarian Folk-songs" that came under his pen were
rich and passionate, impregnated with pulsing feeling at every point. the German Hindemith's compositions, on the
other hand, seemed a considerable ado about just nothing. Hindemith may be "considered the most promising talent
of the younger German school," but after hearing his string quartet and this brac of songs, the present writer for one
takes leave to doubt it. "On the Stairway" and "Through the Evening Gardens," as his songs are named, are simply
trifles dressed up in outlandishly modern garments.
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But to our jazz. whether jazz is "our current mode of expression," as Mr. Seldes said in the Dial last August,
is not altogether within the mark. Without cudgelling our brains on the question of nationalism, let us admit that the
best ragtime has at least one primary and all-important attribute of all true art: it lives. There is a vitality, a buoyancy
about jazz that seizes you whether you will or no and rushes you along without. its seductions are difficult to resist,
and as a fact few persons succeed in resisting, although not all are honest about it. Mme. Gauthier, a believer in the
value and potentialities of certain jazz essays, had the courage to come before a recital audience in sacrosanet
Aeolian Hall and sing a group of Broadway "hits." It took courage, and one records without reluctance that the
audience, far from acting like snobs, enjoyed the songs in all frankness and applauded the singer to the echo. It liked
"Alexander's Ragtime band," the first of the vivid ragtime pieces to sweep this country; it like Jerome Kern's delicate
"Siren's Song"; it like the feathery sentimentality of "Carolina in the Morning" and it found joy in George Gershwin's
"Stairway to Paradise" and "Swanee" and Messrs. Gershwin and Daly's "Innocent Ingenue Baby." Mr. Gershwin, at
the piano, provided accompaniments which were something like works of art in their own genre, and in Mme.
Gauthier's encore-his own "Do It Again"-raised a gale of laughter by slyly inserting a phrase from "Sheherazade" at
an apposite moment. Mme. Gauthier sang these songs about as well as they can be sung, not in the vulgar and
raucous manner of the coon shouter but with a certain archness, restraint and attention to detail which revealed them
in the best light.
After Gershwin, Schonberg! The Austrian's "Lied der Waldtaube," from the famous "Gurrelieder," did not
seem an especially happy piece of inspiration. It is long, involved and sufficiently dissonant, and its end brings relief.
A new group of British songs took the shape of a cycle after Li-Po by Arthur Bliss. Mr. Bliss' "The Ballads of the
Four Seasons" had interesting moments and sometimes convincing atmosphere, particularly the third piece,
"Autumn." He was present and bowed in response to the profuse applause.
A group of new French songs by Milhaud, Delage and Swan-Hennessy-pallid pieces, cut to pattern, without
life, fire or real inner movement-brought the program to a close. Mme. Gauthier's singing throughout the evening
was invariably interesting and her voice often took on beautiful shades of color and meaning. she had a remarkable,
although sometimes obtrusive, accompanist in Max Jaffe, who tossed off the terrifying difficulties of Bartok and
Schonberg as though playing from a volume of Czerny. B. R.

NOVEMBER 24 - MUSICAL AMERICA
NEGRO MUSIC WINS INCREASING RECOGNITION. Folk-Songs of the Race Gain More Distinct
Place in the Artistic Life of America-Fisk University Singers Plan Another Tour, and May Visit Europe-Hampton
Singers Conclude Successful Season-Many Soloists Prepare for Recitals-Negro Organizations Adopt national Hymn.
by Cleveland G. Allen.
The past season has been an interesting one in the development of Negro music, for there has been observed
a steady advance which is giving negro music and the Negro artist a more distinct place in the musical life of the
country. Increased interest is being taken in the development and preservation of Negro folk-songs. These songs are
now studied seriously, and more and more their value and beauty are being recognized. One of the strongest agencies
in the development of the Negro folk-songs is the National Association of Negro Musicians.
A great loss was suffered this year through the death of David Irwin Martin, director of the Martin-Smith
Music School. The school under his leadership had grown to an enrollment of 500 pupils and a strong faculty of
graduate teachers. It gives a thorough course in the various branches of music, leading to a diploma, and it was the
ambition of Mr. Martin to make the school a great national conservatory among Negroes. Besides being director of
the school, he was the head of the violin department. As a recognition of his musicianship he was appointed the first
director of the Music School Settlement for Colored people in New York.
Fisk Singers May Go To Europe
The Fisk university Singers, have successfully toured the States this year. Ever since 1871, when Fisk
University sent out its first group of cultivated singers to introduce the folk music to the world, this institution has
been foremost in its endeavors to save the music of the Negro. John Wesley Work, director of music at Fisk, was
heard for the first time at these concerts in a song of his own composition. "The Negro Love Song." Mrs. Work sang
as a soloist many of the well-known spirituals. Rev J. A. Meyers, tenor, continues as the leading singer with the Fisk
Quartet. The tour this season will be over much of the ground already covered, and there is some talk that the singers
will eventually go to Europe. The Fisk University conservatory is one of the leading institutions of this kind in the
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country, and some of the foremost negro artists have come from it, including Augustus Lawson, pianist; Sylvia Ward
Olden, soprano; Hazel Thomas, pianist; Andrades Lindsay, pianist and teacher, and Sonoma Talley, prize winner at
the institute of Musical Art. Jubilee Hall at Fisk University is one of the most unique buildings in America. It was
erected from the proceeds raised by the first group of singers that left Fisk in 1871.
Roland Hayes, Negro tenor, has met with decided success in Europe. he is returning to America this fall and
will appear as soloist with the Boston Symphony. He is to sing in New York early in December. Mr. Hayes, who was
born in Chattanooga, Tenn., received his early education at Fisk University and most of his musical training in
Boston.
Carl Diton, Negro pianist, in his recitals this season, has played several of his own compositions, among
them modern arrangements of many of the Negro spirituals. He takes a keen interest in the music of the negro and
much of his work as a composer has been along the line of the preservation of this music. For several years he was
the director of music at Taladega College. He resides in Philadelphia.
Hampton's Educational Campaign
The Hampton singers of Hampton Institute have had a successful season. The work of these singers is a part
of the educational campaign of Hampton to make known throughout the country the work that Institute is doing for
the education of the Negro. The director of music at Hampton is Mr. Nathaniel Dett, composer, who has made this
department a strong feature of the school's work.
Sylvia Ward Olden, soprano, who has taken an extensive course of study with Frank la Forge, opened her
concert season at the Grace Congregational Church, New York, on Oct. 12. Her tour will carry her throughout the
country. She resides in Washington, but is a native of New Orleans. Mrs. Olden is a graduate of Fisk Conservatory.
National Hymn Adopted
"Lift Every Voice and Sing" is now being adopted by negro organizations as the National Negro hymn. It is
a stirring martial hymn, depicting the struggle and rise of the Negro from his slave days to the present time. the song
is being taught in all of the Negro schools and colleges, and it has also been adopted as the hymn of the National
Association for the Advancement of Colored people. The words of the song were written by James Weldon and the
music by J. Rosamond Johnson.
Abbie Mitchell, who appeared recently in recital at the Mother Zion A. M. E. Church, returned not long
since from Europe. At this recital she sang arias from "Faust" and "Carmen" and several numbers in French, German
and Italian.
In order to stimulate interest in musical activities and to provide an opening for negro artists, the New York
Urban League has organized a series of concerts for this season. In the first of the series, at the National Baptist
Church, the artists were Mr. and Mrs. John Eckles, Paul Robeson, Hazel Thomas, Mary Mason and Errington and
Constancy Kerr.
The writer will give his lecture-recital on "The History and Origin of negro Folk-songs" this season. He has
added many new features to it and plans to do more extensive research this season. The writer studied voice
placement at the Angelus Academy of Music, where he won a short scholarship.
Nicholas Balanta Taylor, who is studying at the Institute of Musical Art, will appear in recitals this season
and give many of his own compositions. Mr. Taylor came to America in 1921 to further his studies in music and to
make a study of the American Negro music for comparative work in his development of African music. One of his
compositions, a string quartet, was played at the Institute of Musical Art in one of the student recitals. he was born in
Sierre Leone, Africa.
John H. Eckles, tenor, and Mrs. Eckles, soprano, will appear in song recitals this season and tour the
country. They are pupils of Fernaddo Maero, who assisted them in their opening recital, and Hazel Thomas, pianist,
was also one of the assisting artists.
Quartet Plans Tour
The Manhattan Harmony, negro quartet, will travel extensively through the country this season giving
recitals. The soloist with the quartet is Marie B. Houston, who was educated at the Oberlin Conservatory. The
accompanist is Lorenzo F. Dyer, a conservatory graduate and organist at the Mount Olivet Baptist Church. The
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members of the quartet are Charles Simmons, tenor; J. A. Bowers, baritone; Harold Desverny, tenor and William
Veasey, bass.
Roy B. Tibbs, professor of pianoforte at Howard University, announces several recitals at the University
this season.
Nora Houglas Holt Ray, pianist, who has been spending several weeks in Europe, recently gave a recital in
Geneva, Switzerland. Mme. Ray will return to America soon and appear in a number of recitals.
Hazel Harrison, pianist, will be heard again this season in recital. John W. Work, Jr., son of John W. Work
of Fisk University, will study this season at the Institute of musical Art. He is a tenor singer and has traveled
extensively with the Fisk university singers. he will appear in song recitals this season in New York

NOVEMBER 24 - THE LITERARY DIGEST
RESPECTABLIZING JAZZ - A Music-Hall we expect jazz; musical comedy and "review" use it as their
stock in trade; but we have been accustomed to something else in concert and recital. Miss Gauthier, in a recent
appearance, made an innovation by using "Alexander's Ragtime Band" of the most recherché composers among the
moderns, and Deems Taylor suggests that it may turn out to have been a historic night." Mr. Taylor writes music as
well as criticism, and he is well along with the modern trend; but he furnishes us a column and a half in the New
York Herald deeding the right of jazz to hold up its head in such company as Miss Gauthier dragged it into, and to
take is place as the true American rhythm. Not going so far as to "magnify the importance of jazz," he asks, "Why
shouldn't occasional jazz numbers be placed on programs of serious music?"
It is folk-music if ever any music was, and I don't see why the mere fact that its composers are alive should
bar it from respectable society. If a singer can put a negro spiritual like 'Didn't It Rain,' on a Carnegie Hall program
without being mobbed by the pundits, if Mr. Lauri-Volpi can sing an Italian jazz tune like 'Donna e Mobile' at the
Metropolitan and he solemnly appraised by the critics, why shouldn't some one sing 'Carolina in the Morning,' music
that is just as sincere, just as good, and just as profound as the other two? Miss Gauthier did a brave thing when she
sang jazz the other night, and a thing that was worth doing. She and Gilbert Seldes of 'The Dial,' who has long been a
passionate champion of 'jazz' and who wrote the program notes for her 'jazz' group, deserve two small niches in the
hall of American musical missionaries.
....one of the other critics displays his enthusiasm. Some of them point out that we have enough of the
elsewhere _____ in a recital program, and that is its proper setting on Broadway to _________. But Mr. Taylor
defends the thing as it happened, first giving his readers the picture:
It was an event not without humor. On the one flank the acrid dissonance's and murky introspection of Bela
Bartok, on the other, the Byronic romanticism of Schoenberg's early 'Gurrelieder'; and in between, unashamedly
contemporary, six examples of genuine, home-brewed American 'jazz.' Let us list the songs, for it may be that they
may just possibly be the beginning of an epoch.
"First came the father of all modern 'jazz'-Waitin' for the Robert E. Lee' possibly excepted-Irving Berlin's
"Alexander's Ragtime Band.' Next, 'The siren's Song,' by Jerome Kern, with words by P. G. Wodehouse, from the
musical play 'Leave it to Jane.' Then Walter Donaldson's 'Carolina in the Morning,' words by Gus Kahn. George
Gershwin's 'I'll Build A Stairway to Paradise,' from George white's 'Scandals.' the words by B. G. De Sylvia and
Arthur Francis. Then came another by Gershwin in collaboration with Wm. M. Daly, 'Innocent ingenue Baby,' from
the musical comedy 'Our Nell,' the words were by Brian Hooker, whose translation of 'Cyrano de Bergarac,' by the
way, was half-way through its opening performance at the National Theatre even as Miss Gauthier sang the song.
Last came Gershwin's famous 'Swanee,' with words by Irving Caesar. For an encore Miss Gauthier sang another
Gershwin landmark, "Do It Again,' made famous by Irene Bordoni."
Taylor's argument is undoubtedly helped out by the behavior of the audience under the offering, which he
analyzes with considerable detail:
"Now it was extremely interesting, first of all, to see what that music did to the audience. It was not an
average audience, for Miss Gauthier makes little appeal to the listener who lacks sophistication and artistic curiosity.
It was what might be called a 'brilliant' house, made up, for the most part, of people who not only cared for music,
but who knew something about it, with a fair sprinkling of poseurs, highbrows, and intensely class-conscious
cognoscenti. They heard Bartok and Hindemith with what may fairly be described as interest without much emotion;
this was new music, and they were curious to hear it and desirous of understanding it. The Bartok folk-song
transcriptions stirred them a little-something strange, and a little sinister, but perhaps significant. After Hindemith's
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'Auf der Treffe Sitzen Meine Ohrchen' they laughed a little and applauded encouragingly. 'Durch de die abendlichen
Gaerten' left them, like the elephant's child's little war, but not at all excited.'
"A pause. The singer reappeared, followed by a tall, black-haired young man who was far from possessing
the icy aplomb of those to whom playing on the platform of Aeolian is an old story. He bore under his arm a small
bundle of sheet music with lurid red and black and yellow covers. The audience began to exhibit signs of relaxation.
this promised to be amusing.
"And then Eva Gauthier sang 'Alexander's Ragtime Band,' she sang it 'straight' of course, with none of the
conversational lapses and vocal tricks and general air of confiding in the audience by which a professional musicalcomedy or cabaret performer puts over a jazz number. She just sang it, as seriously and skillfully as she had sung
Bartok's 'Haromoeszi Koennyesepp,' while young Mr. Gershwin began to do mysterious and fascinating rhythmic
and contrapuntal stunts with the accompaniment. And when she had finished she faced a new audience. These people
were amused, yes; they laughed gleefully as they applauded. But they were excited, somehow, too. Here was music
they didn't have to think about, or intellectualize over, or take solemnly. They didn't have to do anything about it, in
fact, except listen to it-which was easy-and enjoy it-which was unavoidable. And apparently it said something to
them, touched some hidden spring that evoked a response as genuine as it was a little shamefaced.
"It was not alone the Americans who had fun out of it. I watched one distinguished European whose musical
sophistication is proverbial. 'Alexander's Ragtime Band' disturbed him ever so slightly; he looked a little bored and a
little puzzled. At "The Siren's Song' he looked approval of its delicate, almost pensive rhythms and charming
melodic line, but was still obviously a little doubtful. But 'Carolina in the Morning' did something rather drastic to
him. Even as his face express incredulity and a faint disapproval his shoulders began to- well, 'shimmy' is too vulgar
a word to apply to a foreign visitor. Let us say, rather, that the music had acted as an irritant upon his nerve-centers,
causing a reflex undulatory movement of both clavicles. At all events, by the time 'Sawnee' arrived he was having as
shamelessly good a time as anybody.
"It is risky to generalize, and I can not be entirely sure that the jazz music did evoke the peculiarly personal
response from the audience that I think it did. I know that it evoked it from me. I hear a good deal of jazz, and of
course oceans of 'good' music, but I had never before heard a concert singer take jazz in her stride, as it were, placing
it beside other contemporary music without comment or apology. And I must say, that jazz group touched something
that the other music didn't. It had nothing to do with art, perhaps; it was a more purely human reaction."

NOVEMBER 24 - MUSICAL AMERICA
IS JAZZ "THE AMERICAN SOUL"? - To the editor of Musical America: I have no objection in the world
to jazz songs being placed on "serious" programs. In fact, I rather like the idea of compelling certain recital artists to
sing such numbers, although I confess I have a purely malicious motive: to force these poly-tongued artists to
enunciate English clearly and decently.
Nor do I mind if a charming singer with a French burr chooses to essay negro dialect, or, for that matter,
Irish. After all, if composers of jazz music born within the pale in Russia are considered interpreters of the American
soul, then it is perfectly logical for an Arabian or a Hungarian to attempt the authentic Vermont dialect or the New
Orleans patois. But I'm wandering a bit.
Impressionable writers, the kind that explode in ecstasy over the "Big Six," Stein and Picas, and elevate
these engaging but transitory oddities at once on supreme pedestals, are responsible for the current jazz panegyrics.
Jazz is wide-spread, it is full of "new" rhythms, therefore jazz represents the soul of America-that is, very
crudely, the argument of our jazzites. If New York City, or rather a segment situated on Broadway is America, then
jazz does represent the American soul.
I am curious to know why our American soul does not drink up more thirstily the outpourings of these
interpreters. If their vegetable and kindred themes are so characteristic why must the publishers employ every
ingenuity known to the publicity art to pound their creations into the consciousness of the American soul?
Only when the records, the radio, the vaudeville stage, the film theaters, the bands and the dance halls, by
combined efforts, succeed in drilling the new tune into the brain-cells of the public will the song be recognized by
the American soul.
If a fraction of the same energy were spent in propagating music of outstanding worth, our symphony
orchestras would not be repeating every year the monotonous story of deficits.
Jazz is the triumph of American advertising methods and as such is a distinctly native product.
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Gum-chewing is another characteristic expression of our native soul, but I have yet to discover any
profound dissertations on chicle rhythms in our upstanding intellectual magazines. (It is true, however, that I have
not read the current issues of the Dial, or the Musical Quarterly.)
The appeal of jazz rests solely on its rhythmic insistency; as to the other essentials, melody and form, we
have no knowledge of any jazz song which measures up to even a fair standard of true music.
Jazz is frequently an entertaining and lively diversion, not because of any inherently musical qualities but
because of the vigor and vitality of the interpreters (usually artists whose race or color make them ineligible for
menbership in that other manifestation of the American soul: the K. K. K.)
True, we sometimes find melody of beauty amid the jerks and halts, but invariably we find that this tune is a
shameless distortion of some worthy creator's works. Composers of talent are often obliged to sell their services to
the jazz purveyors (usually under assumed names),and in such instances we have the benefit of an improved product;
the harmonization is better, the rhythmic pattern is more skillfully worked out, and a tune of distinction is stolen from
some unfamiliar page of legitimate music.
These composers are bound of course, to follow the rigid formulae of Tin Pan Alley, and at best can only
add a little individual polish.
It is sufficiently dismal situation to hear our youngsters mouth the inane, cheap, vulgar and often vile words
of jazz music without having a jazz cult created by some of our intelligentsia. We enjoy some of the jazz pieces
whole-heartedly, but we decline to assist in glorifying the Broadway gentlemen who make the industry flourish. They
don't need any idealization, and, besides, I doubt if they would understand the cause of all the fuss.
In our affected devotion to "simplicity"-outgrowth of abnormality and over-sophistication-we ignore our
genuine talent and heap praise and treasure on mediocrity, simply because their machine-made product, exploited
through an amazing publicity system, is stuffed in the ears of our great public.
If jazz represents "the American soul" then God help America A. H. New York, Nov. 16, 1923

NOVEMBER - ARTS & DECORATIONS
DANCE, THE FOE OF AMERICAN SONG - A Musical Missing Link Wanders Far from the Echoes of
Jazz. by Chittenden Turner. - Because few things are dearer to the heart of a people than its common melodies, the
advent of a permanent American type of song, comparable with the folk-songs of other lands, has been long awaited.
The old stand-bys of the family song-book and the college airs are now largely outgrown. Phonograph and radio
have attended to that, among other things. Art composition has busied itself with profound styles for the most part, so
we have looked to the streets for the arrival of our individualized, national song, an infallible expression of the
American ideal, the greatest unanimous utterance of a singing people.
To date, in turn, "coon songs," rag-time and jazz have been characterized as entirely American. No other
part of our musical product has been similarly complimented or so savagely derided. the criticism is by no means all
traceable to rivalry, and it is generally conceded that this class of music will leave little of permanent art value
beyond its freakishness. Loath we are to consider it representative of the American spirit and culture, or bespeaking
the proud traditions of the country; positive we should be that there is something better which has been left unsung!
The tardiness of the American type has been a perpetual source of agitation for the last twenty years. many
contributing-and non-contributing-causes have been attacked. Amid all the plans and prayers it seems not to have
been fully apparent that a promising embryo has more than once existed, that a clear, colorful note, not imitative of
the Irish, English, Scotch, French, German, Spanish, Indian Negro, or other accustomed strain, has at times been
sounded. The fact seems to have been generally overlooked that America is more than a clearing-house for the
artistic folk-songs of the world, and that she has proved herself a potential producer thereof. No one has doubted the
vitality of American genius nor denied the scope of her contribution in many fields, but praise for any apparent
nationalism in our simpler songs is not forth coming.
During the last thirty-five years of the previous century popular songs evolved a number of contrasting
types, from the highly sentimental, flowery, crude ballads of the Civil War to the more straightforward "geographical
songs" in vogue at the outbreak of the war with Spain. Had the latter been permitted to endure and develop, an
artistic popular song worthy of a place beside the best European folk-songs would undoubtedly have come to light.
In the previous era, which was marked by the widely sung "After the Ball" and the general establishment of the
popular song publishing business, many airs of a fairly permanent quality became known and have thus far been
perpetuated as stock melodies for club dinners, quartets and informal affairs. There are few adults who have
forgotten "Sweet Rosey O'Grady," "The Sidewalks of New York," "Two Little Girls in Blue," "Down Went
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McGinty," "Ta-Ra-Ra-Boom-De-Ay," "Annie Rooney," and the rest of that notable group so highly seasoned with
Irish sentiment. Those were the hardier days of John L. Sullivan, whose prowess in the ring mustered enthusiasm
among the street boys, who whistled the melodies of the day with added zest because of "John L." The outstanding
successes of this period have taken precedence over much of that which followed, despite a marked improvement
that came about in melodies. But ragtime had not yet made a sportive thing of the street song. No one could foresee
that the chair would be playfully jerked from beneath the serious song writer.
"The Banks of the Wabash" ushered in a new and more impressive type, which persisted until the
concurrent "coon songs" and ragtime overwhelmed it. As far as the development went, with "geographical songs"
like "The Green Fields of Virginia," "My Old New Hampshire Home," and everything else on the map that was
sufficiently fluent to be extolled in verse, distinct progress in the right direction was to be noted. Incidentally, the
formula was easy to follow. A sensitive kind of purported negro melody like "Mandy Lee" and "Louisiana Lou"
added encouragement. A dozen or so of the better known airs of this period constitute in all probability the surest
approach to a common American song type of real art quality that has yet been made. The rapidly growing demand
for dreamy waltzes and two-steps here checked the output of ballads, while the swelling popularity of "coon
shouting" hits like "Hello, Ma Baby," proved a direct obstacle to continued growth. Publishers favored the changes
of fashion as yielding new opportunities; the more striking and preposterous the custom of the day, the better chance
for new song hits. The vagaries of fashion do not provide the greatest good for the greatest number, particularly in
the world of popular music.
Male quartets still eke out their feelings with "Sweet Adeline" and stag dinners reverberate with the
outlandish "Tammany," sung to a thousand parodies, and "The Good Old Summer Time" is still always in season,
but forever silent are a score of earlier promising songs drowned out or lost in the "cake-walking," minstrel frenzy of
the '90s. The Spanish war infused considerable bathos into the dwindling group of serious melodies, as witnessed in
"Break the News to Mother," "He Carved His Mother's Name Upon the Tree," and others. Here a religious note
crept in, colored by lavish use of diminished sevenths, and mournful, descending triads. It was a mawkish moment,
from which the most strident syncopation afforded welcome relief.
"On with the dance," was the watchword of society and the stage. The publishers, who ages ago had
acquired the habit of blaming everything on public taste, lost no opportunity of combining the song and dance in
order to popularize one by the other. This was profitable; it was "good Plugging." Besides, the vaudeville teams, then
relied heavily upon as promotive factors, needed just this kind of vehicle. After singing the song they could dance it
with increased tempo, and repetition sold acts as well as numbers. In short, animation, the universal necessity of
attracting attention where competition waxed warm, was fast spelling doom for the gentler, "heart-in interest" song.
It began to seem almost out of place and bucolic in the social and theatrical whirl. Stephen Foster in this setting
would have seemed like Parsifal among the flower maidens. Such outcroppings as "The Shade of the Old Apple
Tree" and the prodigious "Love Me and the World is Mine," whose twelve-eighths time has proved a fatal allurement
to composers ever since, stood forth strongly because of the "rag" rage: but even "Mother, Machree" and the cooperation of John McCormack's ballad concerts could not bring back to life the warmly-flowing inspiration that died
with the century. Popular offerings, fast becoming "quick sellers" through new promotive methods and overproduction, seldom lasted three months at the best.
When the "turkey trot" struck the country, song took another turn for the worse, except among the
"production" numbers. Indeed, musical comedy alone seemed to retain commendable balance. In a season or two the
one-step evolved and the pre-war cabarets rocked with such favorites as "Hitchy-Koo" and "Everybody's Doing It."
Here was little mood for sweet melodies. But now and then by virtue of contrast old-fashioned song would be heard,
"Silver threads Among the Gold" was revived, and very much to the surprise of everybody it took hold strongly.
Other revivals were attempted and there was much prophecy of a return to sobriety, but the dance craze showed no
sigh of abating. Popular songs were at their worst and matters looked dark so far as the longed-for American song
type was concerned, that which was some day to take its place beside "Drink to Me Only With Thine Eyes" and the
best of the north-European folk-songs. Somewhere between the conservatory and the dance-hall might be discovered
the musical missing link.
One may demur to any accusation brought against the dance, on the ground that if America chose to express
her emotions more energetically than through the means afforded by hymn-style melodies it was no artist's business.
Let the artist dream, but not forbid the public to dance. Modern tension must be thrown off somehow, and who will
declare that the naive and inhibitional folk-tunes afford a practical method of relief?
This is easily answered. Community singing, which is the development of only a few years, was artificially
inspired. Through organization and publicity it spread over the country. Today it affords realization and spiritual
uplift for a million individuals. Some would call it a natural reaction to need, but facts are otherwise. In the case of
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the dance, the new steps which occurred about 1910 proved such a signal departure from the long-familiar, easygoing waltz and the childish, rollicking two-step, that they received at once a great deal of advertising. Their initial
naughtiness helped vastly to attract attention. Invectives from the pulpits of the country thoroughly popularized the
"new dances," and the restaurants and hotels capitalized the situation by opening all available apace for
terpsichorean frivol. Thereafter, Miss Ingenue, who had thought it proper to dance only at home or at a private hall,
became a regular patron of the so-called drinking resorts. These dansants flourished by day and the cabarets by
night. The 1912-1914 cocktail consumption broke all records. Sweet pastorals and Arcadian folk-songs were as far
removed from city life as the poles. There are those who would scientifically term this a normal reaction from the
stress of living. The facts as to causes are distinctly otherwise. If the public today prefers rhythm to melody it is
because the public will under no circumstances appear out of date, not because it does not love good melody and
simple art songs.
Meanwhile another strain was making itself heard and felt. In the musical comedies since 1894 had
developed rapidly an exceedingly tuneful type of song. More colorful, gay and involved than any folk song, to be
sure, many immediate song successes from this quarter and their long usage indicated vitality. Professed experts
were bewildered at the way the public took up "Tell Me, Pretty Maiden," with its changes of keys. Things like "The
Gypsy Love Song," "Toyland," "The Shade of the Sheltering Palm," "Auf Wiedersehen," "Old Heidelberg," "Come
My Hero," and "Kiss Me Again" were so generally in use and remained popular for so long that here again might
have been seen an embryo for the American type, notwithstanding the partly foreign heritage. True, they were
picturesque and highly seasoned, but they offered encouragement, and individually they carried great charm.
Perhaps, after all, here lay that medium which might fitly express American sentiment and Western life and ideals,
borrow if it might a line from the Viennese or the British.
Along came the revue, full-fledged out of its cabaret cocoon. Over night feet were twinkling in new places.
The "Follies" proved so successful that their pattern was adopted by everything short of operetta. All comic opera
now certainly had to be called musical comedy, and now for several years ninety per cent, of all scores has been
made up of dancing numbers. The true ballad, practically obsolete since 1900, became a faint echo. Even the longfavored topical song was regarded as too slow, and the character song a fatal let-down to any act. Modern audiences
wanted action. The Cohan successes were proving this. "Action!" cried managers and publishers alike, the latter
knowing on which side their bread is buttered. Feed the eye, not the brain. Let sentiment shift for itself!
The coming of the Russian ballet further emphasized dancing and operated strongly in favor of art. But
philosophical mental pictures were thrown still further into the discard. Color and action rather than words and
melody invited our moods, and fleeting they had to be. The war evoked the heart-interest songs which might have
been expected. These were chiefly of the marching type, since the value of singing armies came in for much
publicity. The song output between 1914 and 1918, as interesting and serviceable as it was, proved far afield from
any American folk-song root, and though its more dynamic caliber effectually turned attention from the "HitchyKoo" type of composition, the end of the war for the time silenced them as painful reminders. No American songs of
fine, simple dignity and lasting appeal are recorded. War music came to be utilitarian rather than artistic. Only a little
of it was even spontaneous.
It has been recently asserted a number of times that jazz is on the wane. The wavering popularity of such
music prevents accurate prediction, and until a new, captivating hit of radically different species seizes the country,
prophecy is largely misspent. At present it is difficult to see any possible return at least to the simple melodies,
especially while emphasized rhythms play so strong a part in the commercial avenues. The dance has so dispelled the
feeling for the ballad style, upon which the hopes of the millennia lists converge, that only in the more provincial
circles does the latter hold any extensive prestige.
"We are overlooking rhythm to such an extent that the true value of melody is coming to be overlooked."
This is the statement of Mrs. William Cowen, whose efforts to lighten the burdens of musical genius are well
recognized. "Everything is rhythm - rhythm. Of course, it is one of the fundamental things; it is the heart-beat of
music, but fine art music cannot subsist without good melody."
Miss Isabel Lowden, of the New York Music Week Association, believes that the natural folksong period of
productivity does not survive the time when a people is obliged to rely upon itself for entertainment. Thus it would
seem that paid musical entertainment has also blighted the art song of the people. Miss Lowden rightly points out
that persecution has caused races to idealize through the folk-song.
Mrs. Louise Ryals de Cravioto, chairman of the Citizens' Committee of the Philharmonic Society of New
York, expresses the following broad view:
"It is my belief that the future of all American music in any phase whatsoever depends on good music's
taking its place as a part of American recreation, not an unjoyful but a joyful recreation, and for that reason it is the
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responsibility of those who already know and enjoy music to work out ways and means by which the enjoyment of
good music will become a part of the habit of the people.
"Such a state multiplies by hundreds of thousands the opportunities of America's creating artistic music in
any of the fields, whether popular or classical."
Mrs. Samuel Untermyer, far-famed patroness of music and friend of such celebrities as Strauss and Mahler,
says: "I have hopes for a great American art song of the people, though, to be sure, the folk-lore of the country is at
present perpetuated mainly by isolated-groups of enthusiasts rather than by common sentiment. The achievement of
community singing and the work of such men as Harry Barnhart is notable, but as the bulk of the popular music its
influence is deplorable."
In the semi-popular repertory, among the lighter concert numbers, are heard forms and melodies which offer
distinct promise. In the effort to popularize these, however, which amounts to a decidedly artificial cheapening
process, the originality is lost and the permanent quality impaired. Among these and more pretentious compositions
it is not difficult to sense a national flavor. Indeed, it has long been apparent, and were it possible to compete with
the popular music on an even basis and circulate as extensively, the ultimate might be accomplished. For the time
being our hay-riders will continue to content themselves with "My Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean," with a difference of
opinion on the second "bring back," and "I Was Seeing Nellie Home" - a prolonged home that suggests "Over the
Hill to the Poorhouse." In various sections of the country songs will linger after their allotted six or eight weeks of
life, perhaps to come back revised on the lips of another generation, perhaps, in fact, to echo as the final,
undisguised, permanent type. Songs will come and go and out of the product of a century the nucleus may be formed
for a group of artistic folk-songs appropriately representing America. "The Old Folks at Home," "Old Black Joe,"
"The Old Oaken Bucket," and "My Old Kentucky Home," the redoubtable quartet of "olds," will doubtless retain
much of their merited favor. Already "Home, Sweet Home," "Yankee Doodle" and others of fame seem to have lost
hold. Their standard importance in the future repertory may be very slight. The just discontent with "The StarSpangled Banner" augurs eventual oblivion for this unsingable composition.
No nation has ever more truly needed beautiful native-born folk melodies than the United States. The
unifying message of good-will expressed by the old familiars still in use at the community "sings" and what they
mean to citizenship and the homelier virtues is generally appreciated. Perhaps, after all, these crude outpouring today
answer the purpose better than the more artistic kind, but we like to think differently.

DECEMBER 15 - LITERARY DIGEST
JAZZ OVERADVERTISED If jazz represents "The American Soul," then God help America, feelingly
exclaims an indignant protester against jazz and its inclusion in "serious" programs. We gave an account of such an
exhibition in our issue of November 24. Repercussions are natural; jazz itself is explosive. The writer we are quoting
from Musical America finds one virtue in jazz. It would "force these poly-tongued artists to enunciate English clearly
and decently." The writer, revealing himself solely as "A. H.," takes up the argument as he finds it: "Jazz is widespread, it is full of 'new' rhythms therefore jazz represents the soul of America." Here he inserts an "if":
"If New York City, or rather a segment situated on Broadway, is America, then jazz does represent the
American soul.
"I am curious to know why our American soul does not drink up more thirstily the outpourings of these
interpreters. If their vegetable and kindred themes are so characteristic, why must the publishers employ every
ingenuity known to the publicity art to pound their creations into the consciousness of the American soul?
"Only when the records, the radio, the vaudeville stage, the film theaters, the band and the dance-halls, by
combined efforts, succeed in drilling the new tune into the brain-cells of the public will the song be recognized by
the American soul.
"If a fraction of the same energy were spent in propagating music of outstanding worth, our symphony
orchestras would not be repeating every year the monotonous story of deficits. etc. (see article already given on
page....)
The above opinion may be taken as "unprofessional," but Mr. Herbert F. Peyser, who writes in The Musical
Observer (New York), speaks with a "professional" punch. His monthly came too late for our notice of Miss
Gauthier's concert, which gave us occasion to present Mr. Deems Taylor's fervid praise of jazz. But here is the other
side:
"I have too great an admiration and respect for Eva Gauthier as an artist to make a really controversial or
critical issue of this silly business. The unconventionality of it doubtless appealed to her and made her carry the thing
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thorough as a kind of lark. The chief danger of it is that others may misconstrue the whim and try to do likewise. For
a whim it was. The gathering took on greatly over the fascinating singer. Nevertheless there are probably a dozen
voiceless vaudevillians within a radius of five blocks from Aeolian Hall who could give Miss Gauthier cards and
spades in the delivery of this type of thing. That, however, is not the point. The foolishness of the whole affair lies in
the endeavor to propagate the sophistry that such music affords the 'only representative music,' the 'only music worth
listening to in America.' There is, indeed, a clique of intellectuals in American snobbery, and they help terica these
days who like to be known as holding such opinions. They suffer from a kind of pervertedo make America a byword
and a jest in the cultured centers of Europe. Other countries have their songs of the music-halls, of the gutters, of the
stews. Only they recognize them as such and do not project them seriously. The spectacle of Americans palavering
over these shoddy excrescence's of national sentimentalism and vulgarity as 'current modes of expression' and
'symbols of the spirit of the time' makes contemptible watching. The plain truth is that for any but the most mediocre
purposes of life we have no 'national' music, and there is nothing whatsoever to indicate that we ever shall have."
The question of jazz is debated elsewhere than in America, and people seem to feel as strongly in England,
for instance, as here. The conductor of the Harrowgate Municipal Orchestra resigned his post rather than play jazzwhich he dubs "a disease-a form of neurasthenia." The London Daily

DECEMBER - SHEET MUSIC NEWS
POPULAR SONGS INVADE CONCERT - Deems Taylor, Composer and Music Critic. Make Favorable
Comments on Rendition of Popular Numbers at Aeolian Hall, New York. Much has been written, from time to time
in condemnation of popular music, particularly that type known as "Jazz music." To be sure, not a little of that turned
out by the prolific song writers has little or no musical value, but there is no question but that some of the better
class-those used in certain musical comedies for example-are from being devoid of musical qualities. Furthermoreand this is the most important argument in favor-there is a decided public demand for such music. Millions of copies
of popular music and millions of records and rolls featuring popular music-are sold each year, and there is no let-up
in the demand.
In view of these facts, the music world has to give some recognition to popular music. Concerning this
subject it is worthy of note that the tendency of the day is to get away from the one hundred per cent "jazz" effect.
With the exception of the "blues" numbers which are still very popular. The great demand of today is for popular
music of a better type, played in a more harmonious way than a few years back.
In this respect it is interesting to note the change that has come over the popular orchestra during the past
few years in getting away from the "jazz" tendency. Only a few years ago noise was the big essential in the dance
orchestra. Not so today. The most popular combination of the present day, such as Vincent Lopez's, Paul
Whiteman's, etc. are anything but "jazz bands." The musicians engaged are highly skilled, since the excellent wages
being paid today by the better class of dance orchestras attract musicians of the finest type. this has naturally had its
effect on the development of the public's taste in popular music.
A Historic Event
In connection with the present tendencies in popular music it is interesting to note that Miss Eva Gauthier,
the well known concert artist, recently included in a song recital at Aeolian Hall, New York City, several poplar
numbers. and no less an authority on musical subjects than Deems Taylor-a composer of standard music and a well
known music critic, has stated that this may "turn out to have been a historic event." In a recent rather lengthy article
in the "New York World," Mr. Taylor discussed this event in some detail and asked, "Why shouldn't occasional jazz
numbers be placed on programs of serious music?"
It might be here noted that Mr. Taylor, in using the term "jazz" merely uses it for lack of a better word, and
not in the same sense that it is customarily used today. In discussing the significance of Miss Gauthier's rendition of
popular numbers, he writes:
"It is folk-music if ever any music was, and I don't see why the mere fact that its composers are alive should
bar it from respectable society. If a singer can put a negro spiritual like 'Didn't It Rain,' on a Carnegie Hall program
without being mobbed by the pundits, if Mr. Lauri-Volpi can sing an Italian jazz tune like 'Donna e Mobile' at the
Metropolitan and he solemnly appraised by the critics, why shouldn't some one sing 'Carolina in the Morning,' music
that is just as sincere, just as good, and just as profound as the other two? Miss Gauthier did a brave thing when she
sang jazz the other night, and a thing that was worth doing. She and Gilbert Seldes of 'The Dial,' who has long been a
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passionate champion of 'jazz' and who wrote the program notes for her 'jazz' group, deserve two small niches in the
hall of American musical missionaries."
Popular Songs Sung
In picturing the scene of the occurrence, Mr. Taylor writes as follows:
"It was an event not without humor. On the one flank the acrid dissonance's and murky introspection of Bela
Bartok; on the other, the Byronic romanticism of Schoenberg's early 'Gurrelieder'; and in between, unashamedly
contemporary, six examples of genuine, home-brewed American 'jazz. Let us list the songs, for it may be that they
may just possibly be the beginning of an epoch.
"First came the father of all modern 'jazz'-Waitin' for the Robert E. Lee' possibly excepted-Irving Berlin's
'Alexander's Ragtime Band.' Next, 'The Siren's Song,' by Jerome Kern, with words by P. G. Wodehouse, from the
musical play 'Leave It to Jane.' Then Walter Donaldson's 'Carolina in the Morning,' words by Gus Kahn; George
Gershwin's "I'll Build A Stairway To Paradise," from George White's 'Scandals,' the words by B. G. De Sylvia and
Arthur Francis. Then came another by Gershwin in collaboration with Wm. M. Daly, 'Innocent Ingenue Baby.' from
the musical comedy 'Our Nell'; the words were by Brian Hooker, whose translation of 'Cyrano de Bergerac,' by the
way, was half-way through its opening performance at the National Theatre even as Miss Gauthier sang the song.
Last came Gershwin's famous 'Swanee,' with words by Irving Ceasar. For an encore Miss Gauthier sang another
Gershwin landmark, 'Do It Again,' made famous by Irene Bordoni."
Although the audience at the recital was of the highest type, Mr. Taylor points out, the popular numbers
were received with enthusiasm and evident enjoyment. Mr. Taylor's impression follow: "Now it was extremely
interesting, first of all, to see what that music did to the audience. It was not an average audience, for Miss Gauthier
makes little appeal to the listener who lacks sophistication and artistic curiosity. It was what might be called a
'brilliant' house, made up, for the most part, of people who not only cared for music, but who knew something about
it, with a fair sprinkling of poseurs, highbrows, and intensely class conscious cognoscenti. They heard Bartok and
Hindemith with what may fairly be described as interest without much emotion; this was new music and they were
curious to hear it and desirous of understanding it. The Bartok folk-song transcriptions stirred them a little-something
strange, and a little sinister, but perhaps significant. After Hindemith's 'Auf der Treffe Sitzen Meine Ohrchen' they
laughed a little and applauded encouragingly. 'Dutch de die Abendichen Gaerten' left them, like the elephant's child,
'a little warm, but not all excited.'
"A pause. The singer-reappeared, followed by a tall, black-haired young man who was far from possessing
the icy aplomb of those to whom playing on the platform of Aeolian is an old story. He had under his arm a small
bundle of sheet music with lurid red and black and yellow covers. The audience began to exhibit signs of relaxation.
This promised to be amusing.
"And then Eva Gauthier sang 'Alexander's Ragtime Band.' She Sang it 'straight.' of course, with none of the
conversational lapses and vocal tricks and general air of confiding in the audience by which a professional musicalcomedy or cabaret performer puts over a jazz number. She just sang it, as seriously and skillfully as she had sung
Bartok's 'Harom oeszi .Oennyesepp' while young Mr. Gershwin began to do mysterious and fascinating rhythmic and
contrapuntal stunts with the accompaniment. And when she had finished she faced a new audience. These people
were amused, yes; they laughed gleefully as they applauded. But they were excited, somehow, too. Here was music
they didn't have to do anything about, in fact, except listen to it-which was easy-and enjoy it which was unavoidable.
And apparently it said something to them, touched some hidden spring that evoked a response as genuine as it was a
little shame-faced.
European Enjoyed It
"It was not alone the Americans who had fun out of it. I watched one distinguished European whose musical
sophistication is proverbial. 'Alexander's Ragtime Band' disturbed him ever so slightly; he looked a little bored and a
little puzzled. At 'The Siren's Song' he looked approval of its delicate, almost pensive rhythms and charming melodic
line, but was still obviously a little doubtful. But 'Carolina in the Morning' did something rather drastic to him. Even
as his face expressed incredulity and a faint disapproval his shoulder began to-well 'shimmy' is too vulgar a word to
apply to a foreign visitor. Let us say, rather, that the music has acted as an irritant upon his nerve center, causing a
reflex unduatory movement of both classical. At all event, by the time 'Swanee' arrived he was having as shamelessly
good a time as 'anyone.'
It is risky to generalize and learn not be entirely sure that the jazz music did evoke the peculiarly personal
response from the audience that I think it did. I know that it evoked it from me. I have heard much jazz, and of

- 470 -

course, oceans of good music, but I never before heard a concert singer take jazz in her stride, as it were placing it
beside other contemporary music without comment or apology. And I must say, that jazz group touched something
that the other music didn't It had nothing to do with art, perhaps it was a more polite human reaction.
The above opinions coming from a man of Mr. Taylor's prominence in the musical world, are indeed
significant and emotionally interesting.

DECEMBER - METRONOME
JAZZING THE MASTERS Taking famous musical masterpieces and using them for rag-time and jazz
purposes seems to arouse no end of criticism and censure in European art centers. A correspondent of The Daily
Telegram in a recent communication on this subject remarked that "even the mighty Handel has not escaped the
attention of those who seek for inspiration in the pages of the classics." He speaks of how man of Wagner's most
inspired themes have been taken over for such a purpose, and that the purloiners could hardly be expected to loosen
their grip." And they seemingly do not believe in doing things half-way, "over there."
This correspondent speaks of one example in particular, which he says is described as a fox-trot shimmy,
and displaying a caricature of Wagner on its title page. The composer, he says, bears a French name, the number also
being published in Paris and in this, he remarks, one of the "Ring" motives (used with the effect of epic grandeur in
"The Dusk of the Gods") has been turned into "abysmal commonplace" and some of the opening phrases of the
"Tannhauser" march into mere flippant vulgarities. In addition, the former has been made to serve as the basis of the
chorus of a gem described as "a cute comedy fox-trot song," of which an idiotic refrain runs as follows:
"Oh! Star of Eve; Oh; Star of Eve, You saw what they wore in the barden fair,
But what do you think of the kind of dress the Zulu ladies wear?"
The writer concludes his communication by remarking that such affronts to Wagner's memory make him
dread the hour when he may come face to face with (or perchance hear) a monstrosity called "The Meistersinger
Rag," which, according to information he claims to have received, is actually in existence.

DECEMBER - METRONOME
HOW'S BUSINESS WITH THE DANCE ORCHESTRA BOYS? A survey of the present situation in the
dance orchestra field; The opportunities for success and how they have been grasped by the topnotchers. By Carl
Cunningham. "Business is rotten and salaries are coming down all along the line," has been the password among the
dance orchestra men for so long in New York that it has come to be like the boy who cried "wolf, wolf" when there
was no wolf. It is true that some few dance leaders in New York are finding the going tough, but the majority are
working regularly and making just about as much as they always have.
Early in the beginning of the present season, during the month of September, the usual, inevitable panic hit
the dance boys on Broadway. So many of the seaside places were closing and so few new places opening that they
couldn't see where the money was coming from so they started to reserve benches in Bryant Park and slots in the
Automat. But, as is the case with most panics, this one was rather apparent than real. In a very few weeks most of the
leaders, much to their own surprise, found that the situation had adjusted itself nicely and that, for the most part, they
were getting little, if any, less than last year. It is true that the two o'clock closing and the supposed non-sale of
alcoholics made it presumably impossible for certain cabarets to pay as much as formerly. But on the other hand
when the management of these cabarets came to look for first line orchestras they found a shortage rather than an
oversupply, and paid high to get what they wanted, economizing on acts and revues where necessary.
Musicians in the principal dance rendezvous, both cabarets and ballrooms in New York, are getting all the
way from $60 to $150 a week. Those in the $150 class are comparatively few, but, in most instances, this does not
represent their real earning as these men are almost all recording artists, playing two or more record dates a week. An
interesting example is that of the men in Paul Whiteman's orchestra. This orchestra is playing at the Palais Royal and
in the Ziegfeld "Follies," besides making records for the civtor. The smallest check received by any of Whiteman's
men recently was over $350 for a week's work. Specht, at the New Alamac, Lopez at the Pennsylvania, and one or
two others are also in the big money class, the latter playing vaudeville besides his hotel engagement.
The promptness of the readjustment following the summer season was a cause of surprise to many, but there
were several reasons for it that stood out plainly to any one interested enough to study the situation. In the first place,
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in spite of the talk of places closing, many new places opened. Philadelphia is said to have more cabarets running
now than it had in pre-Volstead days and many leaders, who had been figured in the New York field, stayed in the
sleepy city instead of laying off successfully on Broadway.
Opportunities in Vaudeville
Vaudeville was another big factor in relieving the situation. At the end of last season the Keith offices
reported that their patrons were fed up on the so-called band act and that this type of act would be absent from the
bills during the coming season. In spite of this announcement the opening of the vaudeville year found more
orchestra acts than ever before, and, surprising as it may seem, at bigger salaries than ever before, playing the big
time. Yerke's now has two combinations in vaudeville, his S. S. Flotilla band and his Marimba band, both at better
salaries than he had ever hoped to get for them through this medium. The Flotilla combination is reported to be
getting close to $2,000 a week, an exceptionally high figure for vaudeville. Jimmy Carr, Ernic Golden, the Leviathan
Orchestra, Harry Stoddard, all New York combinations, and many others are finding the two-a-day profitable.
Another outlet for orchestras has been the musical comedy field. In New York, Charles Dornberger and his
orchestra, a former Whiteman combination, work in the pit and on the stage in George White's "Scandals." "The
James boys," billed as a "Paul Whiteman Orchestra," work in the pit with "Little Jessie Janes" doing a specialty
during the entr'acte. Yerke's "Happy Six," now a nine piece combination, is part of the entertainment in "I'll Say She
Is" at present on the road waiting a favorable opportunity to come into New York. Ben Meroff, a former New York
leader, and his orchestra, are with "Nifties of 1923," a burlesque show on the Columbia wheel.
Requirements of Vaudeville Orchestras
One of the primary requisites for orchestras playing in vaudeville, and there are over 75 of them, is novelty.
The average vaudeville audience is not content with an orchestra that merely plays, regardless of their playing
ability. It has been found necessary to surround the orchestra with expensive cycloramas and sets and to incorporate
in the act a song story, scenic exploitation, costume bit, singing numbers, dances, or other unusual features to put the
act across. Some of the acts carry special stage managers, electricians and carpenters and cost in the neighborhood of
$5,000 to produce. Most notable in this type, is Lopez, who, in establishing himself as a vaudeville favorite, has been
lavish in the expenditures. That the outlay was warranted is evidenced by the fact that not only has Lopez been
playing in vaudeville in and around New York for almost a year of consecutive weeks but has found that the sale of
his records has increased tremendously. this is not along true of the sales in the metropolitan district but also in outof-town cities as well, the special exploitation made possible by his vaudeville headlining making for this result.
Harry Stoddard built his vaudeville act around an idea, a trip around New York, and sprang from
comparative obscurity to popularity. Accepting a phonograph contract he made several records before leaving the
city on the Orpheum circuit and has been able to promote sales for the company by tie-ups with local dealers in the
towns which he plays. This practice is universal among recording orchestra leaders, both with the record companies
and the instrument dealers. It has worked to the advantage of both parties. Ernie Golden, Simone Martucci and many
others have come to be booked upon as purely vaudeville bands, combining no other position, such as cabaret or
hotel with their vaudeville work.
Hitherto vaudeville has been looked upon askance by the leaders, the impression being that after the outlay
for scenery and production was made, commission and traveling expenses paid and the lay-off weeks averaged in the
new would be so small as to be almost negligible. As a matter of fact, the average weekly salary, figuring in all layoffs, expenses and incidentals, of a musician in vaudeville is $85 with the leaders getting from $125 upwards. Many
of the leaders in vaudeville work their acts on a co-operative basis, a nine-piece combination splitting the balance
after deducting expenses ten ways, the leader getting double. This has been found to keep the men contented and to
make for a general feeling of good fellowship and espirit de corps in the organization.
Getting on the Wax
The goal for which all of the New York orchestra leaders, as well as those from out of town aim is to get on
the wax, to make phonograph records. To do this they realize that they must be one of two things, preferably both of
them. They must have orchestras of unusual excellence and possessed of good dance rhythm and they must be of
sufficient prominence to assure a sale for their records after these records are released. The first can be achieved only
by ability and constant rehearsal coupled with foresight and vision. The second, the leaders find, comes through
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judicious advertising, and sound publicity. It is interesting to note that certain of the larger leaders have special
publicity staffs drawing salaries of from $50 to $150 a week to assemble and disseminate news of interest regarding
the leader. Whiteman's return from England, basically a reception by his sincere friends on this side, nevertheless
was a cleverly planned and executed publicity maneuver that achieved nationwide recognition. The cost was
estimated at close to $10,000, a special yacht being hired, an airplane holding an orchestra engaged, a new safety
belt hooking up in the publicity with a band playing in the water, the radio being used extensively and the entire
proceedings being handled by a central committee whose actions were directed by four specially engaged publicity
experts who sent out reams of press stuff before and after the landing. All the leaders have come to recognize the
value of publicity, especially in the trade papers and a majority of them have at some time or other made
arrangements for special publicity work.
Where is the money in the orchestra business? Certainly not in being a leader, for the average leader makes
about $150 a week. The leaders have found that it pays them to build up a reputation, establish a trade name, for in
this way they create a demand for their particular type of music. The supplying of orchestras for society and other
dances has thus become a big part of their income. The prices range upwards from $20 a man per engagement,
depending upon the prominence of the leader, Offices are maintained with staffs to look after the detail work of
engaging the musicians for the jobs and getting the work and the leader successful enough to keep his overhead
down, soon finds that the salary he makes as a musician is not a drop in the bucket compared to what he makes by
furnishing dance orchestras.
Contract Work
Besides the single night engagements there is the contract work. Leaders of reputation find it easy to get
engagements for orchestras in hotels, restaurants and cabarets both in New York and out of town, the majority of the
leaders placing well-known combinations on a commission arrangement, usually 10 per cent of the contract price. In
contract engagements of this kind the orchestra is usually billed under its own name with "Presented by--" and the
name of the big leader preceding.
It must not be thought that the orchestra booking game in New York is all velvet. Several leaders who had
made good names for themselves attempted a cleanup in the New York field. They started out by imagining they
could charge $30 and $40 a man for the engagements and get away with it. Also that all that was necessary to make
good at this game was to have an office where prospective clients could form a waiting line begging for a change to
use from six to twenty $10 a night union men and pay $40 each for them because the leader's name was tacked on.
Had this been the case New York would have seen a group of orchestra millionaires that closely approximated in
number the bootleg contingent that keeps Broadway night life pulsating.
But the folks that spend money are fairly sane, otherwise they would not have the money to spend. They
demand value and it is surprising to some leaders that the public really knows value in dance music and cannot be
bunched more than twenty per cent of the time. A twenty per cent bunco is worse than no bunco at all. The leaders
with the false ideas flopped quickly in the booking field and were glad to take their losses and get out.
In booking orchestras, in New York or anywhere else, the fundamentals are the same as in any form of
commercial endeavor. There must be capital, organization, demand, distribution, and a myriad of associated details.
In the case of the orchestra business the capital need not be large as the business is one of service with no great stock
to be carried on hand. Expenses come chiefly in rental and stenographic lines and for advertising and the salaries of
musicians. The majority of offices wait until after a particular job is paid for before paying the men for that job. This
has its advantages as far as the office is concerned but makes for dissatisfaction on the part of the men, especially if
the money is held up too long. Sufficient capital should always be kept on hand to take care of the current payrolls,
the men being paid twice a month or oftener.
Selection of Musicians an Obstacle
The selection of musicians to fill the various engagements has proved the rock on which several of the
offices floundered. The big leader himself is so busy with the affairs of his orchestra that he has not time to look after
this detail. He usually leaves the picking of men to another leader of reputation and prominence who will work on all
the big jobs himself and surround himself with an adequate personnel on each engagement. This leader usually works
without salary being contented to know that he is getting the cream of the work that comes into the office and his
leader's pay for each job. Of course the danger here is in the so-called gypping by the leader. One of the larger New
York offices found that the leader who had been in charge of this department had been pocketing hundreds of dollars
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a week by holding back from five to ten dollars on every man engaged. The man is now out and another leader put in
charge who has an interest in the business and can be relied upon not to interfere with his own profits. The fault has
been further done away with by having all musicians paid by the manager by check and not by the leader.
Creating a demand for orchestras is an essential. Every orchestra booking office attempts to have at least
one showroom or sample. In the case of the prominent leader or recording artist his own number one orchestra is the
"showroom" or "sample" that is necessary and he receives letters daily asking him to supply society functions and
other affairs with his style or type of music. These are followed up by the business staff who complete all further
arrangements, the leader having accomplished his work in creating the demand. Advertising in favored mediums is
another way to create a demand. Those offices that have a sufficient appropriation for advertising find it advisable to
put this in the hands of an agency who will be in a position to know which are the best mediums and to prepare copy
that will bring results. In this way the leader and his staff are further relieved of the necessity of talking to advertising
salesmen from the numerous publications that imagine they can be of benefit to the office.
Because of the peculiar nature of the business the bookkeeping demands more than usual care. It has been
found in several cases in New York that offices that were presumably doing a great business were in reality losing
money, the overhead eating them up, and the bookkeeping methods being so careless that it was not until an
accountant was called in that the deficit became evident. Some of the offices have worked out elaborate but simple
systems whereby the management can see at a glance exactly how they stand at all times, records being kept for the
day, week, month and year on a loose-leaf system that gives the results at a glance.
Selling Service Via Phonograph
In selling orchestra out of town for contract engagements several of the leaders have found the phonograph
records of great value. These leaders, most of them recording artists, send one or two of their best records to the
prospective employer accompanying them with a sales letter. They are thus sure of getting a hearing anyway as it
takes a strong will power to keep a man from playing a record that he has never heard before, especially if he is
interested in music. Several leaders who are not record makers have found it profitable to go to some of the
independent laboratories and pay for the privilege of making records to send out. This sometimes serves a double
purpose, the leader not only establishing himself as a record maker but bringing himself to the attention of the real
recording companies.
The radio has proved a fertile field for the building up of prestige. Leaders of lesser known ability found
that they played to a large audience and received numerous request via this medium On the other hand the big
leaders, who were not able to get away from their engagements to assemble their orchestras at the broadcasting
stations found that the bigger companies were willing to run in a special wire. Lopez, at the Hotel Pennsylvania, is
now doing this and Whiteman is on the verge of giving his services one night a month to one of the companies
exclusively. A special wire is to be placed in the Congo Room of the new Hotel Alamac for broadcasting Specht's
music.
Not alone does the orchestra benefit by broadcasting but it has been found by actual investigation that the
place where the orchestra plays is benefited, folks from out-of-town visiting the resort when in New York and
invariably visiting the orchestra leader to tell him they had the pleasure of hearing his mover the radio.
The Inrush of Bush Leaguers
The big city leaders have lately been comparatively free from the evil that last season upset conditions along
the Rialto somewhat. This was the invasion by the out-of-town leaders. It was a strange state of affairs that led
leaders who were regarded as the king pins in their home environment to enter the New York field in competition
with the biggest in the game. In order to get in they usually had to work for less than they made at home and found
that it cost them two or three times more to live. In some cases they complained bitterly of the lack of cordiality and
the amount of double dealing among the New Yorkers. As a matter of fact the New York leaders are extremely
cordial to the visitor and in many cases go far out of their way to help him find a berth. But the hustling competition
in the field in the big town puts every one on his toes, and, in this line, as in any other, it is a case of the survival of
the fittest. The natural advice of all the big New York leaders to those out-of-town who are contemplating the New
York invasion is "stay out." They will always tell the young leader from the sticks that the game is heartbreaking and
distinctly not worth the candle. But the truth remains in plain sight for all those who care to see. If he has the goods
and knows how to sell it "Come on in, the water's fine." There is always an opening for a good man in any field. First
find the opening and then go after it tooth and nail. It is well to remember that both Paul Whiteman and Paul Specht
are not natives of the big metropolis but come from Denver and Sinking Springs, Pennsylvania.respecitvely. The
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visiting leader may not make his fortune, but he will have a good hard fight, learn a lot that is useful, make many
valuable friends and when he is ready, go home with the added prestige of a New York engagement under his belt
and his value increased in his own locality.
Be Sure You're Right, Then Go Ahead
But this coming to New York is a step that should be carefully considered before it is taken. The leader
should be sure that he knows what he is stepping into. Many leaders have come into town only to be buried in
cheaper dance halls or cabarets where they remain for the rest of their time practically unheard of. In some instances
other leaders, hearing some of their men play, make them offers at better figures when their contract time expires,
and the band slowly disintegrates and is never heard of again. This "stealing" of musicians is not a universal practice,
but there is no law in the land that can prevent a man from bettering his position in life, and a musician, not
otherwise legally bound, who can turn a deaf ear to the siren jingle of increased coin in the pay envelope is a marvel
in loyalty and a lot of other things.
"Business is terrible and salaries are coming down all along the line." Apple sauce. Business is great, but a
leader has to work to make good. There is no easy road to success in this field. If a leader has the goods and uses his
head he can make a good living. If he is possessed of genius and personality he can make a better living. The
successful man is never heard kicking about hard times.

DECEMBER - METRONOME
INSTRUMENTATION FOR THEATER PIT AND DANCE ORCHESTRAS By Ernest Cutting - Musical
Director, "Little Jessie James," Longacre Theatre, New York, and Director of Paul Whiteman's "James Boys"
Orchestra
NUMBER OF PLAYERS
lst violins
2nd violins
Violas
Banjos
String Bass, Tuba or Bass Sax
Pianos
Saxophones
Trumpets
Trombones
Horns
Drums and Tympani

14 15 16 18
3 3
1 1
1 1
1
1
1 1
1
1
1 1
1
1
1 1
2
3
4 4
2
2
2 2
1
1
1 1
2
1 1 1 1 1 1
11 12 14 15 16 18

2

2

11
2
1
1
1
1
1
3
2
1

12
3
1
1
1
1
1
3
2
1

I have eleven men besides myself in the pit at the Longacre Theatre with "Little Jessie James," and the
instrumentation as shown above is very effective inasmuch as the Longacre is a small theatre. My two Saxophonists
both use their Sopranos, Altos, Tenors and Baritones during the show and one of them doubles on 'Cello and one on
Clarinet for the quiet numbers. The Bass Clarinet is also used effectively on some numbers. My Bass player doubles
on string Bass and Bass Sax. One of the Trumpet players also doubles on 'Cello. The two Violins play divisi all
through the show except of course where one has an obbligato to the voice. Saxophone obbligatos to the voice are
also in order and are very effective.
The possibilities with an orchestra of this type in the theatre are unlimited for apart from the beautiful
effects obtained with the strings, Saxophones and Wood Wind, there is a wonderful pep and rhythm to the ensemble
and syncopated numbers that can never be gotten with the old-fashioned instrumentation. Of course, this
instrumentation will probably never be used for Opera, Operettas, etc., but for the present type of Musical comedy
and Review it lends itself admirably.
In building an orchestra of this type it is most essential that the Saxophonists be capable men on practically
the whole family of Saxophones, and someone in the orchestra must double on 'Cello.
Instrumentation for Dance Orchestra
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NUMBER OF PLAYERS
Violins
1
Banjos
1
Pianos
1
Bass, Tuba or
Bass Sax
Saxophones
1
Trumpets
Trombones
Horns
Drums
1
5

5
1
1
1

1
1
1

1
1
1

1
1

1
2

1
3

1
6

1
7

1
8

6 7
1
1
1

8 9 10 11 12 13
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Each Saxophone player should be capable of playing the whole family of Saxophones and should also
double on wood wind. This seems a lot to ask by present day conditions demand it. Competition is keen, but the
ambitious fellow today is fully repaid for his efforts. Saxophone players especially cannot be too versatile. String
Bass players should also make a point of becoming efficient on Bass Saxophone or Tuba. All this doubling is made
necessary by the demand for color in dance music as in the classics.

JANUARY 10 - MUSICAL COURIER (1924)
JAZZ MAY BE LOWBROW, BUT- Says Robert Haven Schauffler in Collier's: The war put lowbrow
instruments back upon the map. It also put a strenuous unrest under the ribs of humanity. One of the chief symptoms
and outlets of this unrest was, and is-jazz. The primitiveness of war just naturally engendered the primitiveness of
jazz. The war killed men by the million from the channel around to the Black Sea. It raised from the dead all the
lowbrow instruments from the snare drum to the Japanese violin. Of late the education of the average music lover has
Been remarkably speeded up. Thorough the influence of the automatic instruments he has taken a longer stepforward in the last fifteen years than in any one previous century. Of course I fully realize that for every single
cultivated soul who enjoys nothing beneath Kreisler and the Philadelphia Orchestra, there are a thousand who enjoy
nothing but "close harmony" full of barber-shop chords, and cheap jazz on the mouth organ, the saxophone, and the
banjo. But the great thing about this enthusiasm of the lowbrow is its potentiality-its tremendous punch. It is a mighty
force acting toward social and esthetic advance. Get a busy man enthusiastic about lowbrow music and he will try to
get more time to himself. Somehow or other he will manage to enlarge a more and more enjoyable leisure. There is
nothing but good in this, for surely more leisure is one of the greatest needs of overworked America. And-because a
taste for the variety and complexity and richness of the better music is almost always reached through the leisurely
outgrowing of a taste for the monotony and superficiality and barrenness of the worst music-the final result of his
fatal passion for, say. Turkey in the Straw on the mouth organ and Alexander's Ragtime Band on the banjo, will be a
passion for Dvorak's Humoresque on Kreisler's Stradivarius, and for Schubert's Unfinished Symphony by the
Philadelphia Orchestra. And he says a lot of other things more or less to the point,white the point being,, apparently,
an apology for jazz, and an attempt to lay the blame for it upon the war and the revival of the primitive instruments.
Well, that is as good an explanation as any other-or would be, had not jazz started before we got into the war, and
were the evolution of jazz from earlier American schools of popular music not so evident. The chief concern of the
highbrow with jazz seems to be an effort to discover excuses for their interest in it. Where we find one honest
Grainger or Heifetz, who acknowledges his interest in jazz without shame, we find dozens of less eminent musicians
who seem to think interest in this "lowbrow" Americanism is something that must take the form of aloof regard
through the lorgnette of respectability. Worse than that is the attitude of some who seem to believe that jazz will
supersede the classics, and that Beethoven should hide his head in shame because he did not discover it. Fact is, jazz
is just a form and style of popular music, no worse and no better than any other popular music, but a lot healthier in a
way since it substitutes muscularity for mincing sentimentality. Sex stuff, of course. All dance music is sex stuff-if
not why do girls prefer to dance with men, and men with girls, rather than men with men and girls with girls? It is
worse than other popular music? Worse than the waltz and the Sarabande? Worse than the Landler of the Tyrol or
the maxixe of South America? Jazz is interesting to the technical musician technically. Otherwise it is not interesting
at all-nor of the slightest importance either musically or otherwise. It is technically interesting because it has

- 476 -

introduced new colors and new counterpoints into popular music. Its rhythms are not new, not nearly as new as was
ragtime in its day. And much of its bleating slipperiness and yawping asininity is useless musically speaking. But the
general trend of it is excellent and may perhaps turn out to be the basis of a national idiom, though it would be
absurd for any one to predict, since it is impossible to guess the trend of evolution. Collier's, the dailies, and other
magazines of all sorts, do well to talk about jazz. But why treat it always apologetically or humorously? Why not
give the general public some technical information as to its importance and unimportance, as to the difference
musically speaking between, for instance, the jazz of today and the ragtime of twenty years ago, between printed jazz
and ad lib jazz, between the jazz orchestra-band and the traditional popular orchestra and theater orchestra, between
the piano duet or trio jazz arrangement and the arrangement of a decade ago? The public is left very much in the dark
about all of these things simply because it has been preached to from the pulpit and by reformers in the press about
the evils of jazz, until it has very little idea what jazz really is. As for understanding the great improvement that has
resulted from jazz in arrangements for orchestra and player piano records, the public knows nothing about it. On the
contrary, the public has the attitude of the moralists and the highbrows-a sort of shamefaced liking for that thing
which they believe to be lowbrow and immoral. More curious than jazz is the public's conception of jazz by far!

JANUARY 16 - TALLULAH NEWSPAPER, LA. 1924 dupe-Feb. Metronome
SAY JAZZ WILL SURELY LIVE. Believe America's Offering to the World's Music has Bright Future.
What is the future of jazz? Is it a passing fad, or will it stay? Three of the leading authorities on the subject were
asked what they thought about it. Here is the composite of their answers
"It is a contribution of America to the arts. It is recognized the world over as a part of the musical folk lore
of this country. It is as thoroughly and typically American as the Monroe Doctrine, the Fourth of July, or baseball.
"Further, jazz is going to make the world safe for musical democracy. It is going to seat the highbrow
beside the lowbrow at concerts. There will be endowed chairs for the dissemination of knowledge of jazz at the
foremost conservatories of music. In that bright future, syncopation will doff its informal attire and don evening
clothes, even to the high hat and the cape.
"The jazz composers have not really begun to write. Jazz is today where the automobile was in 1899."
Irving Berlin, Paul Whiteman and L. L. Hasselmans are the painters of this glowing picture. Mr. Berlin
writes jazz, Mr. Whiteman play it, Mr. Hasselmans listens to it. The past named is conductor at the Metropolitan
Opera house when French operas are given.
There is a profound and lasting quality in American popular music that assures it of consistent development,
according to Mr. Berlin. To him it is the rhythmic beat of our everyday lives. Its swiftness is interpretive of our verve
and speed and ceaseless activity. When commuters no longer rush for trains, when taxicabs pause at corners, when
business men take afternoon siestas, then, perhaps, jazz may pass.
Jazz Has Youthful Faults
"When I say that jazz is the only great contribution of the 20th century to the artistic annals of the word,"
Mr. Berlin said, "I am speaking with the utmost seriousness. It is young, yet and, being young, it has faults, but none
that cannot be corrected. It will thrive because there is nothing artificial about it. The outstanding characteristics of
America's millions are expressed in this music. Its tremendous popularity is due to the fact that it sounds a note to
which Americans are responsive.
"Other countries recognize it as essentially American. Try as they may, they cannot enter into the spirit of it
with the zest found here. It is the music of the melting pot.
"It is true that the words are often commercialized. Perhaps this is merely giving the public what it wants. I
have never tried to do anything with the words of my songs other than make them just plain conversation. It would be
ridiculous to use lyrics of that kind with classical music, but it would be equally incongruous to employ a stilted
literary style in writing words for jazz.
"The Jazz opera will be a natural development. I am studying the mechanics of music in the hope that some
day I may master them to such an extent that I can fulfill an ambition to write an operatic score in jazz. The ragtime
symphony will also be achieved, however remote it may seem at this time. The foremost singers will eventually
include popular selections in their concert programs. It will become impossible for them to ignore a class of music
that has a firm grip upon the millions they are seeking to entertain."
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Jazz must no longer crack the eardrums to win attention, according to Mr. Whiteman, who has been called
the "King of Syncopators."
"This music has earned distinctions other than being the loudest of all," he declared. "Its rhythm has an
appeal that is irresistible, even when played softly. At times my orchestra throttles down to where it is scarcely
audible, but the syncopated swing is there. The pioneers had to shake the handwellers with their volume, but the
music can be moderated and thus dignified.
There is considerably more to the syncopation of today than is community understood. It has reached a
stage where symphonic touches are necessary. The orchestrationis vastly different from what it was. It contains many
of those characteristic found in classical scores. It is far from a hit or miss effort.
The progress made in this field in the past few years is conclusive evidence that the future of jazz is assured.
The fact that a small orchestra playing popular music can outdraw by far a huge symphony organization clearly
shows the verdict of the American public.
Undeveloped Possibilities
Some day some wealthy patron of music may make possible musical expression of America. The interest of
the colleges and the critics must be enlisted in the effort.
"Popular music alone is definitely American. There are few noted American classical composers. If a
promising young composer is discovered by a wealthy devotee of music he is sent abroad. When he returns he is no
longer American, so far as his music is concerned. He is an experiment of the music of the nation in which he
studied. It has been left largely to jazz to tell the world about the music of America. I found that this view was
generally accepted abroad.
It, I also conceded in foreign countries that only American can really play syncopated music. musicians of
other countries do not seem able to get into the swing of it. They fail to accomplish by training what we do by nature.
I had two excellent German musicians with my band while on my recent European trip. We needed them to fill out
our compliment but they didn't help much. If I told them to go fast they quickly lost the rest of us. If I left them to
themselves they fell behind. They simply couldn't get the hang of it."
Jazz More Than a Fad
Mr. Hasselmans thinks that undoubtedly some popular music is bad, but that this is also true of some
classical music. "When I speak of jazz," he said, "I mean that written by the masters of it, the men who are capable
of producing the rhythm that appeals even to foreigners at first hearing.
"When something bespeaks so definitely of the character of the people of a nation it cannot pass away. It
may wane at times, but it will come back, with added strength."
All friends of jazz admit that it has an unpleasant and unfortunate name. They expect it to lose its infant
appellation and assume a more sober title somewhere along its progress toward establishment as a permanent form of
music. - New York Times.

JANUARY 24 - MUSICAL COURIER
LOPEZ ON JAZZ - (The following is an outline of an address made recently at a luncheon of the Dutch
Treat Club by Vincent Lopez, leader of the Pennsylvania Hotel Orchestra. Many of the arrangements Mr. Lopez
speaks of here were made by J. Bodewalt Lampe, and how these arrangements are made was explained in a long
series of articles which appeared last winter in the Musical Courier under the title of Practical Instrumentation, now
issued in book form by G. Schirmer, Inc. We note that Mr. Lopez substitutes the term "modern music" for what most
of us know as "jazz." That is confusing, for what we ordinarily call "modern music" is the sort written by
Schoenberg, Stravinsky, Ruggles, Varese, et al, which is not what Mr. Lopez is talking about-The Editor.)
What is called "modern music" takes the place in this country of the folk songs and folk tunes in which the
old world is so rich. The southern Negroes were the first to develop a native music and their compositions, while
rudimentary, yet were saturated with local themes growing out of the American scene.
The composer Stephen Foster took these tunes and melodies and set his creative genius to work composing
the songs that make him a classic in popular music. If Stephen Foster were writing today he would be hailed as the
supreme American master of music, for he was the pioneer and the great innovator in this field. The minstrels so long
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popular in this country profited greatly from the folk music of the darkeys, and, as their popularity died down,
modern music came along to give the public tunes and melodies of national appeal. Today we have an American folk
music in popular songs, but it must be admitted that we are standing upon the shoulders of musical giants of the past.
Many of the most popular tunes come direct from classical compositions.
Here is where the adapter or arranger comes in. The great composers generally wrote along academic and
theoretical lines. They insisted upon a strict art and science of music. Where is their work there is a wonderful
melody the popular composer deletes the strictly technical matter and substitutes rhythm, thereby making of the
original melody a lilting, catchy tune that makes the public hum and whistle and sets the feet to shuffling.
Take, for instance, the C sharp minor Polonaise by Chopin! It will be observed that the melody of the
second movement as played by the right hand is identical with the melody of I'm Always Chasing Rainbows. In the
original score the left hand of the Chopin score is taken up by running arpeggios which the modern composer has
eliminated and replaced by a swinging bass which produces a fox-trot rhythm as a substitute. The result is a popular
melody written from a standard classic.
The arranger is a most important person in the modern music house. He popularizes the classics, he makes
orchestrations of each instrument in the orchestra, he gives each tune a special individual treatment he works out
programs that enable the orchestra to get the best possible musical results. The truly popular directors abound in
personality, and the greatest achievement of the arranger is to prepare his orchestrations so that individuality is
brought out in its best and fullest musical manifestation. Above all, the public wants its tunes and melodies
emphasized and developed, whether from the classics or a modern composer. In arranging the great popular tunes for
incidental or descriptive music we embroider upon the main fabric, set bits of other themes afloat on the stream of
melody, or quote appropriate themes as we go along.
Take the treatment of I Love You, for instance? There is the fine original tune and quoted, themes are
interpolated suggesting courtship, first love, jealousy, a quarrel, happiness, the approaching marriage, alone at last
and happy married life. Other love songs lend bits that accentuate the love atmosphere.
Covered Wagon Days lends itself to a rich arrangement with quoted music evoking the great plains, the
buffalo herds, the fear of the savages, the Indian attack, the escape, the rivers in flood, the desert sands, the mighty
storms, the mountains and kindred themes. The richer the arrangement the better, and I Love You and Covered
Wagon Days are saturated with musical atmosphere with the tune always featured and the rhythm never lost sight of.
It is thus that modern music attains its conplexity, wide appeal and popularity. It is American in its treatment with the
speed, vivacity, variety and topical interest of the national life. It fills the long-felt need of a folk music that is genial
to the life rhythm in these United States.
Just as we have borrowed the folk songs of other lands so all the world now borrows our folk music and
dances, to it delightedly, but until we had this modern music you never heard an American tune abroad. The proof
that it is new and native is proven by the fact that it pleases European ears so long accustomed to the classical
melodies of the great masters. We certainly could not interest them in the grand manner, but we are sending them
living, vital, joyous tunes pulsing with the pulse of life itself. Our modern music sets the world to dancing, so much
so that London and Paris go dance mad over its appeal,. Modern music has come to stay.

JANUARY - SHEET MUSIC NEWS
CLASSICS IN "JAZZ-TEMPO"- Does Such Playing of Classics by Dance Orchestras Help or Retard
Public's Appreciation of Music. -One of the interesting developments of comparatively recent date that has attracted
attention in musical circles is the practice of several prominent dance orchestra leaders to play classical numbers in
"jazz tempo." This practice has been condemned and praised. But, insofar as the general public is concerned, it has
met with considerable approval. Unquestionably "Excerpts from Carmen," as played by Vincent Lopez and his Hotel
Pennsylvania Orchestra, "Tales of Hoffman," rendered by Benny Krueger's combination and the other like pieces
played by high grade dance orchestras, are enjoyed immensely. As a matter of fact there are few pieces which Mr.
Lopez plays that receive greater applause than the "Carmen" number.
Those who frown upon this practice feel that the rendering of classics in this manner completely spoils their
musical value, and tends to becloud their real worth. They feel that this is like enacting a scene from Shakespeare in
a burlesque show. On the other hand, those who look with favor on "jazzing the classics" hold, that it gives men and
women, who might not, under other circumstances, ever hear these pieces, an opportunity to appreciate their worth.
These people, through hearing this music played in dance tempo, frequently are aroused to the real musical quality of
the operas from which the melodies come, and thus are gradually taught to appreciate music of the highest type.
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Concerning this topic, the "New York Herald" recently published an editorial in which some interesting
views were expressed. After discussing the influence of radio and "jazz" on the public's appreciation of music, the
editorial continues:
"But of the cultural phases of the increase in the enjoyment of jazz? Will widespread popularity of this
heady rhythm make its hearers deaf to music of a more elevated character? This has not been the experience in any
other art. Enjoyment of music in its pretentious phases has usually had the effect of creating a demand for something
better.
"Hearers of jazz are just as likely to feel, after a while, the desire to listen to music of a different character.
They argue that if Schubert's "Unfinished Symphony" sound so well as a jazz number it may be that in its original
form it may be still more beautiful. Curiosity is at once created, and curiosity is the inspiration of all artistic progress.
Jazz, with its adaptations, proves to many that classic symphonies are not such austere things as the public has been
led to believe.
"Grand opera cannot be conceived of as a difficult thing for any man to enjoy when he knows it consists of
such alluring tunes as Puccini's 'Madame Butterfly" provides for the skill of the jazz players. Let there be more opera
if it is so easy to listen to as all that. Dvorak never wrote his "Humoresque" to be played by such an orchestra, for he
never heard of jazz, although he did put some syncopation into his symphony 'From the New World.' No taste was
ever lowered by liking Dvorak. Good music, when it is heard, will always create the desire to hear more of the same
kind, even if there is the titillation of jazz to awaken the first appetite. for something better.
It is quite evident that the "New York Herald" is on the side of those who sympathize with the practice of
"jazzing the classics."
No doubt many of our readers have entirely different views on this subject, and possibly have fresh,
arguments to offer, prop and con. In accordance with our policy we shall be glad to receive and print opinions on this
subject. After all, it is an important one-one which may have a marked influence on music as time goes on. It is
therefore a topic worthy of discussion.

JANUARY - ENGLISH REVIEW
JAZZOMANIA AND DEVIL DANCES by H. Rootham. Rhythm can be defined as the law of the form of
motion; the law of the breath of an audible or visible organic whole. The primary rhythm of the human organism is
contained in the breath, and the whole variety in unity of the organism rhythmically depends upon the breathing,
which with its synthetic grip over the co-ordinated functions of the heart, lungs, and brain, reflects itself in the
periodicity of the changes of mind. The propelling force of rhythm is the eternal conatus, that continuity of the
Infinite which is known as Will, in Schopenhauer's sense of the word, and which all religions recognize as the
omnipotence of the Absolute Being. Rhythm is the inscrutable and primal synthesis of Space and Time, of which the
result is continuous and yet articulate motion, organic life, breathing, durational procession, expression of the soul's
experience. A breaking of rhythm can lead to the disintegration of form.
The full significance of all the details of the apparently simple and monotonous rhythmic movement, which
is the unchanging ground underlying the Ritual Music (known as Devil Dances) of the Tibetan Theocracy, is too vast
a subject to discuss here. Probably every student of music knows that any triple measure, whether of bar or of phrase,
is supposed to have a spiritual origin, and to be the musical symbol of the Trinity-in-Unity. It is this symbolic
rhythm; used consciously and with intention, which gives its awe-inspiring character to the Tibetan music. At regular
intervals the rhythm is broken by a syncopated beat, the syncopation being used to illustrate the gap made in the
Unity of the whole by the intrusion of Desire; by the breakage of that Fall which is cosmic cataclysm, and the
Universal Sin. As I have already said, I do not propose at this point to discuss the pregnant and terrifying import of
the Tibetan rhythm and syncopation, but just as a contrast to study the use and significance of syncopation in other
worlds of music.
Schumann, when he uses syncopation, gives an impression of increased quickness of breath, thereby
conveying the idea of speed, without necessarily accelerating the actual tempo of the music. This use of syncopation
lies within the region of aesthetics, and is as legitimate as is the use to which the Tibetan priests put it for religious
and didactic purposes.
The use of precipitating syncopation in Jazz music is neither religious nor aesthetic, but is the embodiment
of the very sin symbolized and reprobated by the Tibetan priests, in its lowest and most deadly degraded aspect. The
mean and ignoble origin of most modern dance syncopation is so well known that there is no need to discuss it here
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or anywhere. I propose rather to expose these dances from a spiritual aspect, and to offer a suggestion about their
physiological results.
Creation is one organic Whole, and is so seen by the Creator. He sees it whole from within, as a projection
of His own continuity and fullness, and sees it as an articulated, hierarchic Indivisibility. But man sees this same
creation from without, and himself being only an infinitesimal fraction of that world-whole, he can only get glimpses
of a few, seemingly disconnected moments and parts. And as man's vision must travel from one corner of the whole
to the other, and his mind must move from one definite thought to another, so in music he moves from note to note,
and expresses himself in discoursible melody.
Melody is the well-poised, individual walk, the suave line of man's soul, as distinct from the one mighty
note of his planet, which merges itself into the grandiose, complex Harmony of the Universal. But though there may
be more melodies in the world than there are souls, yet each melody can and should be connected spiritually with
that ecstatic Harmony by rhythm-that breath of the whole, which is the law of the form of motion. It is this infinite
breath which governs melody, and is the only law of melody, inasmuch as the beauty and value of all musical
phrasing depends on the preservation of the durational balance of the equilibrium of musical tones.
The inspirational source of melody, however, lies in the emotions, and hence comes its pure or impure
quality. The dances of which I speak sprang from patently impure desires, and proceeded necessarily into impure
melody. Melody being an individual expression, it follows that syncopation introduced into impure melody
stimulates and excites individual desire into veritable bestial frenzy. The syncopation in this music is an obscene
gesture; it is the exaggerated emphasis of one psychic element entirely dissociated from the functioning of the whole
psyche, and only through the whole of her functions can the soul remain in continuity with that which is Divine.
What is the result of this spiritual dislocation? Just as a strong or prolonged vibration can break up matter,
so a constant, violent breaking up of rhythm can certainly disintegrate form. In this diabolical music we do not get
the apparent speed and quickened breath of Schumann, but a deliberate jerking of the breath, a repeated dislocation
of the personal rhythm that connects together the organic structure we name body. What should be the vital energy in
the body is thus transformed into a hideous potency of destruction, and it is highly significant that the abuse of
cocaine (a drug which stimulates physically without in any sense even temporarily ennobling or heightening the
mental vision) should have become appallingly prevalent at a time when such an insidious assault is being made on
the body.
The Middle Ages witnessed the "Dance of Death." To-day, sounding an ominous note, which can be heard
even thorough the din and turmoil of the turbulent, anguished world-soul, we have the crazy sinister tappings of
"Dancing Records" and the significant strains of Jazz. Is not the supreme aim of man "Peace" and wholeness, and are
we not starting tumult and ultimate breakage with our frenzied syncopation? Man cannot break psychic laws without
incurring the vengeance of Nature. It is safe and easy to prophesy that the spiritual crime of obscene modern dancing
will have a deep and disastrous physiological result.

JANUARY - ETUDE
WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH JAZZ? - First , Jazz, at its worst, is an unforgivable orgy of noise, a riot of
discord, usually perpetrated by players of scant musical training who believe that their random whoops, blasts,
crashes and aboriginal tom-toming is something akin to genius.
Second, Jazz, at its worst, is often associated with vile surroundings, filthy words, unmentionable dances
and obscene plays with which respectable Americans are so disgusted that they turn with dismay at the mere mention
of "Jazz," which they naturally blame for the whole fearful caravan of vice and near-vice.
Yet, in the music itself there is often much that is charming and genuinely fascinating when written and
played effectively. There is no more harm in well written Jazz than there is in a Liszt Rhapsody. Some of the tunes
employed in Jazz could be manipulated by a master into a composition of world currency and permanence. On the
other band, many of the Jazz arrangements made especially for the talking machine records are among the most
ingenious and fresh bits of original orchestrating we have heard in years. Surely there is no harm in such things. They
provide rhythmic and melodic stimulation for thousands of people to whom such a musical prod is a real god-send.
What a humdrum life this would be without inspiriting music. True, you and we may get it from the RimskyKorsakoff Schcherazade, the Chabrier Spanish Rhapsody, or the Dukas Scorcerer's Apprentice; but there are others
whose musical taste may demand a more primitive form of syncopation and fantastic orchestration. We have no
quarrel with "Jazz" when it is artistically worked out, effectively played and done among decent surroundings.
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Along in September, the Mayor of Philadelphia, Hon. J. Hampton Moore, one of the finest executives the
city has ever had, revoked the license of a leading theater playing a musical review based largely upon "Jazz"
extravaganza. The performance was so objectionable in its intent that even the callused noses of the hardened
theatrical critics turned up with disgust. Naturally Jazz was blamed. The money loss of the producers was reported to
be immense-possibly $75,000. Some theatrical managers are never brought to their senses until they get a good stiff
kick in the pocket-book.
If the makers of Jazz desire to continue their success and provide musical entertainment that is inspiriting
without being offensive, they may take a lesson from experiences like this which are likely to increase in number
from experiences like this which are likely to increase in number with the accumulating public indignation over the
evils of Jazz.
Good Jazz can be a wholesome tonic; bad Jazz is always a dangerous drug.

JANUARY - MELODY
MEYER DAVIS CHAMPIONS JAZZ - While dancers all over the country sway delightedly to the strains
of "Red Head Gal" and "Bananas," undoubtedly a mosquito, albeit a small one, has been placed in the ointment of
the popular pleasure by the attitude of the critics of jazz. If one dares to express a liking for jazz among devotees to
the "classics" the results are similar to pitching a lighted match into a gasoline tank, conversationally speaking. The
luckless person who prefers "Bambalina" to the "Barcarolle" is immediately informed that he should never mention
jazz in the same breath with music, also that the taste for that sort of thing is only worthy of the citizens of the
Cannibal Islands and such like places. In fine, he is made to understand that he is a moron from the musical
standpoint.
But now comes a real champion for jazz and its lovers, a young man fitted to meet the adherents of
classicism on their own ground. Meyer Davis is the proprietor of a string of over thirty orchestras playing in the most
exclusive resorts and hotels of the East. He is himself a violinist of high merit, and an open-minded lover of all
music in both its classic and syncopated expression.'
"Modern syncopation is the classical expression of dance music," says Mr. Davis, and stands ready to back
up his assertion with examples and arguments based on the history of music.
"The syncopated form has been used time and time again by the great masters," asserts Mr. Davis, "and in
some of their best work. Wagner and Berlioz frequently used syncopation. A notable example of classical
syncopation is found in Dvorak's "New World Symphony." The most intricate syncopation I can recall is found in
the overture of Smetana's "Bartered Bride," although Glinka's "A Life for the Tear" presents almost equal
difficulties.
"Nor should modern syncopation be confused with savage syncopation. The savages syncopate without
melody, while melody is pre-eminent in modern dance music. Blaring discords have been banished from the best
dance orchestras. There remain of course the daring vivacities and unexpected effects that 'knock you between the
eyes, ' but these are the very life of jazz."
Not one person in a thousand dreams that the premier jazz orchestras of the country are doing work quite as
difficult as that of the symphony orchestras, but according to Mr. Davis the new, complicated symphonic
arrangements of jazz selections present difficulties equal to those of the classics. He states:
"By the time the special arranger has finished working up a syncopated selection for orchestral use and
inserted the numerous symphonic effects that the sophisticated public enjoys and demands, you have some music that
is very hard to play and will require rehearsals as numerous and exhausting as though you were preparing to play one
of the famous Symphonies.
"Jazz musicians, too, are specialists that cannot be easily replaced. Many persons have the notion that any
person who can play good standard music could step right into a jazz orchestra and do the work without difficulty.
Such is not the case. In order to produce the kind of dance music that entices crowds of people to want to dance you
must have an organization of picked men, all of whom possess that intangible sense of rhythm that is the very life
and soul of syncopation.
"Many noted musicians have not this sense of rhythm, although some of the famous violinists are gifted
wonderfully in this way. I have heard both Kreisler and Schelling play as a pastime the most exquisite and playful
dance music, full of unexpected rhythms and audacities.
"Coming back to the fact that syncopation has been repeatedly used in the classics," said Mr. Davis, "You
also have to recognize this form of music as particularly appropriate to the vigorous, overflowing life of a young
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nation like America. I firmly believe that in the next few years a great and revolutionary composer will arise who will
be to America's musical development what Walt Whiteman was a to her poetry. I believe also that this coming great
man of music will use syncopation extensively as a medium of expressing the soul of America.
"The better type of jazz, too, cultivates an appreciation of all good music. It is well known that much of the
most popular syncopation consists of adaptations from the classics. In hearing and liking these selections, you are
unconsciously appreciating the great composers. Thus a musical theft from a great composer may react to the benefit
of the general public. In enjoying 'Chasing Rainbows' you are really paying tribute to Chopin's 'Fantasie Impromptu.'
'My Baby's Arms' was taken from Raff's 'Cavatina,' while the tremendously popular 'Kalua' was an old Russian folk
song put into the major key, practically note for note. The 'Song of India,' essentially popular music although not
syncopation, is taken from Rimsky-Korsakow, 'Say it with Music' was adapted from Goldmark's 'Russian symphony.'
"There's really not much that's new under the sun, or moon, either," concluded Mr. Davis with a smile.
"Even that delightful 'Parade of the Wooden soldiers,' that swept New York, is an old European tune once used for
the defunct one-step and then known as the 'Parade of the Tin soldiers.' It was one of the first tunes I learned to play
on the fiddle.
"But while so much of our syncopation has been borrowed from the great music of the past, there is a
quantity of charming and original jazz being turned out, such as 'Chicago,' 'Red Head Gal,,' 'Runnin' Wild' and 'South
Sea Eyes.' Jazz is certainly, however, the American music of the future. Nothing can dislodge it from the popular
affections and I believe that time will see it develop into a great folk music."

FEBRUARY - METRONOME
OPTIMISTIC OPINIONS AS TO FUTURE OF JAZZ Experts who claim that jazz will live and that
America's offering to the world's music has a bright future.
What is the future of jazz? Is it a passing fad, or will it stay? Three of the leading authorities on the subject
were asked what they thought about it. Here is the composite of their answers:
"It is a contribution of America to the arts. It is recognized the world over as a part of the musical folk lore
of this country; it is as thoroughly and typically American as the Monroe Doctrine, the Fourth of July, or baseball.
"Further, jazz is going to make the world safe for musical democracy. It is going to seat the highbrow
beside the lowbrow at concerts. There will be endowed chairs for the dissemination of knowledge of jazz at the
foremost conservatories of music. In that bright future, syncopation will doff its informal attire and don evening
clothes, even to the high hat and the cape.
"The jazz composers have not really begun to write. Jazz is today where the automobile was in 1899."
Irving Berlin, Paul Whiteman and L. Hasselmans are the painters of this glowing picture. Mr. Berlin writes
jazz, Mr. Whiteman plays it. Mr. Hasselmans listens to it. The last named is conductor at the metropolitan Opera
House when French operas are given.
There is a profound and lasting quality in American popular music that assures it of consistent development,
according to Mr. Berlin. To him it is the rhythmic beat of our everyday lives. Its swiftness is interpretive of our verve
and speed and ceaseless activity. When commuters no longer rush for trains, when taxicabs pause at corners, when
business men take afternoon siestas, then, perhaps, jazz may pass.
Jazz Has Youthful Faults
"When I say that jazz is the only great contribution of the twentieth century to the artistic annals of the
world," Mr. Berlin said, "I am speaking with the utmost seriousness. It is young yet and, being young, it has faults,
but none that cannot be corrected. It will thrive because there is nothing artificial about it. The outstanding
characteristics of America's millions are expressed in this music. Its tremendous popularity is due to the fact that it
sounds a note to which Americans are responsive.
"Other countries recognize it as essentially American. Try as they may, they cannot enter into the spirit of it
with the zest found here. It is the music of the melting pot.
"It is true, that the words are often commercialized. Perhaps this is merely giving the public what it wants. I
have never tried to do anything with the words of my songs other than make them just plain conversation. It would be
ridiculous to use lyrics of that kind with classical music, but it would be equally incongruous to employ a stilted
literary style in writing words for jazz.
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"The jazz opera will be a natural development. I am studying the mechanics of music in the hope that some
day I may master them to such an extent that i can fulfill an ambition to write an operatic score in jazz. The ragtime
symphony will also be achieved, however remote it may seem at this time. The foremost singers will eventually
include popular selections in their concert programs. It will become impossible for them to ignore a class of music
that has a firm grip upon the millions they are seeking to entertain."
Jazz must no longer crack the ear-drums to win attention, according to Mr. Whiteman, who has been called
the "King of Syncopators."
"This music has earned distinctions other than being the loudest of all," he declared. "Its rhythm has an
appeal that is irresistible, even when played softly. At times my orchestra throttles down to where it is scarcely
audible, but the syncopated swing is there. The pioneer's had to shake the chandeliers with their volume, but the
music can be moderated and thus dignified.
"There is considerably more to the syncopation of today than is commonly understood. It has reached a
stage where symphonic touches are necessary. The orchestration is vastly different from what it was. It contains
many of those elements found in classical scores. It is far from a hit-or-miss effort.
"The progress made in this field in the past few years is conclusive evidence that the future of jazz is
assured. The fact that a small orchestra playing popular music can outdraw by far a huge symphony organization
clearly shows the verdict of the American people.
Undeveloped Possibilities
"Some day some wealthy patron of music may make possible research work that will perfect the musical
expression of America. The interest of the colleges and the critics must be enlisted in the effort.
"Popular music alone is definitely American. There are few noted American classical composers. If a
promising young composer is discovered by a wealthy devotee of music he is sent abroad. When he returns he is no
longer American, so far as his music is concerned. He is an exponent of the music of the nation in which he studied.
It has been left largely to jazz to tell the world about the music of America. I found that this view was generally
accepted abroad.
"It is also conceded in foreign countries that only Americans can really play syncopated music. Musicians
of other countries do not seem able to get into the swing of it. They fail to accomplish by training what we do by
nature. I had two excellent German musicians with my band while on my recent European trip. We needed them to
fill out our complement, but they didn't help much. If I told them to go fast they quickly lost the rest of us. If I left
them to themselves they feel behind. They simply couldn't get the hang of it.
Jazz More Than a Fad
Mr. Hasselmans thinks that undoubtedly some popular music is bad, but that this is also true of some
classical music. "When I speak of jazz," he said, "I mean that written by the masters of it, the men who are capable
of producing the rhythm that appeals even to foreigners at first hearing.
"When something bespeaks so definitely of the character of the people of a nation it cannot pass away. It
may wane at times, but it will come back with added strength."
All friends of jazz admit that it has an unpleasant and unfortunate name. They expect it to lose its infant
appellation and assume a more sober title somewhere along its progress toward establishment as a permanent form of
music.

FEBRUARY - MUSICAL DIGEST
FOR BETTER OR FOR WORSE - Jazz has Come to Stay and Paul Whiteman Tells What We Can Do
About It. - The Palais Royal. Three o'clock in afternoon. Like ice cream for breakfast, romance before lunch. The
gold and blue silk draperies billowed lifelessly from the ceiling. The red chairs, upside down, rose in toppling
columns. A man's arm moved round in slow circles as he polished the long, gilt-framed mirrors.
Across the slippery parquet dance floor, the business of the day was going on. A tall, heavy figure waved a
baton with precise, quiet, little gestures. The orchestra spread out in a disorderly mass before him. The men blew and
fingered their instruments. From the music stands the smoke of temporarily abandoned cigarettes wove blue designs
in the cold air.
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The occasion sounded a casual note. But one sensed historic over-tones. Paul Whiteman was rehearsing his
Palais Royal Orchestra for what he termed the first recital of typically American music." Listening to the orchestra as
it filled the room with melodies and rhythms "typically American" we recalled the conversation with Mr. Whiteman
earlier in the day.
"For better or for worse, jazz is with us to stay," he said. "Have you ever considered the millions of dollars
yearly expended in sheet music and records of popular music. Have you ever wondered why each man in my
orchestra makes from $650,00 to $300.00 a week all the year round while the best men in a big symphony orchestra
are lucky if they earn $200 a week for six months of the year? Jazz, or at least, what is commonly termed jazz, had
become part of our national fabric and as such, cannot be ignored. Rather than allow it to be a force for evil, we must
take it and turn its undeniable energy in a useful direction.
"We hear so much talk of American music. I ask, what is it? To me, the only logical national music is that
which we hear on our phonographs daily. And I do not call it jazz. Jazz, in my opinion, is the old five piece 'jazz
band'-clarinet, cornet, trombone, and drums-containing, please notice, not saxophone, although that has become the
typical instrument associated with jazz today. My orchestra, consisting of three saxophones, two trumpets, two
trombones, two pianos, celesta, strings, horn, tuba, and drums, represents the combination of instruments for which
real American music is scored. The small orchestra is the logical medium of our national music. For it the so-called
jazz harmonization and rhythms are admirably adapted. For instance, I consider my arrangement of say, the Hindoo
Chant, more typically American, than Yes, We Have No Bananas. The latter, musically, is the Hallelujah from the
Messiah, and its appeal is purely a comedy one. whereas the former has an original harmonization which can be
termed American.
"To some people these arrangements are anathema. What-Jazz Chopin, Puccini, Rimsky! But to me, they
seem to serve two admirable purposes. The first, educational: the second, creative. Whereas formerly people bought
popular records only to dance to, now they buy them to listen to. And when you have won an audience for Avalon,
you have won it for Tosca. Furthermore, since I started to orchestrate for the dance orchestra, thousands of other
orchestras are making their own 'arrangements.' This means that thousands of young men of today are writing
original music, stimulated by arranging other men's music. They have no training or traditions to hamper or color
their work. Uninfluenced by any school, they work out their ideas, compose in the spirit of the times, and are
developing a real American school of music.
"It is time we recognized these composers. For some years, Europe who ignored our music in the classic
tradition, has been questioning and searching out our jazz. It is the basis of some of the best work of Milhaud and
Stravinsky. America must learn that her Cinderella has come up into the world; she must accept with her brain and
mouth what her emotions have always recognized."
Across the room, Paul Whiteman was saying: "You're dead, boys. A little pep!"
Blare of brass and pulsating rhythm filled the gold and blue room with restless sound. The national spirit
was nothing if not vigorous. No wonder it had burst the confines of the dance hall into the concert auditorium. D. J.

FEBRUARY - CADENZA
WHAT JAZZ HAS DONE TO THE FRETTED INSTRUMENTS by Myron V. Freese. (For a time it may
have drowned out yet not wholly "silenced" their voices, but it certainly has not "killed" the instruments as some
people seem to think and contrary to the expressed opinions of some newspaper writers. In the new cycle of modern
popular music a subdued and more refined form of jazz music is giving the public an opportunity of again hearing
the banjo, mandolin and guitar - instruments which ever have been loved by the American people and have held a
firm place in their hearts.
As The Cadenza is devoted to exploiting the interests of all modern stringed instruments, it becomes
incumbent upon its editor to note and controvert a few (most likely unconsciously written) fallacies which were
embodied in an article appearing in the magazine section of a recent issue of the Boston Sunday Herald. The article
appeared under a bold-type caption of Melodious Instruments Of Old "Killed" By Jazz, with a sub-caption of
Guitar, Harp, Mandolin and Banjo Silenced by the Din of Syncopation. In passing, why "din" of syncopation?
Syncopation is not necessarily noise. As we understand the word it has to do wholly with music rhythm or beat, and
nothing at all with volume of sound. Perhaps the caption phrase may have been used as a figure of speech to attract
the attention of the readers, yet even so it would seem to be a "figure" somewhat loosely figured.
Why Pick On The Harp?
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As it stands, however, the article in question probably furnished interesting Sunday reading for those whose
aim on that day seems to be mostly one of trying to kill time between breakfast and bedtime with the Sunday sheets,
regardless of verity in details, and this particular writing, although apparently without such intention, is broadly
fallacious on many points and grossly misleading in many instances. For example, the Herald scribe asks:
"In how many drawing-rooms nowadays do young ladies play the harp, even though they have arms as
beautiful as those of a Greek goddess?"
In the name of Venus and Aphrodite! does this writer measure music only by physical charms, and is not
that question based upon pure fallacy? We always had thought (possibly erroneously so) that it was an innate desire
for music coupled with love for the harp which led to its playing, rather than to a display of lovely arms - perhaps
bared for the occasion? No, we do not know as to the number of drawing-rooms in which this instrument is played by
Greek-goddess-armed young ladies, as such functions are not included in the editorial regime, but we do know that
there are women harpists (young and also not so young) who are playing important roles in many of the great
symphonic and other orchestras as an essential part of the ensemble, not to display pulchritude in arms. We also
know, as evidently the Herald writer does not, of recent all-harp concert recitals with from 80 to 100 of these
beautiful instruments in ensemble, and with the majority of the harpists ladies. Does this indicate the silencing of the
harp? Strange as it may seem, such great firms as Lyon & Healy of Chicago and the Oliver Ditson Company of
Boston still carry not a few harps in stock.
Then An Unkind Blow To The Harmonica
Again, Missouri-like, the scribe asks to be shown "the boy who goes to school with a harmonica in his
pocket and who understands the mysteries of 'double tonguing,' etc." He then draws upon his imagination and tells
the reader that (along with Jew's harp) harmonicas have now-"Gone. The present generation knows them not. They are one with the lute, the bassett and the clavichord.
You may find a few dusty and rusted specimens in some pawnshop.....but seemingly realizing to the full that they
belong to another day and to a dead generation."
If all that is not fallaciously misleading in the fact of facts, what is it? True, that the bassett-horn and
clavichord are gone, and by right they should be in the light of now utterly useless instruments, but the lute is still
here in a modern form that is better adapted to present needs.
It also is true that at the moment we might not be able to "show" him any particular boy who carries an
harmonica around in his pocket (although we know of such), but we could tell him of a group-picture recently
reproduced by one of the prominent New York trade journals, and in this picture there are shown some two hundred
laughing, happy-faced boys playing harmonicas, which in all probability they do carry around with them in their
pockets. We also could call his attention to an article of some length in a recent issue of the New York Evening Mail
relative to what that journal termed "the harmonica craze," and in which was included the statement that
"Everybody's playing one." To quote briefly from the Mail article:" When we think of harmonicas these days, we
think of them in connection with 'contests,' 'finals,' and 'championships.' Last spring New York City had its own
harmonica 'tourney,' which is being repeated in Minneapolis, St. Paul, Duluth, Chicago, Columbus and other cities,
under the auspices of the city recreation boards. Seriously, at the present writing there are more than forty-five
professional harmonica players on the vaudeville circuits, some of whom are receiving as high as $450 a week.
In the face of the preceding as fact, can the harmonica be placed in the list of "killed" or pawnshop
wounded? The Herald writer evidently does not know that Hohner & Co. of New York City have so modernized the
harmonica by the "Hohner chromatic" that the instrument is now playable in any key; nor does he seem cognizant of
the fact that since this firm organized and conducted demonstrations and contests, results have demonstrated that the
harmonica is more popular than ever and not an instrument that is now obsolete.
Why Blame The Banjo On Africa?
With so much as a sort of musico-patriotism in support of some of the "melodious instruments of old," let
us now note a few fallacies regarding the instruments in which THE CADENZA is most interested. Reverting to the
sub-caption, in which the banjo, mandolin and guitar are supposed to have been "Silenced by the Din of
Syncopation," when writing upon some specific subject for a great Sunday paper, is it not better that a writer should
be more thoroughly posted and deal with facts rather than fallacies? As an illustration of how little this particular
writer was posted on one of the fretted instruments, he asks:
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"What has become of the African banjo on which everybody used at one time to pick and strum the familiar
negro melodies?"
The old popular error embodied in that question is almost too trite and stale to be noticed, but - African
banjo! shades of the Dear Departed! where does Joe Sweeney fit in as the now universally conceded originator of the
great American instrument? And when, please, did "everybody pick and strum" on what for many years was not
widely regarded as an instrument but as a "thing?" As to this instrument having been "Silenced by the Din of
Syncopation," simmered down to picks and pegs the banjo is one of the best syncopators of the whole syncopating
bunch that hardly would be silenced by the din of its own doing. It is more than probable that the Vega Company of
Boston, The Bacon Banjo Company of Groton, William l. Lange of New York City, and other big manufacturers,
could furnish reliable sales statistics which would prove that the banjo has not yet received its quietus.
It moreover is quite evident that the writer of the Sunday article has not read in a February issue of The
Music Trades about a big "Banjo Week" held in the Metropolis at the sales-rooms of H. & A. Selmer, Inc., at which
some of the world's greatest un-silenced banjo exponents were present throughout the week and played the
"silenced" (?) instrument - Harry Reser, who is conceded to be the greatest recording banjoist in the world; D.
Romero, with Mal Hallett's orchestra at the Roseland Gardens; Ralph Dexter, soloist with Lou Gold's orchestra at the
wigwam Club; Floyd Campbell, with Paul Van Loan's Cinderella Orchestra; Michael Pingitore, soloist with Paul
Whiteman's famous orchestra, and Wm. D. Bowen, masterly exponent of the standard five-string banjo.
Neither could the writer in the Herald have read a very significant article in a recent issue of the
Philadelphia Public Ledger by R. Ellmore Challiss, an authority on and player of the banjo, who was called upon by
that paper to write the article because of the present "tremendous revival of the banjo in all its forms," Dr. Challiss
writes in part:
"When I say that the banjo is now the most popular musical instrument in the United States I am not talking
at random, for at the present time there are about 4,000,000 of them in use in this country, and I very much doubt if
there is anything like that number of other single instruments. It is not generally known, but there are almost as many
etudes and technical studies written for the banjo as for the violin or piano. The instruction books and methods of
course teach all keys. The amount of literature for the instrument is surprisingly large, the solo pieces being
numbered by the many hundreds. The modern development of the instrument has been such that there are now many
arrangements of the classic compositions for the banjo, while many publishers of orchestra music are adding banjo
parts."
The Mandolin
Regarding the mandolin, the Herald writer asks this question:
"How many mandolins - the highly ornamented pot-bellied kind - are in use now, as compared with the
thousands that once formed the musical equipment of the up-to-date boy and girl?"
Such a question is not only fallacious, but foolish, for there is no comparison as to numbers, the "thousands"
then having increased to perhaps many tens of thousands now. Moreover, the same number of "up-to-date boys and
girls" are now serious-minded young men and women. These, equipped, today with more costly mandolins than of
old, regard them seriously as instruments of music and not as a passing musical fad, a turn of mind or trend of
thought which means more and not less mandolins made and played. It is said that Gibson, Inc., makers of highgrade fretted instruments, are selling more fine mandolins today than ever before, many of these rivaling the
handiwork of old Stradivarius/
Where, say twenty years ago, the mandolin soloists who scintillated (virtuosi, in truth) might almost have
been counted on the fingers of one hand, today there are hundreds of solo mandolinists who can give a most brilliant
musical accounting of themselves and of their instruments - either "pot-bellied" or flat-backed. Does this mean that
the mandolin has been relegated to the ash-heap because of the "din of syncopation!" Hardly!
Nor is it only as solo instrument that the mandolin has refused to be "silenced," for today there is scarcely a
city or sizable town in the United States that has not its mandolin organizations (professional or amateur or both),
while a most pronounced revival of plectrum interest is strongly, apparent among the strictly amateur. It is fact and
not fallacy that there now are more regularly organized mandolin orchestras in this country, with new ones being
organized almost over night, than those to whom only the jazz side of the music equation is perceptible are perhaps
aware.
Neither are these organizations like the earlier so-called "clubs" with their single-voiced mandolin sections
which represented the musical ambitions of the "up-to-date boy and girl." Rather are they legitimate and effective
ensembles with four-voiced mandolin choirs of first and second mandolins, mandolas and mando-cellos and mando-
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basses, reinforced by the guitars and banjos, and equipped with expensive and splendidly constructed instruments
manipulated by educated and musically artistic players. And the peak is not yet reached.
No! Far from being "killed" by the modern jazz orchestras (none of which is considered rhythmically
complete without its banjo, tenor-banjo, mandolin-banjo or other variant), the recent strong impetus noticeable in the
present organizing of more and more mandolin orchestras possibly might be traced to some of the very things which
the writer in the Sunday Herald accuses of melodic murder. Furthermore, there are scores of "string acts" now being
professionally demonstrated in vaudeville, as against a possible two, three or four of a few years ago, nor are these
specializing on jazz. We hope that none will misconstrue this writing into a tirade against jazz, for the writer
unblushingly admits to a sort of liking for that kind of music in some of its less maniacal forms, The intention simply
is to refute a few fallacious statements which might mislead many readers when sent broadcast by a widely read
Sunday paper.
Mandolins Break Into The Dance Orchestra
And what about the fretted instruments and dancing? It is somewhat painfully apparent that the Herald
writer is not posted as to the extent in which the mandolin family with the banjo and its variants are being exploited
by the leading dance orchestras in the country - the big and popularly prominent ones. Some of these and their fretted
instrumentations are:
Isham Jones, College Inn, Chicago: mandolin, mandola, mandolin-banjo and tenor-banjo.
Thies and Riechman, Oriole Terrace, Detroit: tenor-banjo and a complete fretted string section.
Oriole Orchestra, Edgewater Beach Hotel, Chicago: mandola, guitar and mandolin-banjo, tenor- banjo
Benson Quartet, Chicago: mandolin, mandocello, guitar and mandolin-banjo
Arnold Johnson, Trianon Dance pavilion, Chicago: guitar, tenor-banjo
Clyde Doerr, Congress Hotel, Chicago: tenor-banjo, mandola, mandolin, mando-cello.
Gene Rodemich, Statler St. Louis: tenor-banjo, guitar, and complete fretted string section.
Lou Gold, Wigwam Club, New York City: tenor-banjo, mandolin, mandola, mando-bass, guitar and banjo.
Vincent Lopez, New York City and Buffalo: tenor-banjo, mandolin, mandola and guitar.
California Ramblers, New York City: complete fretted instrumentation.
Austin j. Wylie, Golden Pheasant, Cleveland: mandolin, mandola, mando-cello, mando-bass and tenorbanjo
Bob Miller, Idlewild Orchestra, Memphis, Tennessee:: mandolin, mandola and tenor-banjo
Whiteman's Collegians, St. Louis: tenor-banjo, mandolin, mandola, mando-cellos and guitar.
Goldkette's Graystone Orchestra (Official WWJ Broadcasting orchestra) Detroit: tenor-banjo and
complete mandolin string section.
Frank Westphal, Rainbow Gardens, Chicago; Emerson Gill, Bamboo Gardens, Cleveland; House of David
Symphonic Jazz Orchestra, Benton Harbor, Michigan (also in vaudeville); Dick's Dixie Orchestra, St. Louis;
Erickson Orchestra, St. Paul; Fisher's Exposition Orchestra, Miami, Florida - all using banjos, with in many instances
other fretted instruments. The Gilbert Rolfe Group on the Keith Circuit is also said to be using ten of the fretted
family.
The Banjo A Recognized Orchestral Instrument
Of course, this article does not pretend to include mention of the thousands of dance orchestras, as well as
theater, concert and vaudeville (stage and even pit) orchestras using tenor-banjo, or the older five-string banjo and
its more modern orchestral variant, the "plectrum banjo." The banjo is too well established as an orchestral necessity
to need defense.
Fretted Instruments On The Records
The editor has recently heard several beautiful dance records which noticeably feature the modern mandolin
and guitar families, one in particular giving a wonderful demonstration of the tonal beauty of the mandola. Several
were particularly fascinating because of the fine guitar playing, the guitar being used instead of the tenor-banjo and
supplying both melody and rhythm.
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There are also in the catalogues of phonograph records several excellent mandolin, banjo and guitar solos.
Particularly gratifying are the guitar solos we have heard. These solos, of course, are produced to appeal to the lovers
of popular music and are played with a pick, full harmony style.
Some of the mandolin solos would meet favor with the most severe critics, as they examplify the highest
type of violin music, produced by an artist on the mandolin, as well as numbers written especially for mandolin by
great composers.
As a whole , the Herald writer's article deprecates the passing of instruments which have not passed and
advocates the bringing back of what has not departed - a well-intentioned mental attitude, yet none the less a verbal
paradox. Facts are indisputable things, and facts show that instead of having been "killed" or "silenced" the fretted
instruments are sounding more melodiously alive than ever before, also to a greater and better purpose.
If a newspaper writer on any subject would have his writing stand as authority, he first should thoroughly
post himself upon all the various phases of his subject and then be careful to draw a sharp line of demarcation
between fact and fallacy. The banjo, mandolin and guitar "Silenced by the Din of Syncopation?" Forsooth! The
article would be funny, if it were not so - fallacious?
"Listen In" and You'll Hear the Banjo, Mandolin and Guitar
One factor which is fairly sure as testing the living or dead status in popularity of certain forms of music,
musical instruments or performances, one which our writer friend of the Herald seems either to have overlooked or
forgotten, is the radio; and what makes it a good factor is that when the listeners-in hear something that is particularly
liked they have the pleasant habit of immediately using the telephone or telegraph to notify the sending station of that
liking and to ask for a repetition at an early future date - the only radio encore possible.
It is superfluous to say that these t. and t. encores (sometimes TNT in their spontaneous outburst) go a long
way towards forming future programs, and even a cursory glance at the broadcaster programs of only a year back
will prove the exceeding popularity of the fretted instruments (solo and ensemble) with radio fans everywhere by
their 'return of dates." We could cite names and dates of banjo radio-phoning in singles (solo), doubles (duets) and
quadruples (quartet), one of the most recent of the latter form being the Hillman String Quartet (three banjos and
guitar) broadcasted from Station KFAF of the Denver Post, Denver, Colorado.
As a notable instance of solo banjo playing over the radio, Mr. Frederick j. Bacon (president of the Bacon
Banjo Company, Inc., and a veteran banjo soloist with a name second to none) created a furore with his banjo
broadcasting only as short a time ago as last October from Station WJZ at Aeolian Hall in New York City. Delighted
fans, as well as others who probably never before had heard a banjo played, worked the telephone and telegraph over
time during the recital, expressing theirs appreciation and calling for more. This was followed during the next few
days by an avalanche of congratulatory letters requesting a speedy repetition, which has been given. That surely is
one banjo which has not been "silenced."
It was the same with Mr. Arthur P. Melchert of Seattle, Washington, who delighted an invisible audience of
unknown numbers with an evening mandolin and Hawaiian guitar recital, broadcasted from Station KFJC of the
Seattle Post-Intelligencer Jazz? The mandolin program included such numbers as "Song to the Evening Star" from
":Tannhauser" (Wagner); "Gloria," from Mozart's "Twelfth Mass"; "Nachtstuke," Nocturne No. 4 (Schumann), and
"La Paloma" (Yradier). The Hawaiian numbers were typical and melodious.
Mandolin Ensembles the Most Popular Radio Entertainment
It can be said without stretching the truth that the most popular radio instrumental ensembles are the
mandolin orchestras. Space does not permit enumerating by name the many hundreds of these which are constantly
broadcasting and repeating dates, but they range from the Great Northwest to the extreme South; from the pacific
coast to the Atlantic seaboard, and include all the great cities of the Middle West, is not this still further conclusive
and indubitable proof that the Herald has erred, and that "Jazz" has not "Killed" the mandolin, banjo and guitar,
neither have they been "Silenced by the Din of Syncopation?"

FEBRUARY 7, MUSICAL COURIER
JAZZ OR- Vincent Lopez, who is doing his bit at the next meeting of the League of Composers to clarify
the situation, objects to the term "jazz." Being on the inside, he feels more strongly on the subject than most of us.
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He has been in contact with real jazz and he understands what has taken place in the course of its development. He
insists that, jazz being dead, the name ought also be dead, or, at least, ought not to be hung on to what he calls
Modern Music, or Modern Popular Music.
This is a point for discussion-and we must say at the outset that we agree with Mr. Lopez, that the use of the
word "jazz" leads to a lot of mis-conception and misunderstanding, and that the progress of American music would
be more rapid, that it would more readily gain universal acceptance and respect, and would take its proper place
especially with the mass of our people, were the term by which it is to be called not suggestive of an unpleasant
phase in our history from which we have happily escaped.
Jazz presents to the mind disorder. It is suggestive of things unpleasant, of atavistic learnings of which we
are all properly ashamed, of borrowings from savages, of near-orgies that have quite properly been combated by
those who have care of the young and the morals of youth. The word has evil associations, and the Musical Courier
will not attempt to deny that fact although it has from the start striven to encourage the development of this new color
in music, and to make people understand that the music was never to blame for whatever may have been its
associations.
And, unfortunately, these associations remain in memory. The disorder of jazz is a thing of the past. This
modern American music has become a scientific thing, developed by highly skilled musicians. The antics of
uncultured Negroes and their no less uncultured white imitators; the endless, senseless improvisations; the "ad lib"
playing-these things have given place to a contrapuntal, colorful music, often humorous, indeed, but never vulgar,
never suggestive of improprieties, and always interesting.
Is it jazz? Mr. Lopez says it is not, that it is no more akin to jazz than the dignified airs of Handel-like
Lascia ch'io Pianga in Rinaldo-are akin to the lewd oriental dances that came to Europe from the East in the sixteenth
century and were known as Sarabande. Perhaps he is right, and certainly he is correct in saying that the use of the
word jazz does harm. It does do harm. It will take a long time to bring about forgetfulness of the original meaning of
the word and its associations, and it would be far better to find a new word to take its place.
But the term Mr. Lopez suggests-"modern music"-does not fill the bill-nor does "modern popular music."
For we must have something that defines the kind of modern popular music-"modern American popular music." But
it must also express the idea of color which belongs to jazz-"modern American popular color music."
No! It won't do. It is neither short enough nor expressive enough. We must either hold to jazz or find a new
word for it-and that is a problem that will be difficult of solution, for words are not made but grow out of some
unconscious demand just as jazz has done.
Would it not better, Mr. Lopez, to keep jazz until it dies a natural death, as Sarabande has died a natural
death, and to put all our energy into education of the public to receive and accept its new meaning? That education
should not be difficult. With such players and arrangers as are now making and playing jazz scores and jazz talking
machine records, it is surely only a matter of a limited time before this beautiful ......conscious demand just as jazz
has done.
In other words, let us not waste energy on a quibble about terms, but center our forces on the education of
the public to understand what a splendid thing is being offered it-not something for which we must have contempt, as
some people had for the early jazz, unable to perceive its possibilities, but something for which everyone must hold
the highest esteem for its vivid color and its no less vivid Americanism.

FEBRUARY 7 - MUSICAL COURIER
JAZZ OR "MODERN POPULAR MUSIC" TO BE HEARD AND DISCUSSED AT COMPOSERS'
LEAGUE LECTURE - The claim of what is commonly and perhaps confusingly known as "jazz" to the more
ambitious title of "modern popular music" will be discussed at the League of Composers' lecture-recital in the
Anderson Galleries, Sunday afternoon, February 10. Vincent Lopez will lead his orchestra, deliver a talk, and also
appear as a pianist on a program that includes as speakers Prof. Edward Burlingame Hill, of Harvard University, and
Gilbert Seldes, critic and former editor of the Dial.
Professor Hill, who is a composer and also head of Harvard's music department, and, incidentally, is the
grandson of the president of that august seat of learning, has entitled his speech Some Considerations on Jazz.
Among other works he has to his credit a Jazz Scherzo, for piano and orchestra and a fox trot for two pianos. He is
also an authority on modern music in other than its popular phases, being considered one of the most informed and
illuminating critics of the young French and Russian schools.
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Mr. Lopez, who does not believe in the term "jazz," will center his talk on what he prefers to call "modern
music." He also entertains certain musical-color theories, probably the result of an early interest and education in
painting and music, when as a child, he was sent to the Passionist Fathers with the idea of training for the priesthood.
It is his idea today that modern dance music can take its place besides what is generally accepted on concert
programs, without detriment to either.
To illustrate his talk, Mr. Lopez will lead his orchestra in the following program: Carmen (Vincent Lopez
arrangement), I Love You, Nola, Covered Wagon Days, H. M. S Pinafore (Vincent Lopez arrangement), My Sweetie
Went Away, and Mamma Loves Papa.
Mr. Seldes will offer his views under the modest designation of The Innocent Bystander. he is one of the
best qualified bystanders to deliver opinions on this subject, having listened to and written about popular music for
the last ten years, ever since he began his journalistic activities as music critic of a Philadelphia paper. He is the
author of three or four chapters on jazz and musical comedy in his new book, The Seven Lively Arts.
The magazine, published by the League of Composers, will make its first appearance early this week. It
includes the following articles; Italy Today, by Guido Gattie; The Legend of the Six, by Emile Vuillermoz; Race and
Modernity, by Adolph Weissman, and The New Spirit in English Music, by Edwin Evans; also five portraits of
contemporary composers, by Pablo Picasso.

FEBRUARY 14 - MUSICAL COURIER
AN AFTERNOON OF JAZZ - Jazz is at last recognized as worthy of admission into the best of society. It
has received the stamp of approval of the highbrow League of Composers and need no longer dwell in outer
darkness. This happy event was consummated when Vincent Lopez of jazz fame, Professor Edward Burlingame Hill
of Harvard University, and Gilbert Seldes, critic, formerly editor of the Dial, met together on one stage and discussed
the matter.
Or, rather, did they discuss the matter? Lopez played some splendid jazz, and created delight as well as
astonishment - delight for those already familiar with his art, astonishment for those who were introduced to it upon
this occasion for the firs time- and he also made a short address defending the idiom. Professor Hill and Mr. Seldes
spoke on the general subject of jazz, but treated it, unfortunately, in a purely humorous vein, with the natural result
that the "discussion from the floor,," which was scheduled to follow the program, scarcely amounted to a discussion,
since those who permitted themselves to speak were answered facetiously and the actual problem of the relationship
of jazz to serious American music was not touched upon.
A good deal, it is true, was said about the possibility of such association, but nothing definite, serious nor
convincing. The most convincing part of the whole afternoon was the music made by Lopez and his orchestra, and
the possibilities are open to those who have ears to hear. For, whatever else jazz may be, it is certainly full of color and it was just this subject of color that was left out of the discussion. There was a great deal of talk of rhythm and
syncopation, and the opinion was freely and repeatedly expressed that syncopation and the saxophones were the soul
of jazz.
The fact is, however, that there is a great deal of jazz in which there is scarcely any syncopation. Where, for
instance, is the syncopation in the piano solo (accompanied by the orchestra) played by Lopez on this occasion? Yet
it is jazz. Why is it jazz? That is exactly the question which should have been gone into at this meeting - for it we do
not know what jazz is, what makes it jazz, what element would destroy it if withdrawn, then, certainly, we cannot
hazard a guess as to its utility in serious music. Is it not so?
If jazz consists of "split" time (i.e., fox-trot time), a bass drum note on every beat, a banjo to mark the
rhythm with additional force, and saxophones, then, obviously, it could never be of use in serious musical thought. If,
however, jazz consists only of the color of the orchestra, the special treatment of saxophones and trumpets,
irrespective of the rhythm, then it might very well be developed into serious music. For serious music expresses
depth of feeling, and must necessarily be to some extent rhythmically free - at least, so one would think - and it is just
this point that should have been the subject of discussion.
If jazz is merely good-humored nonsense, then why discuss it at all? No musical idiom ever amounted to
anything if it expressed only fun. That is the exact difference between the great musical monuments of the masters
and the popular dance tunes of Strauss, Waldteufel, Offenbach, Sullivan, Herbert and Berlin. But there is good
reason to suppose that jazz, although it had its birth in the most popular of popular music, and although the tunes
which it accompanied were of the most nauseating triviality, is not inherently wedded to these elements but is, in

- 491 -

fact, nothing more or less than a particular orchestra color and treatment, used in conjunction with peculiar altered
chords, a simultaneous use of minor and major modes (known as "blues").
The jazz orchestra is everywhere recognized as a jazz orchestra, and what it plays is called jazz. I do not
believe it would be called jazz if it were music in the classic mode. But I do believe that Americans would recognize
it as jazz even if it had varied rhythms and serious feeling, provided the orchestra were treated in a jazz manner
(which is too complex to be here described) and with the use of jazz harmonies. On the other hand, I do not believe
that a regular dance waltz can be jazzed, and I think this is one of the best proofs of the distinctive character of jazz
music which, in spite of the regular drum beat (probably not essential) has an amazing freedom of rhythm, which the
regularity of the waltz after-beats interferes with.
But is this true? I have no idea. I only wish it could have been discussed. But, naturally, when the audience
discovered that the discussion was intended to be a joke, those who might have gone into the technicalities were
shamed into silence.
Better luck next time! F. P.
JAZZ AT ITS WORST - Somebody recently sent us, unsolicited, an article in which the Origin and
Outcome of Good and Bad Music is settled in about 500 words. There were a few sentences worth quoting literally:
"Under good music one may consider all musical compositions such as: Operatic, Orchestral, Oratorio and sheet
music, providing they are in no way connected with jazz. I do not mean by jazz that music consisting of syncopated
time, for we must remember that the greater part of "Handel's Messiah" is written in such time, and surely there is a
no greater masterpiece then that. Jazz at its worst, is an unforgivable orgy of voice, a riot of discord, usually
perpetrated by players of scant musical training who believe that there random whoops, blaits, crasher and unearthly
tom toming is something akin to genius. It may often be associated with vial surroundings, filthy words,
unmentionable dancer, and horrible plays with which respectable Americans are so disgusted that they turn with
dismay at the mere mention of jazz."

FEBRUARY 17 - MUSICAL COURIER
NEGRO MUSIC VERSUS HELMHOLTZIAN HORRORS by H. P. Morgan-Browne - (The following
article is interesting as expressive of what we may assume is the British point of view, the author of it writing from
Liverpool. Particularly significant is the fact that our American jazz is called "Negro music." From what one reads, it
appears that many of the American jazz bands in Europe have Negro players. But is jazz Negro music? - The Editor.)
Whilst Helmholzian pedants are composing music often difficult to distinguish from any mere fortuitous
concomitance of notes, such as a large dog might produce by treading the keys of a piano-and while they are busy
showing us the weak points of all our musical instruments, especially of the violin (tonally perhaps the most beautiful
of all the instruments) and again whilst they are upholding their music mainly by the argument" "all new music was
though hideous at first, therefore all music thought hideous now will subsequently be thought beautiful," an argument
equivalent to all potatoes are vegetables therefore all vegetables are potatoe [while all this is going on in the music
world, a very different type of music seems in danger of being passed over entirely by musicians, exploited and
brutalized to please people who are physically impatient, and desire an excuse for jerking their limbs about. The
music of the jazz band proper, as shown on some American records, finds its main characteristic in pianissimo (not
the European pianissimo, e.g. mere lack of musical tone).
It makes use of rare and moving qualities of tones, hauntingly subtle. The drum takes on the timbre of
rustling leaves, wind-blown; the saxophone etheralizes the Heimweh of the Negro slave soul, and the tantalizing
feints of syncopation fascinate the most refined musicians? And with what cunning are the tonal discoveries
distributed? How badly do the moderns, super-moderns, need to learn from this Negro music, not to abuse fine
touches by ostentatious repetition? Three or four puzzling and alluring tonal revelations will appear to vanish, it
seems, only too soon; one listens in agony of anticipation for their recurrence, but it is not to be. Like the few, but
sudden gracious moments of delicately nurtured beautiful women, they are never repeated. They remain a tantalizing
memory, heightening consciousness, to the point of melancholy fragrant frenzy.
When one considers the clumsy insistence of our moderns who repeat again and again their most humble
and thread-bare inventions, one is amazed at the low place assigned to Negro music, so replete with invention, so full
of that humble simplicity which is supposed to hail from the inmost shrine of aesthetics-"But the world cries again
"Release unto us Barabbas, away with humble melody, give us scientific dissonance, appeal to our intellect (soidisant)!"
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FEBRUARY 21 - MUSICAL COURIER
THE VICTOR HERBERT SUITE of four serenades which that composer wrote for the Paul Whiteman
concert, is a delightful series of pieces, full of melody, color, and rhythmic variety. The orchestration revealed what a
master is able to accomplish with the jazz complement of instruments. George Gershwin's Rhapsody in Blue, for
piano and jazz band, was another piece d'occasion, as the French call it aptly. The work is a distinct novelty in
content and manner, and inane sense is the first important actual step in bridging over the chasm between jazz and
the highest forms of music-making. The Gershwin composition, piquant, propulsive, and compelling, reminded us
somewhat in style and treatment of Paderewski's Polish Fantasia, but of course it lacks the conciseness and
craftsmanship of that opus. Gershwin overstates his case. He needs an experienced musical counselor and condenser.
But the young man is full of talent and promise. In revised form, his Rhapsody should be heard at one or more of our
local symphony concerts. Which conductor will be the first to dare it?

FEBRUARY 21 - MUSICAL COURIER
"AN EXPERIMENT IN MUSIC" - That is what Paul Whiteman called the afternoon which he and his
orchestra gave Tuesday of last week (February 12) at Aeolian Hall. Paul Whiteman-in case there should be one
Musical Courier reader who does not know-is the best known leader of the best known jazz orchestra in existence.
There was an elaborate Japanese screen set built up on the Aeolian Hall stage, with some special lighting, and
Aeolian Hall looked much more cheerful than ever before. Lights were out during the music, but we did not take
advantage of the darkness to go to sleep, as we should have at a less interesting concert.
It began with five extraordinary players performing The Livery Stable Blues, with the aid of various
instruments, a bowler hat and a large tin can. This illustrated what jazz was ten years ago. Then Mr. Whiteman and
his Palais Royal Orchestra proved what a change has come over the face of Melusina and Terpsichore in a decade.
The elements of this change consist principally of saxophones, banjo, extremely clever orchestrations, and a general
access of musical good manners. They played Mama Love Papa? all dressed up so you'd hardly know it and then
undressed it, so that it sounded worse than in its natural state.
Soon an industrious young wind blower named Ross Gorman played an instrumental comedy called So This
Is Venice. He varied the dear old Carnival of Venice tune on no less than eight or nine instruments. If there had been
time he would have played still more, because he ranges all the way from the topmost notes of a C clarinet down
through to the bass end of a Heckelphone. Difference of embouchure between, say, oboe and bass clarinet means no
more in his life than smoking a cigarette.
After this, Zez Confrey, who wrote Kitten on the Keys and an instruction book on how to play jazz on the
piano, which has sold 150,000 copies, walked in and kittened on the keys with and without orchestra, to the great joy
of all present.
After intermission Paul Whiteman brought in a half-dozen extra fiddles, a pair of horns, a celesta player and
things like that, and the result was a real orchestra, an orchestra of remarkable power and sonority and a tone color
quite its own. first it played some "semi-symphonic" arrangements of familiar tunes by Irving Berlin, who may be
described without exasperation as the Bach, Haydn, Mozart and Beethoven of jazz-all the old masters in one. Then
came one of the things that the whole program had been working up to, an original suite of four serenades by Victor
Herbert, specially written and scored for the occasion. It proved that neither Victor's creative genius nor his
orchestrating hand have lost their cunning. Each one had a typical color-Spanish, Chinese, Cuban (a fascinating
range, the best of the lot - and Oriental. Next came three "adaptations of standard selections to dance rhythm." The
middle one of the three was MacDowell's Wild Rose, orchestrated by Donald Clark, who was also the remarkable
first saxophonist of the band. Nothing would have delighted the late Edward MacDowell more than to be able to hear
this. There was an exquisite section scored for high strings and saxophones in their high registers, the tone quality of
which was so beautiful as to bring tears to the eyes.
And then came something that decided once and for all the tremendous success of Paul Whiteman's
"Experiment in Music." It was George Gershwin's Rhapsody in Blue for piano and orchestra. A lot of us got a
genuine thrill at being present at the birth of a really new idea in music. It is jazz-but it is serious jazz. Some of it is
funny; and when it is funny, it is a lot funnier than, for instance, the fun in Richard Strauss' Til Eulenspiegel. On the
other hand George has found for his middle section an emotional, moving tune on which Tschaikowsky would have
built a whole symphonic movement had it occurred to him as, from its style, it well might have. The orchestral
introduction is something quite unique in music, the first entrance of the piano managed with utmost cleverness. And
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the thing is unbelievably American. Willem Mengelberg heard it twice (went especially to a rehearsal before the
concert) and he is said to have remarked that Gershwin had succeeded in doing what Stravinsky was trying to do.
There is no such truth in that remark that he ought to have made it if he didn't. Yes, this rhapsody is something
different, as the ads say. It's a bit loose-jointed in spots, a bit long over all for the material, but it's a composition that
starts something new-perhaps a new school. Rhythmically it is extraordinary. And let's not forget who made the
orchestration. It was Ferdie Grofe. He was confronted by an absolutely new task for which there was not the slightest
precedent, and solved it in such a way you felt it couldn't be done otherwise. That combination which first gives out
the strong middle theme of the Rhapsody (low saxes and fiddles on the G string, supported by soft brass) once heard,
will never be forgotten. Paul Whiteman said it choked him up so the first time he heard it, he nearly had to put down
the baton-and there's nothing easier to believe than that.
The experiment is over (though the concert's going to be repeated on March 7). It was a great success. The
daily press critics, young and old, almost to a man, greeted it with utmost enthusiasm. (Do you blame them, after
their years of old banalities and new furtilities?)And what did it prove? Well, it proved several things, some of them
brand new, some of them already more or less known- among the latter, that there are more things to be gotten out of
wind and brass than are dreamed of in any symphonic score. What do you think of a portamento on a clarinet? It
took Ross Gorman five days to find a reed he could do it with. What do you think of a trombone that sings through a
megaphone with a perfectly legitimate tone, full of vibrato (not tremolo), and sounds more like a magnificent
baritone voice than anything else, an entirely new tone color for any orchestra-only "any" orchestra doesn't have a
trombonist that can produce it.
It also proved that, in further development, for other than dancing purposes, jazz must learn to get away
from the eternal two rhythm, which gets monotonous in concert after a while; but it also provided, in Gershwin's
Rhapsody, that this can be done. It proved that such a concert can move an audience that packed the hall to wild
expressions of delight. We saw for instance, Ernest Bloch, most earnest of musicians, smiling widely and beating his
hands with delight. He is, Paul Whiteman tells us, going to write a piece specially for this orchestra; so is John Alden
Carpenter.
And most of all, it proved that there is something new under the sun in music, which we had all begun to
doubt, notwithstanding Le Sacre du Printemps. There is a new tone color-several of them-produced by a new kind of
orchestra, one made up of a score of men, mostly virtuosos extraordinary (a trumpeter who makes E flat above high
C with entire surety, for instance); and it proved that America is at last getting to the point where it can produce
something which-be it good or bad- is at least original, without foreign earmarks of any sort. I'm not sure George
Gershwin has not started something that is going to make young Russia, young Italy and young Britain look, to their
laurels. The others don't count today, anyway. H. O. O.

FEBRUARY 21 - MUSICAL COURIER
JAZZ AND SYNCOPATED MUSIC - What is jazz music? Has the public the same conception of jazz
music as the musician, or is there a definite kind of music that is classified as jazz, and indisputably acknowledged as
such? Or is modern music different from jazz music, or is jazz music only one of the many kinds of modern music?
These questions are psychological from a personal conception stimulated by different view-points of
writers, especially by those speaking, of late, through the Musical Courier. These paradoxical articles always cause
me to think of an essay that I wrote more than two years ago (while in college), at which time everyone had
something to say or write concerning jazz music. This essay is sincere in its attempt to draw a line between jazz and
syncopated music for the pleasure and retaliation of an ambitious high-school and college group of young men.
A Vindication of Syncopated Music
The word "jazz" was first associated with music. Now it is applied to almost everything, including people.
Articles abusing jazz can be found in almost every magazine and paper, so much so that this subject is no more a
novelty, but rather has become hackneyed, as well as annoying. While most of the writers who condemn jazz music
are well informed and intelligent upon the subject, the majority of the people who abhor this sort of music have a
false conception of it, because they will not take the time to learn the difference between jazz music and syncopated
music. many of us fight jazz music suggestively-because others fight. As a result of this condition, syncopated music
becomes the victim of the crusaders of jazz.
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But there is a distinct difference between jazz music and syncopated music, better known as ragtime music.
Jazz music is young in comparison with syncopated music, and syncopated music is as old as, or older than, our
negro melodies. This is proof that jazz and syncopated are not the same. Syncopated music is almost explained in its
name. In this kind of music the accent is shifted from a regular strong beat to a weak or unaccented beat making the
time seem ragged. But jazz music is syncopated music that has become demoralized by harsh and superfluous
embellishments. The more complex the embellishments and the greater the variety of brutish noises, the more perfect
the music approaches jazz as a limit. All sustained tones are repugnantly colored. All pauses and rests are substituted
for sharp and repulsive additions. Jazz music is saturated and concentrated to its ultimate capacity. When made by an
orchestra the inharmonious, simultaneous jazzing of the cornet, violin, trombone, saxophone, drums and xylophone
converges into a tuneless medley; not rhythm, only remains.
We know that color and music are closely analogous. That music reacts upon the ear as color reacts upon
the eye. That all musical chords are variations of three fundamental chords as all shades of color are derived from
three fundamental colors. A famous artist has worked out a theory that for every musical tone there is a
corresponding color, and that if certain combinations of tones are harmonious to the ear, the corresponding
combination of colors are harmonious to the eye. If this theory be true, how would jazz music appear if painted in its
corresponding colors? Such a heterogeneous mass of various colors would be novel, curious, and irresistibly
attractive. To the layman such a spectacle would be fascinating. To the artist such a spectacle would be horrible. So
has the effect of jazz music. To the layman it is attractive and almost irresistible. To the artist it is irritating and
vexatious, causing a very disagreeable sensation to be experienced. Reaction is inevitable.
Now that I have attempted to explain the particular difference between jazz music and syncopated music let
us turn our attention to syncopated music. Syncopated music cannot be justly condemned; it is an excellent phase of
high amusement; it relieves the fatigued mentality of an individual as well as stimulates the rhythmic instinct with an
airy and tuneful melody. Some technical musician may say that the rhythmic instinct can be thoroughly stimulated by
the classic sonatas of Handel and the dignified preludes of Bach. I most heartily agree that these classical
compositions cannot be excelled in rhythm, but their melodies and structure are thoughtful and meaningful, and will
not be appreciated by the lay auditor. What great musician would wish only for critical music? All of us foster and
approve syncopated music. We call for it instinctively as digressing from the stately hymns of Haydn and Mozart to
the syncopated Gospel Hymns of Billy Sunday, such as Since Jesus Came Into My Heart, and others. Many of our
negro melodies portray the fineness of syncopation. For example, Sometimes I Feel Like a Motherless Child, from
the Bandana Sketches by Clarence Cameron White. The songs, My Lady's Lips Am Lak de Honey, the words of
which were written by Paul Lawrence Dunbar, set to music by Will Marion Cook; Swing Along, words and music by
Mr. Cook, and many others, have syncopated musical settings, and are wholesome and good, most of them
possessing a worthy thought. The melodies of many popular syncopated songs of to-day are equally as good as those
of Mr. Cook, but their value is depreciated by the cheap sentiment expressed by the words of the songs.
Waste not your energy in fighting jazz music. It is becoming very unpopular even among its own advocates,
and will soon fade out. But see to it and command as much as is in your power, that syncopated music remain pure.
Let us revere and respect the negro melodies! They are as man, born from the dust of earth, but having a soul that
ascends higher and higher into the ethereal sky. - Gamewell Valentine.

FEBRUARY 21 - MUSICAL COURIER
JAZZ BAND by J. Benoist-Mechin - Translated from the French by Sam Putnam There have come to us
out of America, in addition to a new conception of life and the voices of two or three great poets, a number of things
which already will be found to have left a profound mark upon our European civilization. Among these are piecework in industry, cocktails, and the jazz band.
When I say that this last is a new art, I do not mean to imply that it is one lacking in traditions. Its traditions
are two in number. The one, clearly Anglo-Saxon, has arisen out of the rag-time tunes in the English cares. The
other, a popular, pastoral tradition, is of negro origin. It has sprung from the Creole melodies of Florida, the
Carolinas, and Hawaii, vibrant all of them with the scent of honey, the sound of guitars, and the shimmering of blue
butterflies, big as monkey-backs; and they are peopled, these songs, with luscious black babies, sentimental, smiling
and melancholy.
Nevertheless, this is, incontestably, a new art. The proof is in the audacity with which, at the very start, it
sweeps away all our impoverished harmonic and rhythmic innovations-in the liberty, in short, with which this art
lives in the fantasies and improvisations of individuals.
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It is a collective art, as well. Everyone contributes to it. it is the musical quality of its performers which
makes it what it is. In no other form of the musical art (except, perhaps at the beginning of the classical period, when
the performer was given the task of executing the bass notations or of composing, upon the moment, the cadences of
a concerto) has there been observable a similar difference between that which is written and that which is played.
The difference lies wholly in the fantasy of the trombone and saxophone, the fantasy of jazz, each instrument
yielding itself in turn to the most astonishing grace-notes, between the indications of the rhythm, which permits their
reunion the indications of the rhythm, which permits their reunion upon a common base. It is this, without doubt,
which offers such a seduction to musicians tired of playing everything; it gives their sensibilities less cause for
shuddering.
That which gives this art its characteristic aspect, however, is the jazz itself, that melange of noise and
rhythm, combing the bass drum, tambour, the cymbals, the wooden drum sticks, and sometimes even a whistle, held
in the mouth of a performer and completing an ensemble of extraordinary rhythmic precision; there is no means of
notating simultaneously all the effects of this domesticated cyclone.
The jazz band is free of all our formulas and does not give a fig for our audacities. Its melody, very clear
and incisive, turns most often on certain juxtaposed notes, constructed almost uniquely upon the basis of syncopation
and upon all the rhythmic artifices of musical accident. harmony, which practically does not exist, is replaced by a
dazzling counterpoint, in which each instrument is clearly individualized. The orchestration, reduced to the purest
tones, never contrives any transition, any nuance, any undertone. Clear and strong, in it is found all that dry vigor of
an age devoted to the rhythm of the machine. It is impossible, in the presence of this music, to think of any of our
own great musicians. It sweeps away all our traditions in the outburst of its youth, in its release of rhythms.
Stravinsky, Auric, Milhaud, Poulenc, Satie, Hindemith have undergone its initial influences, and those influences are
discoverable, though in a hidden fashion, in works as different as Renard's Eumenides and The Creation of the
World.
The arrival of jazz in Europe is an event in the history of music. (So much the worse for those who, under
the pretext of insisting upon a disjunction of genres, refuse to take notice of it.) This music is the only one which is
frankly modern with no concessions to the past. It teaches us beauty in accents the most direct and naked; and in the
midst of its profusion, the most perfect order reigns. It has contributed to the enrichment of the rhythmic domain and
has helped to free us from our timidities. It blazes the way which the orchestra and the symphony of tomorrow must
follow.
But the latest jazz pieces I have heard have produced upon me an effect quite beyond that induced by the
intensity of rhythm which I have attempted to describe above. While preserving a great simplicity, an accent direct
and strong (which, in one case, conferred a resemblance to a recitative of Gluck), and exhibiting, as well, an absence
of all declamation, the essential character of these pieces was infinitely more poignant, more bitter, and more
dramatic. For the purely mechanical precision of great orchestral works, improvisation is substituted, and one hears
the moving stammers of a race, seeking a personal mode of expression-the Negroes. The persecutions which the
latter still daily undergo have given them a sadness, a nostalgia, and a feeling of religious exile which approaches the
Semitic sentiment.
The orchestra and the chant, in which nothing remains of our traditional syntax, weave, one against the
other, their monotonous and savage plaints. All the transitions from one note to another, being made by quartertones, with rhythmic breaks of an unheard of subtlety (a subtlety which our system of notation declines to recognize),
give the impression more than ever of being glued to the movement of the musical thought itself. (How we, one the
other hand, masque sounds, as if that which we call music were only something in the place of true music.)
A woman, who is nothing but akin and bones, sings in a metallic voice, crude and frayed; in the very
moments of tenderness or joy, she seems filled with sobs or with an irrepressible panic. she begins again and, for
interminable hours, keeps up, like one drunk, her singular melopoeia; she leaps from a giant spring board (the refrain
being here merely a composing element) and then dances, hysterically, till she drops from exhaustion.
Soon, the guitars begin to scratch in cadence, vociferating brokenly, lamenting now, now swooning; soon,
the trumpet bellows gently, or the piano, on its side, frees itself as far as the eye can reach in cadenced arabesques,
dazzling, rich and ornamental, representing the purest form of divertisement.
One is led then to think upon the fragility of all things. One asks one's self whether the musical temperament
has not been invented (like the divisions of thought and the categories of the spirit) by a sort of terror in the presence
of the panic appeal if thought and the senses-those senses which, nude and pure, reside, indistinctly, somewhere well
beyond the commodities of conversation.
In the heart of American cities, an African and millennial lyricism, made up the most remote and primitive
elements, is mounting to the surface. All our travail in the arts comes back to this point of departure, and one
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perceives the old unclean crust cracking everywhere. And one should not be astonished, upon awaking some
morning, to discover Tartar or Mongol hordes camped under the Arc de Triumph or upon the Place de la Concorde,
while along the Seine rises a thread of smoke from scattered fires and the odor of roast mutton, mingled with that of
Asiatic ponies.

FEBRUARY 23 - MUSICAL AMERICA
EVA GAUTHIER SILENCES HISSING OF JAZZ SONGS IN MILWAUKEE RECITAL - (Feb. 13)Some hissing was heard when VA Gauthier started to sing ragtime melodies in a recital at the Pabst Theater on Feb.
10. The singer promptly admonished the audience, exclaiming "That is not right!" and at this rebuke the hissing
ceased as suddenly as it had begun. In fact, the ragtime numbers got the best applause of any of the groups presented
by Miss Gauthier.
The audience during these songs presented an interesting study. Young men were seen to applaud the jazzy
rhythms feverishly, while older women looked on in bewildered horror and some appeared particularly shocked
when Miss Gauthier sang "Do It Again," which appeared to express to some of the auditors a sentiment too
emphatically modern. Apparently opinions were divided, some favoring the old concert standards, and others
applauding the singing of ragtime with noisy gusto. The remainder of the program was supplied by the Gordon
quartet, composed.....etc.

FEBRUARY 23 - MUSICAL AMERICA
CAPACITY HOUSE FERVENTLY APPLAUDS AS JAZZ INVADES REALM OF SERIOUS MUSIC Everybody was there. Obviously it would have taken more than a mere snowstorm to keep the army of curious and
faithful souls away from Paul Whiteman and his Palais Royal Orchestra's "first recital of typical American music" (to
use the leader's own words), on the afternoon of Lincoln's Birthday at Aeolian Hall. The program and an elaborate
program-book described the event as "an experiment in modern music," and to judge by the thunders of applause
which met the brilliant efforts of the bandsmen and their master, the experiment can be counted a complete success
in the popular sense. Quiet Aeolian Hall was all dressed up for the occasion. Across the back of the stage, and partly
obscuring the rows of organ pipes, stretched a large screen, stippled in gold and conceived in the most advanced
Longacre Square manner; while on either side toward the front, pasteboard pillars from the same exotic atelier
shielded lanterns which threw beams of soft red and green lights upon the players, an upright piano brazenly flaunted
its "innards," and horizontal members of the same family added the sheen of their polished surfaces to the ensemble.
At the back reposed a whole armory of traps, tubes, celesta, drums, tam-tam, timpani, and smaller articles of refined
noise. In this curiously furnished laboratory the experiment was held, while a breathless audience which crowded the
hall to its walls applauded each and every development with unconcealed joy. Mr. Whiteman's plan was in a manner
of speaking historical. It began with an example of jazz as it was in its wild, bad days. This was the "Livery Stable
Blues." A group of uninhibited young men armed with sundry instruments went through a number of contortions,
made saxophones and trombones sob and shriek, told unmentionable secrets in accents of acid vehemence. It was
exciting, and very stupid. Followed a demonstration of jazz in a more sophisticated stage, the number showing the
thematic relationship between the "Banana" ditty and Handel's "Hallelujah" chorus. There is not sufficient space to
trace the whole course of this unique program. It is hardly necessary to state that it exploited all the famous devices
of jazz in triumphal fashion. All the subtle forms of syncopation, all the tricks of portamento, all the rare and often
ravishing timbres which are the peculiar contribution of jazz to instrumental art, were set forth with that smoothness,
spontaneity and abounding virtuosity that have made the name of Whiteman and his orchestra famous on two
continents. Before going on to the original contributions on the program, one may mention a semi-symphonic
presentation of three tunes by Irving Berlin and of some standard pieces, among them MacDowell's "To a Wild
Rose." A warmly applauded contributor to the program was the popular composer, Zez Confrey, who played a few of
his own rhythmic conceptions and gave an amusing reminiscence of a player-piano grinding out its dismal message
in an ice cream parlor. Two Original Contributions Two composers wrote scores especially for the occasion-Victor
Herbert, who contributed four brief and characteristic "Serenades," and George Gershwin, well-known in the field of
musical comedy, whose offering was an original "Rhapsody in Blue" for piano and jazz orchestra. The Herbert
pieces are richly melodious and are scored with that uncanny art for which this composer is celebrated. They are
entitled, respectively, "Spanish," "Chinese," "Cuban" and "Oriental." Played with superb finish and elan, they were
uproariously applauded, and Mr. Herbert, who was seated in a box, was obliged to bow several times before quiet
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could be restored. Mr. Gershwin's work is along different lines. It purports to be a serious and quasi-symphonic
treatment of ragtime themes, an application of the jazz idiom to the principles of musical art. Mr. Gershwin is partly
successful in this novel and ambitious task. His thematic material has a certain vitality, a verve and an occasional
freshness which show its creator to be possessed of a genuine latent talent. But he has essayed, one fears, what is a
well-nigh impossible undertaking. Even supposing that his technical equipment were equal to the developing in a
true and genuine fashion of thematic material, which means the ability to extract the last drop of significance from a
musical subject, it is more than questionable whether jazz-themes are susceptible of such treatment. He has
undoubtedly an unusual rhythmic sense, and the orchestration of this score had moments of high originality, humor,
and brilliance; but his wings are scarcely sturdy enough for such extended flights. Five years or so of serious study
and absorption of genuine music might possibly transform Mr. Gershwin into a significant American musical
temperament. At present, his work is only interesting for the flashes of promise that at intervals illuminate it.
Intrinsically, this Rhapsody is unimportant. Mr. Gershwin played the solo piano part with that peculiar and dazzling
technical skill which seems to be inborn in certain celebrities of Tin Pan Alley. He was given a tremendous ovation.
One should not neglect to mention the astonishing performances of Ross Gorman, who in a symphony orchestra
would be called the concertmaster. This young virtuoso does things with reed instruments of every size, shape and
color which are positively breathtaking. The concert proved, if it proved anything, that jazz is definitely out of the
jungle stage; that it can make, and has made, a signally important contribution to the art of scoring for small
ensembles; that it is easy and even fascinating to listen to-in homeopathic doses; that its attraction resides in qualities
almost exclusively external. For there is nothing noble, moving or diginified about this particular form of music. It is
simply immensely clever, effervescent, and for the moment stimulating. Back of it all, so far as the present writer is
able to discern, lies nothing of significance, nothing eloquent and fine, nothing that nourishes the imagination. In a
sense this concert was a disappointment, for it showed that, even technically jazz is a feebler growth than some of us
had believed. Its much-touted counterpoint falls to shreds alongside the pages of a genius - a Bach, a Strauss, a
Stravinsky. Whether it is "American," is a matter of opinion. Certainly it represents very faithfully the tiny segment
of America which lies between forty-second and fiftieth Streets Broadway. Yet that is not precisely the whole of
America, or its better part.
The great popular success of this concert has, it was announced, impelled Mr. Whiteman to repeat his
experiment on the afternoon of March 7th. B.R.

FEBRUARY - SHEET MUSIC REVIEW
POPULAR MUSIC RECITAL (PAUL WHITEMAN TO CONDUCT UNIQUE EXPERIMENT AT
AEOLIAN HALL) Following closely on the heels of the recent rendition of popular numbers at Aeolian Hall, New
York, by the well-known concert artist, Miss Eva Gauthier, as reported in the December issue of this magazine,
comes the recent announcement of a unique recital to be held by Paul Whiteman, the famous orchestra leader, at the
same hall on February 12th. This event in music will be known as the First-Recital of American Music, and it is
attracting wide-spread interest throughout the musical world, due to its possible effect upon the trend of American
music.
Mr. Whiteman has for years been a leader in advancing the cause of popular music and in the introduction
of symphonic effect in his orchestra, as against the old "jazz band" type of playing, popular not very many years ago.
He is deeply imbued with the belief in the genuine musical merit of many of the popular numbers-now in vogue,
when properly arranged and played, and it is his intention in holding the recital to give the music lovers of New York
a real insight into present-day popular or "jazz" music.
In addition to playing a number of popular songs, Mr. Whiteman and his orchestra will render several light
classical compositions to dance time. He will also demonstrate the difference between the five-piece "jazz band" of
the past, and the modern ten or twelve-piece orchestra, which permits the symphonic effect. Included in his program
will be the number "Whispering," which he will first have a five-piece jazz combination play with the same
arrangement as that originally furnished by the publishers when this song was popular several years ago, and then
have his regular combination play it with his own arrangement. This novel idea will give the audience a clear
illustration of the difference between strictly "jazz" playing, and the higher type of playing to-day popular among
orchestra leaders. In discussing his plans with a Sheet Music News representative, Mr. Whiteman said:

Plans Considered Several Years Ago
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"Three or four years ago I was requested by a number of my admirers to give a concert of popular music,
but until now I considered it unwise to make the attempt because I did not feel confident that my organization had
become sufficiently well known to be taken seriously by those people who are giving their time and effort to arouse
in the present generation and in those to come a deeper appreciation of really good music.
"It would have been a simple matter to have given a concert three years ago. Any organization similar to
mine-and there are thousands of them now-might give a concert, provide it would be a profitable thing for them to
do. However my object is not to aggrandize myself or my associates, nor to increase my income.
Purely Educational
"My recital is to be purely educational. I intend to point out, with the assistance of my orchestra, the
tremendous strides which have been made in our popular music from the day of the discordant 'jazz' which sprang
into existence about ten years ago, from nowhere in particular, to the really melodious music of to-day, which-for no
good reason-is still called 'jazz.' I am convinced that most people who ridicule the present so-called 'jazz' and who
refuse to condone it or listen to it seriously are quarreling with the name 'jazz' and not with what it represents.
Neither my protest nor the combined protests of all musicians will change the name. 'Jazz' it is-and 'jazz' it will
remain.
"In quick succession I shall deal with the various types of popular music. They are: 'Jazz' in its true form,
which is mostly sexual; comedy song numbers from the 'Banana School'; comedy instrumental selections (laughing,
crying, moaning examples); American standard selections, such as 'Pale Moon,' by Logan; 'To a Wild Rose,' by
McDowell, and what we are pleased to call production numbers from musical productions.
"In order to demonstrate the variety of tone color and the sonority it is possible to obtain with a small
number of men, I shall attempt some typical American popular numbers arranged with a heavy symphonic score and,
lastly, a few of the lighter classics arranged for our instrumentation." Included in Mr. Whiteman's program will be
four Serenades which Victor Herbert has written for him. This will be the first time these have been played. Zez
Confrey will also have a place on the program, and will play several of his own compositions. George Gershwin,
writer of an "American Rhapsody." will play this for the first time, and a number of Irving Berlin's songs will be used
in the recital.
A Definite Motive
Mr. Whiteman, in conducting this recital, has a definite motive in mind, namely, to show that in the socalled "jazz" music of to-day there are possibilities for the development of a new American school of music. He
further wants to demonstrate that there are not a few passages in some popular music that are as difficult to play as
any that the symphonic orchestras are called upon to render.
"If I am successful in breaking down only a small portion of the antagonism toward 'jazz,' which is so
prevalent among lovers of music, oratorio and symphony," said Mr. Whiteman, "I will feel amply repaid for my
efforts and so will my associates. If in addition we encourage creative musical talent in but one person, we shall be
happy.
"Since Americans understand American music, we should encourage our composers not only to maintain
our present standard, but to strive for bigger and better things. Eventually there will have been evolved a school
which will equal those of foreign origin or we will at least have provided a stepping stone which will make it very
simple for the masses to understand and therefore enjoy symphony and opera. That is the true purpose of our efforts.
"If after the concert those present decide that the music of to-day is worthless and harmful it is their duty to
stamp it down. If it is not, then it is the duty of everyone to assist in its development by suggestion and constructive
criticism."
Whiteman's Influence on Music
Mr. Whiteman has always been a leader in the movement in improving the trend of popular music and its
playing by orchestra. Going back ten years in popular music history, the orchestra leaders would never worry about
arrangements of any kind. Publishers would merely furnish a piano score and the remaining members of the various
combinations would follow his lead as best they could. It was Whiteman who took the lead in the preparing of
special arrangements. The effect was so good that orchestra leaders all over followed him. To-day orchestras are
made up of men who really understand music-genuine musicians. Even the smaller orchestras make their own
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arrangements in many cases. The result has naturally been a decided improvement in playing, and has of course
increased the respect in which popular music is held. The old-time, unskilled players and orchestra leaders are to-day
practically relics of the past.
Symphonic Effect
Mr. Whiteman has also been a prime mover in the development from the "jazz band" stage to the present
era of orchestra with symphonic qualities. When the five-piece jazz band was the "rage" it was always Whiteman's
ambition to get away from the limitations which such combinations offered for turning out real music. He knew that
it was impossible to create any thing but jazzy ragtime effect with five men. And so came into being the orchestras
composed of ten or twelve men.
But Mr. Whiteman's ambitions have not yet reached their limit. It is now his hope to add still further to the
number of musicians in his orchestras so as to obtain an even greater symphonic effect. It is his desire that dance
orchestras be somewhere around two-thirds the size of present symphony orchestras, in order that popular music may
be given all the advantages now enjoyed by numbers played by symphony orchestras.
"Jazz" Music in Europe
It may interest our readers to know that the influence of American "jazz" music has made itself felt upon
some well-known musicians abroad. When Mr. Whiteman was in Europe recently three leading figures in symphony
orchestras there asked him for information regarding American "jazz" music.
"That is the only distinctively American music that we can put our fingers on," they told him, "and it is the
kind of music that the public here is calling for."
The hold which this music has on Americans, and is gaining abroad, according to Mr. Whiteman, can largely be
attributed to the fact that it is typical and expressive of the present age.The entire music world will watch with
interest the development of Mr. Whiteman's novel experiment. With so internationally prominent a musician taking
an active lead in this movement there will undoubtedly be some important developments which may have a very farreaching influence on the future of American music.

FEBRUARY - ARTS AND DECORATION
THE NATIONAL MUSIC FALLACY - IS AMERICAN MUSIC TO REST ON A FOUNDATION OF
RAGTIME AND JAZZ - by Charles L. Buchanan. Possibly, the most peculiar and arresting phenomenon that the
heterogeneous art activities of this country have brought forth is the wide-spread idea, amounting almost to an
obsession, that American painting and music must create and express themselves exclusively through the medium of
an unmistakably national idiom. For some years now, with something of the exasperating inveteracy of the influenza
bacilli, sporadic attempts to prescribe a formula by means of which the American composer may achieve a distinct
national style have been imposed upon us by well meaning but fallacious theorists. No one, apparently, stops for a
moment to ask whether there is or is not any such thing as nationalism in art, and whether it is possible to impose any
formula upon the artist without running the risk of distracting and deflecting the genuine development of his talent.
Recently, that accomplished and unconventional singer, Eva Gauthier, was prevailed upon to place a number of
ragtime songs upon the program of her Aeolian Hall recital, and announcement is made that a concert devoted
entirely to jazz will be given at Aeolian Hall during the month of February.
I do not know exactly who it was that started the ball rolling, so to speak, but it may be remembered that
Mr. Hiram Kelly Moderwell, writing some years ago in the Seven Arts Magazine, advocated the utilization of the
ragtime song as a basis for the American music of the future. Mr. Moderwell, at that time, prescribed a list of ragtime
songs that would, in his opinion, be effective and eventful if sung in the concert hall; and predicted that the future
American symphony and sonata would be written in ragtime. Some months previous to the publication of Mr.
Moderwell's article, the present writer had written in the pages of the unfortunate and deserving Opera Magazine, a
fantastic, frankly sentimental, but quite sincere rhapsody on the merits and the pathos of the popular tune. Certain of
the more radical of our reviewers have added fuel to the fire during the last year or so; and, in short, it looks as
though we may eventually be brought face to face with the accomplishment of Mr. Moderwell's adumbration, and
find the American composer building his symphony upon the raucous exuberances of "Bananas," or "Alexander's
Ragtime Band."
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Now the curious and discrepant part of all this agitation for nationalism in American music, is the
incontrovertible fact that nationalism is an almost non-existent factor in music. I do not wish to sound didactic; but
there is the fact, and one simply cannot get away from it. We are confronted by one of the strangest situations of
which there is record in the entire history of art. The American artist-musician and painter both, for that matter-are
taken to task for not having achieved an unmistakable national expression. "You cannot tell an American composer's
'art' song from the 'art' song of any other country," says one of our critics. Well, let us take Tchaikovsky's world
famous song, "Nur wer die Sehnsucht Kennt," in my opinion one of the greatest songs ever written. No doubt the
intensity of the mood is partly Russian (although it is obvious that intensity of mood is not peculiar to any given
locality), but in so far as the music, as sheer sound goes, there is no earthly reason why this song might not have been
composed by Schumann or Brahms. And yet this does nor take away from the intrinsic greatness of this song. No one
rearing this song cares in the least about the matter of its nationality; the only thing that counts is the fact that it is a
great song. If a Russian can write one of the world's greatest songs in an idiom that is no more Russian than it is
German, why is the American composer denied an equal latitude in his choice of a medium for musical expression,
and restricted to the stultifying limitations of a vernacular? Or, in other words, why do we demand that the American
composer shall express himself through an indigenous musical speech, when we are perfectly willing to accept,
without question, the sophisticated and utterly cosmopolitan fabrication of Schoenberg, Ornstein, Scriabin or
Stravinsky?
In so far as anything may be demonstrated in so vague and intangible a matter as art, it would appear that
no great artistic utterance has ever been given to the world thorough the medium of a vernacular. I have said
elsewhere, and I repeat, that there is absolutely no trace of nationalism to be found in that kind of music that is, by
consensus of the best opinion, accepted as great music. I know of no single instance where a composition that is built
out of national material has attained a pre-eminent distinction. This statement may seem excessive at first blush, but
think it over before disputing it. Take any composer you please, and go over in your mind his salient
accomplishments. Ask yourself by what work is he best known; what work has brought him his fame and prestige. In
other words, take any one of the world's great pieces of music, and ask yourself whether, as sheer sound, this music is
indicative of any national origin whatsoever. Suppose you did not know that Beethoven and Wagner were German,
that Tchaikovsky was a Russian, that Chopin was a Pole, and then suppose you were told to detect their respective
nationalities from the opening bars of the Fifth Symphony, in the case of Beethoven, the "Tristan" Prelude in the case
of Wagner, the Adagio Lamentoso in the case of Tchaikovsky, the great C minor Etude, Opus 25, in the case of
Chopin. Do you think you could do this? Do you think you could place the nationality of Schoenberg, Ornstein,
Casella, Malipiero, Delius, Holst? The odds would be about fifty to one against you. And yet in the face of this
incontrovertible and demonstrable fact, we are told that the American composer must base his music upon Negro or
Indian themes, or upon ragtime and jazz.
"There is no such thing as map music," James Huneker once said; "there is only good music and bad
music." And of course you remember that whistler told an amazed and incredulous world that one might as well
speak of national mathematics as of national art. There is no getting around it. As art tends towards the expression of
the merely local and topical, it loses in quality and durability. A musical dialect, so to speak, such as we find in
Dvorak's "New World" Symphony, eight-tenths of Grieg, and many of Percy Grainger's adroit and delightful
appropriations, may charm us to the nth degree upon occasions, but the fact remains that never by any means can we
think of this sort of music as great music. There is something inherently infirm in the appeal of idiom, and where the
use of it becomes a mannerism, art stultifies itself. I have never understood, and I shall never be able to understand
how anyone can be so blind to the plain common sense facts of the history of art as to counsel any artists to restrict
themselves to a particular art formula. It would seem to me just as absurd for America to deny to her composers the
advantages accruing to them from the eventful harmonic experimentations of Stravinksy, Ravel and the rest of the
moderns, as it would be for the American Academy of medicine to bar the use of some newly discovered
prophylactic on the charge that it was of foreign origin. A contribution once made to the world language of music
can no more be ignored than we can ignore the alphabet. Just as the C major scale is no more the exclusive property
of Bach and Beethoven than it is to Strauss and Wagner, so the accumulated musical idioms and traditions of the past
will be drawn upon, with individual amplifications or modifications, as the case may be, by the American composer
of the future. Out of this material he will, no doubt, if he be worth his salt, shape an individual and progressive
utterance; but to prescribe that the American composer renounce the heritage of four hundred years of musical
development, and occupy himself exclusively with a crude and illiterate slanginess of musical utterance is disaster
breeding nonsense. Aclique of Russian composers tried this sort of thing some thirty or forty years ago; and of that
group only one survives today-Moussorgsky.
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The fundamental mistake made by the champion of nationalism in art is the mistake of forgetting or of
failing to appreciate the fact that art is the expression of an individual, not of a union. We prize the artist in
proportion as he brings a new and startlingly lovely beauty into the world. Hearing Chopin, Wagner, Tchaikovsky,
Debussy one does not say here is France, Russia, Poland, Germany; one is entranced by a miraculous blend of a
familiar loveliness with a new and magical something or other that is, after all, the essential part of the whole matter.
The quality of this kind of musical speech is as superior to the quality of a musical dialect as the prose of Pater is
superior to the succinct vernacular of a baseball reporter. The idea that music comes from a people is one of the most
monstrous misapprehensions in the entire history of art. Music-that is to say the great music of the world-is not a
collective speech; it is the God-given utterance of the unique genius; and it invariably tends to overlap national
boundary lines. True, it is just possible to advance one objection. It is plausible to contend that none but a
Frenchman could have conceived and executed the "Afternoon of a Faun," and that none but a Russian could have
conceived and executed the "Pathetic" Symphony. But that is not precisely the point. I am not concerned with the
state or attitude of mind back of the music, but with music as sheer sound; and from this angle, there is no existing
example of a great piece of music that bears unmistakable evidence of any national origin whatsoever.
Moussorgsky is credited with having said: "The people are the creators; we are only the arrangers." The
saying, whether authentic or not, is a self-evident perversion of the facts of the entire history of music. We hear much
careless talk of folks tunes; and it is to be presumed that those persons that are urging us to utilize ragtime and jazz
as a basis for a national music have this fallacious idea of "folk" in the back of their minds. As a matter of fact, there
is no such thing, strictly speaking, as folk music. We speak of folk music as though it were a sort of community
affair, created and indulged in en masse. This is patent nonsense. Just as the songs of Stephen Foster, such as
"Camptown Races" and "Sawanee River," which seem to be part of the common consciousness, were the work of
one man, so "folk" music is, in the last analysis, merely the anonymous remnants of the immemorial music of the
individual.
However parochial a composer may be in his beginnings, it is only in proportion to the degree with which
he grows to express himself eclectically and universally that he achieves greatness. Were this not so-and a moment's
reflection will show us that it is so-we should be compelled to place Tchaikovsky's blatant 1812 Overture higher than
his sixth Symphony. We should be compelled to place the Chopin mazurkas above the Etudes, Scherzi and Ballades.
We should be compelled to place the national rowdyisms of the early Verdi above those sterling and incomparable
achievements, "Aida," "Othello" and "Falstaff." We should be compelled to dismiss Cesar Franck (as Debussy, I
believe, very absurdly did) on the ground of his obvious predilections for the transcendent Richard Wagner. And, to
cap the climax, we should certainly rule "Tristan" out of court; for this score is the most sophisticated and
cosmopolitan score that its superlative creator ever penned. I could show you a passage in it that Chaminade might
have written.
In conclusion, it is necessary that I intrude a bit of autobiography, lest I be suspected of prejudice. I enjoy
ragtime and jazz as heartily as I enjoy a good laugh. In fact, I should be willing to wager my life that no one enjoys
every phase of music more than I do. I love the popular tone. Absurd as it may sound to some, I find more of the (to
me) essential spirit of England in "The Mikado," "The Geisha," or "Florodora" than in Elgar, Holst, Scott, or
Vaughan Williams. I honestly believe that the person that would turn up his nose at the popular tune would be
incapable of appreciating the exercebated pith and gist of the last act of "Tristan." I have preached catholicity of taste
all my life. But when a person tells us that ragtime and jazz are the only genuine American music, and that our future
symphonies and sonatas must be written in this idiom, it is going a bit too far. One might as well say that the
vernacular of Mr. George Cohan or Mr. Goldberg is the only genuine American language, and that our future poetry
and drama must be written in slang. It is a grotesque absurdity to think that the infinite complexity of human
emotion-and that is what the essential music of the world is an expression of-could be expressed through the
stutterings of a musical dialect.
There are a million phases of human emotion that could no more be expressed through the medium of
ragtime and jazz than a frank, energetic, objective point of view could be expressed through the medium of the whole
tone scale. If the present jazz mania is exalted into a fetish by our clever but somewhat half-baked intelligentia and
the professional modernist, there is no telling where we shall end up, and it is certain that the musical development of
this country will be incalculably handicapped. One may confidently predict that the great American composer of the
future, is one is vouchsafed, will not dissipate his strength in futile preoccupation with this, that or any other
prescribed form of musical expression, but will strive merely to develop that kind of precious synthesis which
combines an individual utilization of the best that the past has to give us, with the superadded flavor of the unique
personality.
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FEBRUARY - SHEET MUSIC NEWS
PAUL WHITEMAN'S EXPERIMENT - Elsewhere in this issue is an article telling of an experiment about
to be made by Paul Whiteman which may have a far-reaching influence on American music. Mr. Whiteman is to
conduct a novel recital at Aeolian Hall, New York, at which popular music will be featured. The famous orchestra
leader is actuated by a strong desire to bring popular music of the higher type to a point where it will be better
appreciated by the music--loving public. He feels that, when properly played or sung, it has real musical value. He
further believes that therein lies the embryo for a distinctive American school of music, which will reflect the ideas
and ideals of this country-and of the present age.
Due to Mr. Whiteman's prominence in the music world, and the general recognition accorded him as a
musician of real ability, his experiment is attracting nation-wide interest. Only a few months ago a similar experiment
was made By Miss Eva Gauthier, a prominent concert artist, who rendered a program of popular numbers at Aeolian
Hall. Her audience, comprised of the usual high type which attends music recitals, showed a warm appreciation of
her efforts, and the eminent composer and music critic, Deems Taylor, praised this interesting recital. All of which
argues well for the success of Mr. Whiteman's initial experiment.
There is no question but that the present day type of popular music, taken as a whole, and its rendition by
orchestras and singers, are vastly better than in years past. Popular music is consequently entitled to increased
respect, and is getting it. Certainly it has won the hearts of the public-and this include people of some culture, as well
as the masses. Therefore, it is to-day an important factor in the music world which no one can afford to overlook.
What the future holds for popular music will depend to some extent, at least, on the manner in which Mr.
Whiteman's recital is received.

FEBRUARY - THE FLUTIST
JAZZ-ITS ORIGIN, EFFECT, FUTURE by Haydn M. Mathews - The American Federation of Musicians,
of Michigan, held their State convention in Lansing on Jan. 23 and 24, and concluded the business with a banquet at
the Kerns Hotel. The banquet was very thoughtfully arranged by our local officers for 5:30 o'clock, in order that the
theatre men could attend and hear some of the speakers. The convention had gone on record to "Give the public what
it wants," and stated this opinion through the press, adding that they believed "The public wanted jazz with the
hammering and squawking noises left out," a sort of "we are merchants, not educators" policy. The Rev. Harvey
Waite, of the First Baptist Church of Owosso, Michigan, was the principal speaker of the evening, his introduction
following the general introduction of delegates. The Sattla-Logan orchestra and the excellent Glee Club of the Reo
Motor Company having put on their offerings during the banquet so that the theatre men could enjoy as much of the
fun as possible before going back to work.
Let me begin by saying that the Rev. Waite is a very capable musician, a preacher who does not carry a long
face and a sad countenance, but is a regular "he" man who can appreciate a good joke; he impresses one as being the
kind of fellow who possesses the courage of his convictions. he began his talk by "kidding" the members in the usual
style of the after-dinner speaker, funny stories, etc., but when he did get under way he sure did "light into" jazz. This
I considered an act of great moral courage, because he knew very well the opinions of the major part of his audience.
Among the remarks which some of the members considered the most offensive were his statements, "Jazz is the
curse of the age; it has made fools of mothers and grandmothers. Oh, God, if we could but rid the earth of this thing,
and get back to the beautiful melodies of the old masters, our young folks could regain their equilibrium within a
generation."
The courage of this man astounded me because he knew that he was addressing a crowd of hard-headed
professionals, with a large sprinkling of dance men-men to whom a job was a job and who would play anything so
long as they knew somebody would come around and "pay the pipers" later on.
Nothing else spurs me to write, or talk, like a good dinner and, believe me, the convention banquet was a
most elaborate one, and Rev. Waite's remarks had put me in a reminiscent mood. I began to think of jazz, its origin,
its effect, and of its future in the humble opinion of the writer the foundation of jazz was laid between twenty and
twenty-five years ago, for I distinctly remember when a small boy in England, Smokey Mokes, and American
ragtime cakewalk, we called it then The first examples of jazz were quite decent musically; many "rags" of real
musical merit were produced. They possessed a steady rhythm and a simple syncopation, were difficult to execute,
and were, above all, tuneful, which is the first requisite to good music.
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Nobody can possibly detest jazz more than I do, but I do not hesitate to say I consider the following
numbers as ragtime classics-the first two will possibly live forever. Black and White, Maple Leaf, Coronation,
Carbolic Acid, Persian Lamb, Lemons and Limes, Rubber Plant, and the Cannon Ball Rag. These numbers came
out, roughly speaking, between 1906 and 1909. The bridge tunes between the strictly instrumental "rags" and the
modern "dance-song" era, were Alexander's Ragtime Band and the Oceana Roll. Both of these songs were popular
from 1910 to 1912. Many musicians consider the former was the real forerunner of jazz, but I feel more like laying
that doubtful honor to the Oceana Roll, as this, I believe was the first popular song to introduce double syncopation.
With the nondescript flood of trash which followed, jazz sank its hideous talons deep into the heart of
America's youth. The "dance-song" gave the cheap, tin horn sports of the dance halls the opportunity to sing silly,
sentimental rot into the ears of their partners during the cheek-to cheek dances, and the songs our girls were forced to
listen to (under the guise of being the style), from now on, changed from the merely "fresh" to the sensual, and from
that to the positively lewd. We can all recall the abominable crop of double-meaning titled songs which came up at
this time. parents did not observe the sudden change from two-step to one-step and foxtrot and brothers, lacking the
chivalry of their fathers, would not defend their sisters against the advances of these Ballroom buzzards, because
they belonged to the grand order themselves, but some other fellow's sister was the object.
In 1915 it looked as if the situation was about to change for the better, when the beautiful Argentine Tango
was introduced. Some of the most delightful numbers I ever heard belong to this period. Remember Let Belle
Argentine, La Rhumba, and the Maurice Tango. But the graceful posing and intricate steps proved too much for the
now-thoroughly rattle-brained youth of the day, the Tango was thrust aside for the idiotic Bunny-Hug and the Turkey
Trot, the latter being the first fox-trot, I believe jazz reached its fullest development strictly speaking as jazz), in
1917-1921, for then it was that the shameless "Tickle Toe" steps and the cow bell reigned supreme, and the drummer
reigned supreme, and the drummer sat ensconced upon his throne more proudly than a king, behind a barricade of
weapons, ranging from slide whistles to frying pans. In Mozart's time the flute was the instrument of a gentleman and
the cowbell merely an agricultural adjunct, but the "goofs" of 1920 reversed the situation. The popular atrocities of
the day were The Jelly Roll Story Book Ball, Home Again Blues, Ja Da, The Vamp, Danccomania, etc. this was jazz
at its worth. Not even a tune, merely vamp, rhythm, and percussion of various kinds. Of course, some really worthwhile numbers appeared from time to time, example: Henry Klickman's delightful little number, "Underneath the
Star." In this article I am simply pointing out general developments. But a better day was dawning.
Several factors contributed to this better day, the first of which was probably money. Why write exquisite
little art works like De Koven's, O Promise Me, which brought its author $5, when a good jazz tune would bring as
many thousands? Some of the best talent in the land began to write in the fox-trot idiom - Rudolph Friml, Victor
Herbert, and others of equal fame threw their hats into the ring, and jazz took another step upward. Then symphony
men and other fine performers began to "get in" on the playing end. Paul Whiteman organized the first orchestra
which took the razz out of jazz and the American people all but crowned him king. He coined the phrase "symphonic
jazz." and it is a really worthy name for the music of the Whiteman orchestra is truly delightful. Benson, and other
great orchestras began to follow suite, and the taste of the American people was changed, all of which proves that it
is within the power of the musician to educate the people away from trash, simply by playing it so well that it really
sounds like music, and then refining it.
Another great factor in the change for the better was Sigmund Romberg. The writer used to hate this man
for his heartless and piratical plagarisms, but he is now convinced that we owe him a great debt. I cannot recall any
of his adaptations must now except the Blossom Time music which is built on the melodies of Franz Schubert, with
the Unfinished symphony as the theme, but it is wonderful. His other clever and tuneful adaptations of the old
masters have brought to the mass of the people a knowledge of real music and they have learned to love it. As a
musical gem cannot be marred, it is better for the people to get these gems in a popular form than to have them
remain forever unheard on dusty shelves. Compare the following list with that of 1920. These are the "hits" of today. Samson and Delilah, by Frank H. Grey, (this number is a treat to play); Covered Wagon, Love Tales
chansonnette (Friml), Neath Egyptian Skies, Electric Girl, Night in the Woods, Easy Melody, and So this is Venice.
The last four numbers have no syncopation, just straight eighths and quarters. The change is so great that it is hard to
believe. In fact, jazz has so refined itself that the old slam-bang jazz has practically disappeared. If one doubts this
statement all he has to do is go to any up-to-date dance floor and took over the drummer's outfit. Not one in a dozen
will have a cowbell attached, whereas a year or so ago they were used in sets of four. this is a healthy sign. Just as the
waltz was viewed with distrust in its day as a wrecker of morals, so has the fox-trot had to stand the acid of time.
Jazz is here to stay, I believe, and has at last assumed a form that is acceptable. For now at least, subtle and dainty
rhythm seems to be the order of the day.
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The writer has before him a very interesting statement from London answers, which proves the everlasting
sameness of human nature. The article states that the flappers of 1628 had the 1924 variety beat a mile. "Whence is
it," asks the reformer, William Prynne, "that our immodest, mannish and impudent viragoes, or audacious menwomen, do so unnaturally clip and cut their hair, wearing their forelocks as they style them in an odious and
shameless manner, as if they were really transformed, and transubstantiated into males by a stupendous
metamorphoses?" He had even harder names for the men who suffered their hair to grow long into what were called
"lovelocks" and declared that they would "rather have the Commonwealth disturbed than to have their hair
disordered." Prynne came in for a bit of shearing himself, for both his ears were cut off as a punishment for being so
vociferous a reformer. The above seems to indicate that if the "impudent viragoes" of that day were able to bring
forth our own sturdy ancestors we need not worry much about our jazz little flapper of yesterday, for as this
evolution of jazz shows, she had her little fling and is now again ready to settle down to the bigger business of life.
As for the future, I believe jazz will continually develop upon higher and higher planes until it will really
cease to be jazz, in the true sense of the word. (it is loose, refined right now in comparison with the 1921 period): the
future will simply see a new and better class of popular music than at present.

FEBRUARY - SHEET MUSIC NEWS
ORCHESTRA LEADERS DIFFER. Prominent Musicians Comment on "Jazzing" Classics. It is quite
evident from several interesting comments received from leading orchestra leaders that the practice of playing
classics in "jazz" or dance tempo is considered not only desirable by them, but also a force of distinct value in
uplifting the general public's appreciation of music. Opinions expressed by four of the country's best-known leadersresulting from the article on "Classics in 'Jazz Tempo'" published in the January Sheet Music News-finds three of
them heartily endorsing this idea, with only one taking the negative side. The "pros" include Paul Whiteman, Vincent
Lopez and Ernest Cutting, leader of "The James Boys," a Paul Whiteman aggregation playing in the musical show,
"Little Jesse James," while on the negative side is Ben Selvin, Vocalion record artist and leader of the combination
playing at the "Moulin Rouge," New York. Mr. Whiteman, in discussing this topic with a Sheet Music News
representative, said:
Music Lovers at First Objected
"At the time when I first began playing classics in dance tempo, the practice brought torrents of wrath upon
my head from music lovers all over. They condemned this in no uncertain terms as being highly blasphemous.
However, appreciating the possibilities which it offered for educating the public to a higher appreciation of music,
we persisted. Then we played the "Song of India," from Rimsky-Korsakoff with some misgivings, I'll confess. But it
went over well, and thousands of people, who would otherwise never have heard this classic, enjoyed it immensely.
Largely as a result it is still a big seller in sheet music and on the records.
"In consequence, thousands of persons are familiar with the piece, and if any of them should hear it as
played by Fritz Kreisler they will appreciate it and be able to say: 'How much better he plays it than Whiteman!
What a difference!
"There is no doubt that this playing of classics improves the public's taste. It would be impossible for the
average person, accustomed to nothing but jazz at its worst, to enjoy a classic, if the latter were suddenly thrust upon
him in its pure form. It would be just the same as if a well-meaning woman should seize a copy of a dime novel from
her son and insist that he read Balzac. The boy would not be capable of enjoying it. On the other hand, if the woman
gave him one of Conan Doyle's books, then a Dickens story of the more exciting kind, etc., she could gradually
awaken in him an appreciation of good literature. The appreciation of music can be brought about in a like manner.
" Vincent Lopez's views on this subject are very much in accord with those of Mr. Whiteman. He said:
"When we play classics in dance tempo, the arrangement of the original piece is not fundamentally changed.
Consequently, the public gets the benefit of the musical qualities of the pieces, and naturally their musical taste is
benefited.
His Audiences Enjoy It
"I am continually receiving letters and personal commendation from listeners, who state that they
thoroughly enjoy 'Excerpts From Carmen,' 'Tales of Hoffman,' 'Mikado,' 'Pinafore' and other like pieces arranged for
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dance purposes. Of course the orchestra leader must necessarily prepare his musical programs in accordance with the
place at which he is playing and the type of patrons to which it caters. For example, at a public dance hall such as
'Roseland,' New York, classics in dance time would not appeal at all. The people who frequent such places could not,
for the most part, appreciate classical music, whether played in its regular way or in dance tempo. "However, at the
Hotel Pennsylvania, where we have people of the better class-fathers, mothers, daughters, husbands and wivesclassics in dance tempo are highly appreciated." Ernest Cutting, in his comments, pointed out that in playing classic
in this way, care must be taken so as not to in any way detract from their musical value through radical changes of
arrangements. He said: "Regarding the adapting of the classics to dance music-there are many such works that lend
themselves admirably for this purpose and there is no doubt that the dancing public thoroughly enjoys a number of
this kind when it is judiciously placed to relieve the monotony of a long routine of popular music.
Jazz Tempo the Wrong Term
"I object to the term, 'jazz tempo,' for these adaptations. Only such melodies should be taken as can be
rendered without distortion and they should retain their original harmonies. In other words, merely set to dance
rhythm with figures added to suit the present-day instrumentation of dance orchestras.
"To merely take a classical melody and syncopate it means nothing. It robs the work of all its character. A
very fine example of exquisite adaptation may be found in Paul Whiteman's rendition of 'Orientale,' 'Song of India,'
'Volga Boatman,' etc.
"Classical numbers played this way are indeed a welcome relief in a dance program and in my opinion stir
the public to a greater appreciation of the finer music."
Considers It Blasphemous
Ben Selvin, in taking the opposing view on this subject, bases his argument on the thought that the public
prefers popular music for dancing purposes and that the playing of classics in jazz tempo is blasphemous. His views
follow:
"Referring to your recent article on 'Classic in Jazz Tempo.' the following will give you a definite idea of
exactly how I feel in the matter:
"It has been my experience that the folks who frequent cabarets, cafes and dance halls would prefer hearing
popular music of the day to the symphonic classics. Although I do not exactly feel that jazzing classics is
synonymous with profaning the masterpieces of the world's geniuses, I cannot help thinking that classical effusions
belong to the symphony orchestra, the concert, the recital stage, and the opera. Of course, one of the standard
classics suitably jazzed and effectively interpreted makes good music, but folks would much rather dance to
'Farewell Blues,' 'Stack o' Lee Blues,' or some such number.
"I feel that syncopated classics do not give the public a greater sense of appreciation of music. The works of
the old masters are beautiful enough just as they are written; it requires no modern man-handling to popularize what
is great and immoral. A modern moron that can not appreciate 'Tales of Hoffman' as written, surely would not be
inspired by the syncopated version.
"To summarize, I think that it is a sacrilege and little short of blasphemy to jazz up the classics. If orchestra
leaders want to elevate folks musically, let them play symphonic compositions exactly as they were conceived by
those who wrote them, but for the dance, 'Three O'clock in the Morning' and numbers of that character will do."
The two sides of this matter are well presented in the above interviews. No doubt further discussion will
ensue on this timely subject.

MARCH 1- COLLIERS
BANANAS ACROSS THE SEA by Constance Drexel - "Yes , we have no bananas!" has taken Europe by
storm. It may be passé in New York and Chicago, but it is the rage in every big city on the other side of the Atlantic.
Senseless, foolish ditty? But, having proved to be the main contribution of the United States to international relations
for several years past, it has more than passing interest. In fact, we are responsible for the dancing craze in Europe.
Everywhere are the American jazz band-Paul Whiteman's on the crest of the wave in London. "Mr. Gallagher and
Mr. Shean," "Chicago," and "Carolina" are hits of the season, but nothing to compare with the furor created by "Yes,
we have no bananas; we have no bananas to-day!" You see, the words are so simple, and banana being almost the
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same word in French, everybody understands. Paris always has had something of an American colony, but since the
war and prohibition new elements have been added and the more or less permanent American residents have
increased considerably. The low rate of exchange has had something to do with it, people being able to live the "gay
and giddy" life in Paris far cheaper than in New York, what with champagne flowing like ginger ale and hardly more
expensive. Only a glance at the smart hotels at the luncheon, tea, or dinner hours and a glimpse of the dancing places
in the wee small hours of the morning are necessary to distinguish the newcomers; young people, on their
honeymoon or settle in Paris for a while; others, young, or not so young, of both sexes, establishing a six months'
residence for a divorce. In fact, Paris is filled with American women, widows or divorcees or emancipated wives
looking for a good time, and many young American men have come and stayed because of the establishment of so
many American banking houses and other business firms. So this is the nucleus of the audience hailing: "Yes, we
have no bananas!" But it appeals to the foreigners as well. And foreigners in the smart dancing places in Paris consist
largely of South Americans and Spaniards. One sees also many of the attaches and younger secretaries of all the
embassies and legations in the French capital. In fact, it's the same crowd night after night for the dinner dances at
the Ritz and at Ciro's, from which one departs about midnight for Rector's Club (just opened by Harry Pilcer and
formerly known as the Acacias), the Club Danou, and the Perroquet. At every one of these places the first thing the
orchestra plays is: "Yes we have no bananas!" But that is not sufficient. They play it over and over again every half
hour or so, and with no other piece is there so much merriment or so much dancing. At the Club Danou, where exists
something akin to a cabaret, the most popular number is when the Tomson twins (two young men with a strong
Broadway accent who earlier in the evening dance with Edith Kelly Gould at the Alhambra) dash out in ridiculous
costumes, Russian jackets, hats and boots, with bananas in their hip pockets. They sing the song and bring down the
house. One couldn't even get away from the bananas crossing the ocean. These days the great transatlantic liners
have jazz bands (they had to follow the Leviathan), with dancing, everybody in evening dress and tables all around
just as at a dancing place on land. The French orchestra on board the Paris struck up "Yes, we have no bananas''
every night, and at the costume ball the prize went to a lady fixed up to represent that song, with ripe bananas as
trimmings and an umbrella hung with them. But the place where the song was most noticeable as America's
contribution to world affairs was at Geneva. In fact, that is where I first heard it. I remember most distinctly one
evening at the restaurant Des Esux Vives where it was quite the thing to give dinner parties. At one big table the
Arthur Sweetsers (he is assistant director of the Information Section of the League Secretariat) were giving a dinner
for Lord Robert Cecil. Hardly had we finished our coffee and liqueurs when the jazz orchestra struck up: "Yes, we
have no bananas." There must have been twenty nationalities among those who got up to dance to that tune,
everybody laughing and humming the words. Even Lord Robert Cecil, who does not dance, left the table to watch the
dancing, highly amused. We may be absent from the conference table, but we are present in the cabaret and the
dance hall.

MARCH 5, OUTLOOK
JAZZ - You can scarcely listen in on the radio, especially in the evening, without hearing jazz. This has
been called a Jazz Age, and the United States a Jazz Country.
In a book containing much excellent counsel and bearing the title "The challenge of Youth," Dr. Alfred E.
Stearns, Principal of Phillips Andover Academy, describes what many people would recognize as the jazz spirit and
attributes to it some of the moral perplexities of the times. That is from the heart of Protestant and Puritan New
England. From a source at the other extreme of Christendom comes a similar protest. Endorsing the position of the
Cardinal Archbishop of Quebec, the "Osservatore Romano," organ of the Vatican, according to a dispatch from
Rome, describes jazz as new industry of the feet, performed by the stimulus of distorted, panting notes of orchestras,
and then denounces this modern dance form as one of the causes of flagrant immorality.
If such excesses as these observers, both Protestant and Catholic, condemn belong to the jazz spirit, it
would seem to be as hopeless to intercede for the America of 1924 as it was for Abraham to intercede for Sodom.
And, as if that were not bad enough, musicians of good judgment and learning hold jazz responsible for
what they believe to be a degraded popular taste. In some periods when moral ties have seemed to be loosened there
has been a high standard of art; but, if we are to believe some of our judges, the art of this Jazz Country in this Jazz
Age is as hopeless as its morals.
And yet, probably while this is read, people who are both morally responsible and cultivated are sitting in
the quiet of their homes, with ear-pieces on their heads, listening to jazz and enjoying it. No one can persuade us that
these members of the radio audience are secretly indulging in vice or letting their taste become corrupted. On the
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contrary, these souls are finding in this jazz a refuge from the very pessimism and despondency that characterize its
critics.
However it may be defined, jazz is the product of a buoyant spirit. It is exuberant America expressing itself
in sound. It is the music that one must expect from a country that loves baseball and builds sky-scrapers. It is the folk
music of America.
All about us we are hearing voices predicting calamity. Europe, we are told, is sliding down to ruin; nations
hate one another with a new hatred; old ideals have vanished like a dream; and now America, once the hope of the
world, is mired in oily corruption.
Against this pessimism the spirit of America revolts. It refuses to believe these Jeremiahs. It will not, at
their bidding, let go all the joy of life. America is nothing if not hopeful. And America was never more hopeful than
it is now. And its spirit of hopefulness is infectious. For the most part the people who write and orate are not
expressing the real spirit of America to-day. Since that is so, this spirit has got to find some other means of
expressing itself, and it has found its way as the spirit of other countries has found a way-through music and the
dance. This is because, as Camille Bellaigue has said (in his "Musical Studies and Silhouettes"), "Music is the only
art in which the impersonal genius and the anonymous soul of the crowd participates." Jazz is America's way of
saying to the world that we are not going to the dogs. And America's message has gone to Europe. If jazz sounds
unwholesome in Europe, it is because it is not as honestly exuberant there as it is in America. Here at least people are
not in the mood for the romantic in music or for the purely sentimental. They want music of vigor and rhythmic life.
But, it is said, the origin of jazz is enough to condemn it. According to common belief among musicians,
jazz originated in the low dance-halls along the Mississippi. Some say that it is the Negro's reminiscence of his
African tom-toms. According to one story, it was an illiterate Negro in a dance-hall who coined the word; for when
he was asked, "What is that you are playing?" he replied, deprecatingly, "Oh, it's jes' jazz." Suppose we admit that
jazz may have had a very lowly origin indeed; that does not change the fact that to-day it is the National music of
America. It is the music the American crowds want. It is the music that American crowds whistle and sing. It is the
music that Americans of the crowd naturally create. It is the music which for the first time has seized hold of the
great mass of American young men as something more than a mere feminine or effeminate accomplishment. Even if
its origin is evil-and that we do not admit until it has been proved-jazz moves to-day in all circles of American life.
If its origin is questionable, it is not the first time that a musical form of universal appeal is reputed to have
come from the depths. W. Barclay Squire in his article on the waltz in Grove's "Dictionary of Music and Musicians"
says of the early dances to which the origin of the waltz is ascribed that "the indecency of the performance seems to
have been a characteristic feature." Even if this origin is denied, as he denies it, the waltz itself in 1785 was
forbidden in Austria-Hungary by an Imperial edict. And that those who think that the taste of to-day is degraded by
jazz include in classical music the waltzes of Schubert, Chopin and Brahms.
The fact is that all music is founded on the people. It is out of the material furnished by the people's
common songs and dances that the great musical monuments have been built. The trouble with music in America today is chiefly that those who are musically educated have been educated away from the music of the American
people. So-called musical America is really not American. It is composed of musical ideas imported from abroad. At
least the cultivated musicians in America have been a little too proud it mingle with the sweaty multitude until lately.
Not long ago, however, the League of Composers devoted an afternoon to a discussion of jazz. In the audience were
some of the most distinguished and cultivated musicians in New York. An address was made by Professor Edward
Burlingame Hill, of Harvard, one of the most gifted of American composers, who frankly acknowledged his liking
for jazz as a relief from the most serious aspects of the art. Mr. Gilbert Seldes, formerly managing editor of the very
highbrow "Dial," made remarks which were highly appreciative of jazz. And Vincent Lopez, the well-known jazz
conductor, not only read a paper, but with the help of his orchestra, gave to his audience certain samples of jazz for
them to discuss. A few days later Paul Whiteman and his orchestra gave a concert, mainly, if not wholly, of jazz at
Aeolian Hall to an audience which had bought out the seats four days n advance of the performance; and his concert
was treated seriously by New York musical critics.
So far we have given no definition of jazz. We have discussed it without defining it. If any of our readers
would like to venture a definition, we should be very glad to receive it.

MARCH 5, NATION
JAZZ AND "THE RHAPSODY IN BLUE" by Henrietta Straus. Mr. Paul Whiteman and his Palais Royal
Orchestra gave a concert recently in Aeolian Hall to show the development of jazz. The orchestra had been
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increased, for the occasion, from fourteen to twenty-two members, most of whom, it is interesting to note, like Mr.
Whiteman himself, were of legitimate symphonic experience. As for the concert, it was, according to their leader, "a
purely educational experiment." But he might have added that as an educational experiment it was revolutionary and
successful beyond the wildest dreams of educators. For the public is not usually moved to enthusiasm at the thought
of being educated; yet he could have sold out his house three times over to those who were willing to learn.
Moreover, music from an educational standpoint, is not entirely a democratizing force, for there will always be the
ultimate mental division of the "high-brow" from the "low-brow." Yet here one had the unique experience of being
shoved into a concert hall by a cabaret player from fourteenth Street, and of being shoved out again by some smug
musician from the studio, his smugness for once demoralized by the naked allurement of rhythms. As for the
auditorium itself, equality reigned from the back drop to the back row, from the stage, where frying pens,
saxophones, and "wah-wahs" hobnobbed with violins, clarinets, and grand pianos to the audience, where Broadway
rubbed shoulders fraternally with the classicists. And it may as well be admitted now that the day was to Broadway,
and the education to the classicist. For, to the former, there was probably nothing strange in the oriental decorations
of the stage, the exotic coloring of the music, the disheveled-looking instruments lying about in an informal,
detached way, the swaying bodies of the players as they beat time with their feet, and the nervous owner of the
leader, with his shimmying right leg. And above all, there was nothing unfamiliar in the spectacle of an American
boy playing with extraordinary ease an original composition of terrific rhythmical difficulty and of individual power
and beauty, and winning immediate recognition for his achievement. But to the musician trained in other schools
there was something very new and exciting and moving in this utter abandonment of all emotional reserve. And there
was also, perhaps, a secret and overwhelming realization that he had been caught napping, that a distinctive and welldeveloped art having obvious kinship with the world-thought of today had grown up unheeded, under his very ears
while he had been straining has auditory nerves to catch the echoes of sound three thousand miles away.
The question still remains, however, what is jazz? Mr. Whiteman himself confesses that he does not know,
that what we call jazz today is jazz in name only. he divides it into four phases. These are, if I remember rightly, the
six instrument noise of ten or twelve years ago attained mainly by kitchen utensils which he calls the "true jazz," the
"blues," or Negro element, usually slower in tempo, the adaptation of themes from the classics to dance rhythms, and
the "modern orchestra," and the evolution from instrumental improvisation to definite orchestral scoring. At his
concert he began with "The Livery Stable Blues," a piece of Hogarthian humor as legitimate and vivid in expression
as the more classical Till Eulenspiegel with his thumb ever to his nose. Then followed various comic strips, of which
the best were done by Zez Confrey at the piano. There were, also, of course, various kinds of modern "blues,"
besides a jazz fantasy on the "Volga Boat Song," symphonic arrangements of popular tunes including the, what is
now, historic "Alexander's Rag-time Band," "modern" orchestral arrangements of semi-classical melodies, like
MacDowell's "To a Wild Rose," four beautifully orchestrated serenades by Victor Herbert, a fair amount of trash,
George Gershwin's remarkable piano "Rhapsody in Blue," which the composer himself played with a "modern"
orchestral accompaniment, and a purely symphonic number now no longer, thank Heaven, played in the concert
halls, Elgar's "Pomp and circumstance."
It was, on the whole, a curious orgy of unrestrained laughter and tears, in which East and West met and
merged with strange, half-caste results. There were, for instance, sustained, drawn-out Slavic effects in melodic
passages of pure, Anglo-Saxon bathos. Perverted brasses and winds depicted, in subtle and intoxicating colors,
humor of the slap-stick variety. Aprodisiacal rhythms alternated with those of the ordinary dance. And in "The
Rhapsody in Blue," which takes its title from the Negro phase of jazz, one heard a dialogue between American slang
and expressions as elemental as the soil. This work was indeed an extraordinary concoction gathered together during
the month preceding its performance. It began with a braying, impudent, laughing cadenza on clarinet and ended
with its initial motive, a broad and passionate theme worthy of a Tchaikovsky. In between were orchestral interludes
as fantastic and barbaric as any of a Rimsky-Korsakoff or Stravinsky, and piano passages whose intricate and subtle
rhythms might have been danced in the rites of Astarte. The form was haphazard, and the playing often ineffectual,
but its substance marked a new era.
With it all one cannot but wonder whether this now Slavic, now Oriental element in jazz is not due to the
fact that many of those who write, orchestrate, and play it are of Russian-Jewish extraction; whether, in fact, jazz,
with its elements of the Russian, the Negro, and the native American is not that first distinctive musical phase of the
melting-pot for which we have been waiting so long and which seems to have such endless possibilities. Certainly,
Mr. Whiteman and Mr. Gershwin have, in the meantime, added a new chapter to our musical history.
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MARCH 22 - LITERARY DIGEST
MUSIC OF THE MELTING-POT. A "NEW CHAPTER to our musical history" was recently added by Mr.
Paul Whiteman and Mr. George Gershwin in their jazz concert at Aeolian Hall. In giving them so much importance
as innovators, Miss Nenrietta Straus, writing in The Nation (New York) omits to notice the "preface" which was
earlier in the season supplied by Miss Eva Gauthier, and reported by us. To be sure Miss Gauthier had only one
group of "jazz" mixed with classical and modern numbers, while the Whiteman demonstration was jazz clear with
even the classics dragged at its chariot wheels. The importance of the event is perhaps indicated by Miss Straus in
her comment on the numbers of the concert as revealing "that first distinctive musical phase of the melting-pot for
which we have been waiting so long and which seems to have such endless possibilities." Many of those who write,
orchestrate, and play jazz, shoe points out, are of Russian-Jewish extraction, and the elements of the Russian, the
negro and the native American are the components that are now simmering. Mr. Whiteman projects his concert as a
"purely educational experiment," and to judge from the numbers that stormed the doors of the concert hall there were
many who seek to be educated. She writes that, moverover.
"Music, from an educational standpoint, is not entirely a democratizing force, for there will always be the
ultimate mental division of the 'high-brow' from the 'low-brow.' Yet here one had the unique experience of being
shoved into a concert hall by a cabaret player from fourteenth Street, and of being shoved out again by some smug
musicians from the studio, his smugness for once demoralized by the naked allurement of rhythm. As for the
auditorium itself, equality reigned from the back drop to the back row, from the stage, where frying-pans,
saxophones, and 'wah-wahs' hobnobbed with violins, clarinets, and grand pianos, to the audience, where Broadway
rubbed shoulders fraternally with the classicists. And it may as well be admitted now that the day was to Broadway,
and the education to the classicist. For, to the former, there was probably nothing strange in the Oriental decorations
of the stage, the exotic coloring of the music, the disheveled-looking instruments lying about in an informal,
detached way, the swaying bodies of the players as they beat time with their feet, and the nervous power of the
leader, with hi shimmying right leg. And above all, there was nothing unfamiliar in the spectacle of an American boy
playing with extraordinary ease an original composition of terrific rhythmically difficulty and of individual power
and beauty, and winning immediate recognition for his achievement. But to the musician trained in other schools
there was something very new and exciting and moving in this utter abandonment of all emotional reserve. And there
was also, perhaps, a secret and overwhelming realization that he had been caught napping, that a distinctive and welldeveloped art having obvious kinship with the world-thought of to-day had grown up, unheeded, under his very ears
while he had been straining his auditory nerves to catch the echoes of sound three thousand miles away."
Mr. Whiteman, who has had "legitimate symphonic experience," confesses that he doesn't know what jazz
is; but whatever it is, he divides it into four phases:
"These are, if I remember rightly, the six instrument noises of ten or twelve years ago attained mainly by
kitchen utensils which he calls the 'true jazz,' the 'blues,' or negro element, usually slower in tempo, the adaptation of
themes from the classics to dance rhythms, and the 'modern orchestra,' and the evolution from instrumental
improvisation to definite orchestral scoring. At his concert he began with 'The Livery Stable Blues,' a piece of
Hogarthian humor as legitimate and vivid in expression as the more classical Till Eulenspiegel with his thumb ever
to his nose. Then followed various comic strips, of which the best were done by Zez Confrey at the piano. There
were, also, of course, various kinds of modern 'blues,' besides a jazz fantasy on the 'Volga Boat Song,' symphonic
arrangements of popular tunes including the, what is now, historic 'Alexander's Rag-time Band,' 'modern orchestral
arrangements of semi-classical melodies, like MacDowell's 'To a Wild Rose,' four beautifully orchestrated serenades
by Victor Herbert, a fair amount of trash, George Gershwin's remarkable piano 'Rhapsody in Blue,' which the
composer himself played with a 'modern' orchestral accompaniment.
"It was , on the whole, a curious orgy of unrestrained laughter and tears, in which East and West met and
merged with strange, half-caste results. There were, for instance, sustained, drawn-out Slavic effects in melodic
passages of pure, Anglo-Saxon bathos. Perverted brasses and winds depicted, in subtle and intoxicating colors,
humor of the slap-stick variety. Aphrodisiacal rhythms alternated with those of the ordinary dance. And in 'The
Rhapsody in Blue,' which takes its title from the negro phase of jazz, one heard a dialog between American slang and
expressions as elemental as the soil."
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MARCH - SHEET MUSIC NEWS
THE WHITEMAN CONCERT - Comments on Recent Popular Music Concert at Aeolian Hall.
Considerable interest was attracted in the musical world by Paul Whiteman's novel "Experiment in Modern Music"
conducted at Aeolian Hall, New York City, on February 12. All the leading critics from the various New York
newspapers and music publications were present, as well as a large number of music lovers who regularly attend
Aeolian Hall concerts. So great was the demand for tickets that many persons were turned away at the door, and
consequently Mr. Whiteman is to hold a similar concert at the same hall on March 7.
Mr. Whiteman and his Palais Royal Orchestra were assisted in their experiment by Victor Herbert, George
Gershwin, Zez Confrey and Irving Berlin. Generally speaking, the experiment was generally conceded to have been
of genuine value in bringing home to the music world the growing importance of so-called "jazz music," and the
extent to which this type of music and its rendition by modern orchestras has improved since the "jazz band" era of
just a few years back. Following is an outline of the program:
True form of Jazz:
(ten years ago),
Livery Stable Blues
La Rocca (with modern embellishment),
Ma Ma Love Papa
Baer
Comedy selections
Origin of "Yes, We Have No Bananas"
Silver Instrumental Comedy,
"So this is Venice"
Thomas (Adapted from "Carnival of Venice," featuring Ross Gorman)
Contrast Legitimate Scoring vs. Jazzing: Selection in true form,
"Whispering"
Schonberger Same piece with jazz treatment
Numbers for piano, with orchestraMedley of popular airs:
Kitten on the Keys, Ice Cream and Art; Nickel in the slot Confrey
Mr. Confrey
Flavoring a selection with borrowed themes:
Russian Rose (based on Volga Boat Song)
Grofe Semi-symphonic arrangement of popular melodies:
Alexander's Rag-Time Band:
A Pretty Girl is like a Melody
Berlin
Suite of Serenades: Spanish, Chinese, Cuban, Oriental Herbert
Adaptation of Standard selections to dance rhythm
Pale Moon
Logan
To a Wild Rose
MacDowell
Chansonette
Friml
A Rhapsody in blue, for piano with orchestra Gershwin
Mr. Gershwin
In describing the concert, Deems Taylor, the well know composer and music critic for the "The World"
wrote:
"First a jazz band of the now obsolete pre-war type-piano, cornet, trombone and clarinet-played the 'Livery
Stable Blues' as a sort of horrible example, with the acrobatic, and tonal contortions that have done so much to make
'jazz' a synonym for vulgarity among the musical elect. This was immediately followed by an ancient jazz tune,
'Mama Loves Papa,' scored and played in the modern and subtler style.
Good and Band Jazz Scoring
"A comedy group that followed revealed the Handelian origin of a certain famous fruit song and later
permitted Mr. Ross Gorman to give an astounding exhibition of virtuosity upon the saxophone, oboe and clarinet.
this was followed by a demonstration of good and bad jazz scoring, and a group of three modern pieces, including
the famous 'Limehouse Blues,' written and scored for a modern jazz orchestra.
"After Zez Confrey had displayed the possibilities of jazz playing on the piano, the first half of the program
ended with a piece called 'Russian Rose' that illustrated the modern arranger's skill in working with borrowed
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material, the material in this instance being Rachmaninoff's C-sharp minor prelude. Tchaikowsky's 'Marche Slave,'
and the 'Volga' Boat Song.
Second Half of Program
"The second half of the concert equally entertaining, contained more solid material for the serious musician.
After playing a symphonic rhapsody upon the three airs by Irving Berlin, Mr. Whiteman introduced a suite of four
serenades by Victor Herbert that were not only charming in thematic material but demonstrated the fact that Mr.
Herbert's skill in orchestration extends to handling the usual instrumental combinations that a jazz band presents.
"This was followed by three jazzy orchestrations of what Broadway calls 'standard selections,' the best
being a delightful and irreverent transcription of MacDowell's 'To a Wild Rose.'
"Just before the closing number, a brilliant adaptation of Elgar's 'Pomp and circumstance," George
Gershwin played a 'Rhapsody in Blue' of his own composition for piano and jazz orchestra. In a way this was the
most interesting offering of the afternoon, for it was an experiment in treating the jazz instrumental and thematic
idiom seriously, and it was by no means an unsuccessful one. Despite its shortcomings-of which were an occasional
sacrifice of appropriate scoring to momentary effect, and a lack of continuity in the musical structure-Mr. Gershwin's
piece possessed at least two themes of genuine musical worth and displayed a latent ability on the part of this young
composer to say something of considerable interest in his chosen idiom."
Comments of Music Critics
The concert naturally enough brought forth a great deal of comment in the press. Following are a few of
outstanding remarks made by various music critics in writing on this experiment:
WORLD - "Certainly the experiment was worth the trouble."-Deems Taylor
HERALD-"Paul Whiteman is to be congratulated on his adventure and the admirable results he obtained in
proving the euphony of the 'Jazz orchestra.'" W. J. Henderson.
TRIBUNE-"We have before expressed our conviction that the trouble with jazz-the best jazz-according to
the showing of the Palais Royalists themselves-is its daring. We listened to Mr. Whiteman's demonstration yesterday
with an anxious and eager desire to correct our earlier impression-but we could find no reason to do so." Lawrence
Gilman.
AMERICAN - "Whiteman demonstrated conclusively that a jazz band can interest the best class of musical
hearers. Let him give more such concerts. They will make more friends for the tonal art than Bach recitals and
Sonata seances."-Leonard Leibling
TIMES - "There was realization of the irresistible vitality and genuineness of much of the music heard on
this occasion, as opposed to the pitiful sterility of the average production of the 'serious' American composer." -Olin
Downes.
EVENING WORLD - "It may be the start of something that will develop into a genuine musical phase and
we may have been sitting in on the first appearance of an American musical child." -Frank H. Warren.
SUN - "It was a triumph of 2-4 time. it was one long strong musical cocktail." -Gilbert W. Gabriel.
It is interesting to note that Mr. Whiteman is not the only important orchestra leader who is experimenting
in this way. Vincent Lopez, it is announced, has secured the Metropolitan Opera House, New York City, for April
27, when he will give a concert of American music, featuring some of Stephen C. Foster's melodies. His orchestra
will be increased to 50 for that occasion, and will include 20 saxophones.
These various experiments on the part of such important figures as Whiteman and Lopez are interesting. It
is generally conceded that the modern dance orchestra of higher type today plays a very important part in educating
the musical taste of the masses. With their entrance into the concert field, they will logically help to further educate
the public in the direction of the better type of music.
LOPEZ IN JAZZ CONCERT (following above article in Sheet Music News - March) The historic confines
of the Metropolitan Opera House, New York, will resound, for the first time, to the unhallowed strains of jazz music
on April 27 when Vincent Lopez and his Hotel Pennsylvania orchestra will give a jazz recital. In order to
demonstrate the scope of the modern jazz instrument, Mr. Lopez will increase the personnel of his orchestra to 50
and will feature 20 saxophones. he will be aided by two assistant conductors one of whom will be Dominico Savino
the well known arranger who is also technical director of the Lopez orchestra. Only American music will be played
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at the recital beginning with some of the old favorites such as "Carry Me Back to Old Virginny" and "Swanee River"
and progressing to
DEFENDS "JAZZ TEMPO" - That the question of "Classics in Jazz Tempo," as discussed in our last two
issues, has attracted much interest in the music trade-particularly among orchestra leaders-is indicated by the number
of letters received expressing views on the subject A particularly interesting one reached us, shortly after we had
gone to press with the February issue, from Ben Bernie, who plays for the Vocalion records. Mr. Bernie, like most of
those quoted in our last month's article, expressed himself as highly in favor of "jazzing the classics," provided it is
done artistically. His letter follows:
"Your articles on the rendition of classics in 'jazz tempo' touches on a topic which I have been studying for
some time. Before going further, allow me to express an opinion with respect to the so-called 'jazz tempo.'
"I venture to say that at least 60 per cent. of the opponents of the 'jazz tempo' have never heard a dance
orchestra such as we have today. Their idea of jazz is that which they conceived as a result of the five-piece jazz
band of a few years ago. This type of music, apparently devoid of rhythm, was the forerunner of our present day
dance music, but there is little similarity between the two. Only one with an acute sense of rhythm could detect any
rhythm at all and there was certainly little melody to be credited to a shrieking clarinet or a groaning trombone. As a
result, to the majority of these people the word 'jazz' connotes any conglomeration of musical sound, with little trace
of either rhythm or melody. I do not mean to belittle the exponents of that type of dance music. I was and still is, in
some sections, quite popular. I mention it only in defense of the dance organizations playing the special
arrangements so popular with the public today.
"For the last sixteen months we have been playing an arrangement of 'Samson and Delilah.' Everywhere we
have gone there have been numerous and repeated requests for it. Taking applause as a barometer, I dare say it is the
biggest number we use. Into our arrangement of 'Marcheta' we have interpolated the Largo from the 'New World'
symphony. That stands second in point of popularity. We have been using "The World is Waiting for the Sunrise,'
'When You and I were Young Maggie,' 'Love Sends a Little Gift of Roses' and 'Roses of Picardy.' Each one of these
is exceedingly popular with the audience wherever we go. We are now rehearsing one of the Liszt Rhapsodies and at
present my staff of arrangers are at work on 'Tannhauser' and 'Kammenoi-Ostrow.'
"The dance orchestra reaches many people who have no interest in the Symphony Orchestra or the Concert
band. To most of these people the operas and musical classics are considered high-brow. The opera is considered
particularly in that light for the reason that most of them are sung in Italian or German or some foreign tongue. I do
not say that the dance orchestra alone can show this class of people the beautiful melodies of the opera's melodies,
but I do say that it is one of the most important factors in doing so possibly the only one that does, and I sincerely
feel that these people are reconciled to the real beauty and value of the classics through the 'jazz' renditions of the
various operas and they cannot help but develop a real liking for and a desire to hear the original."

MARCH - MUSICAL COURIER
Who said jazz wasn't to be taken seriously? Some of the serious young modernists should have seen how
Arnold Schoenberg listened to a bunch of phonograph records of the latest "Blues," which another German
composer, namely Paul Hindemith, had brought from somewhere beyond the borders. Schonberg, so our
correspondent says, was simply enraptured by some of the counterpoint, the rhythmic sophistications and the
instrumental effects as they came from the members of Paul Whiteman's band, and never tired of analyzing the
"orchestration" of these amazing exotics. His face, between wonder and amusement, was a study. A further influence
of American music on contemporary European creative effort may be looked for with certainty!

MARCH - SUNSET MAGAZINE
WHY YOU LIKE JAZZ It's as True a Musical Expression of the American West as Mark Twain's Literary
Delineations. by Arthur S. Garbett. Openly or secretly, most of us like Jazz just as we like the dancing that goes with
it, and the girls that go with the dancing. But, as the politicians say, "subtle forces are at work" undermining our faith
in it as a permanent institution. Paragraphs are appearing in the papers telling us that Jazz is on the wane; members
of the Musicians' Union, condemned to play it night after night, are boring from within; excitable speakers of the
Friday Gloom Club are denouncing it right out in meeting.
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But cheer up! Ten years ago they were saying the same thing about ragtime. It, too, was on the wane. It was
a feverish nightmare soon to pass. It was to be displaced by harp music and angelic choruses. And was it? It was not.
Ragtime waned all right-but jazz came. Or more correctly speaking it was absorbed by Jazz, to which it was the
natural complement.
If Jazz goes, it will be displaced by something just as good. Something, that is, which fulfills the double
function of tickling our ears and making us waggle our feet. Something, moreover, that is gorgeously, riotously,
deliciously inane.
Criticism of Jazz emanates from two sources: moralists and musicians. The moralists object that Jazz can be
put to malicious use, and often is. It would be easy to answer: "Yes, so are the movies, so is the Bible for that
matter;" but that is not quite fair owing to the peculiar nature of music in connection with morals.
Morally speaking, music is neither good nor bad; it has, however, the peculiar property of reacting upon its
associations or environment to heighten their effect, either in the direction of sublimity or the reverse. It makes the
church more churchly, the saloon more, so to speak, saloonatic. And strangely, the same melody may work both
ways. Here is a case in point. Beethoven once wrote a lovely melody which, heard in the concert-room, is inspiring.
It so happens, however, that the melody is also familiar to many who never go to concerts because, almost note for
note, it is the tune of "How Dry I Am," Heard as Beethoven intended, it turns the concert-hall into a cathedral.
Drooled out by a common drunk in a blind pig, it makes the place a cesspool of maudlin iniquity.
And there you have the whole thing in a nutshell. Jazz is only dangerous when it is harnessed to bad words
and sung or played in an improper environment. Precisely the same thing would be true of any substitute for Jazz the
moralists might suggest.
The musical objections come from a few of the Brahmins of music who have missed the point. They forget
that while the love of music is universal, the appreciation of its high forms rests upon a native endowment of talent
plus a musical education. It takes a special training to follow a musical "theme" through the contortions of a fugue or
a string quartet, or to disentangle the architecture of a symphony from the myriad voices of the modern symphony
orchestra. For people who have not the time nor the talent nor the inclination to go through that labor, Jazz or its
equivalent is a natural, justifiable form of musical relaxation. it is modern "folk-music," and none the less so because
it is made to order by blood-brethren of the wandering minstrel in "The Mikado" who "if patriotic sentiment was
wanted had patriotic ballads cut and dried."
It is only fair to state, however, that most properly qualified musicians with a historical sense know too well
the intimate relationship between popular music and the classics to object to Jazz. Not a few regard Jazz as the most
original contribution America has yet made to the art.
Musicians and moralists both are inclined to blame Jazz for the so-called dance craze, but in this they are
quite wrong. Jazz is a result, not a cause, and the dancing habit, though practiced on a larger scale than ever before,
is not a craze but a physiological necessity. It is the peculiar property of music that, in its simplest forms, it impels
the listener to motion. It touches not only our ears but also our motor activities with the result that we are impelled to
dance to its pulsating rhythms.
Dancing is a parasitic growth on music. In early America there was very little music and therefore very little
dancing. But since 1900 the phonograph, the player piano and radio have given us music in abundance with a
minimum amount of effort. Consequently we dance. Consequently, also, we shall go on dancing and insist upon
having the kind of music we like to dance to-which happens at the moment to be Jazz.
The main source of dance music has been the phonograph. This instrument is effective, inexpensive and
portable, and has penetrated further than the player-piano. It became musically tolerable about 1906. By 1907 dancerecords were being issued in fair numbers; and by 1914-oh boy! We were dancing fools, and we still are. And now
comes the radio to make even more dance-music accessible.
Jazz, in particular, is essentially a stepchild of the phonograph. As far back as 1916 there were sporadic
outbreaks of Jazz in some of our larger cities-New Orleans, Chicago, St. Louis. Possibly the disease would have been
held in check until the few existing Jazz-bands had been broken up by a little absent treatment on the part of the
public. But the phonograph scouts were out, in particular need of something of this sort and they sent word to the
head office. The result was-records. Records by the million a month! Within a week after the first records were
issued, there was scarcely a home in America safe from Jazz infection. A year later practically everybody had been
inoculated.
I remember perfectly hearing the first two records of Jazz ever made for perhaps the best known of our
phonograph record-makers. They came down from the recording labeled in black, male-faced. disks with the edges
ragged and uncut, no labels and the titles roughly scratched on the black surface at the center. There were three of us
in the office, and "Livery Stable Blues" was the one that hit us the hardest. You never heard such a noise up to that
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time. The piano rattled and spattered, the trombone moaned, the clarinet shrieked in pain and the drummer went
crazy amid a battery of drums, rattles, cymbals, tin-cans and sheep-bells.
"What on earth is it?" I asked.
"It's a Chicago outfit," I was told.
"They call it 'Jazz,' whatever that may mean."
"How do you spell it?" I demanded.
"J-a-s-s- or j-a-z-z-it doesn't matter which, I don't suppose we'll get much of that stuff. Just a passing fad."
And that was in the spring of 1917, or perhaps a little earlier; and Jazz is still with us. Incidentally , I spelt it
Jazz and backed the wrong horse.
The two numbers were issued on one record in May, 1917, and they were "hot stuff." Every month brought
more of them. Jazz bands sprang up all over the country, vying with each other as to which could make the most
hideous cacophony; and with them sprang up a crop of press-agents. They found the origin of Jazz in the heart of
Africa, in the tall pampas, in the Australian bush-even in a few cases at home in America, where it belonged. Jazz
came from the United States and nowhere else. It is, in fact, the most American thing that ever happened since they
hung Jeff Davis on the sour apple tree; and it was evolved out of the necessities of the case.
The Birth of the March
America evolved a popular music of its own at the time of the Civil War. Before that it borrowed or
imitated foreign importations, chiefly English and German. War demands march-tunes and is at all times a prolific
breeder of them. War and Love between them gave us music! But here was a war which deeply touched the hearts of
the Nation, a war of liberation in which feeling ran blood-hot on both sides. Out of such emotional tumult music is
always born. The result was that both from the North and the South came march-tunes of unexampled energy and
rhythmic force. Is there anywhere else in the world such a march-tune as "Marching Through Georgia," to name but
one?
Along with the marches, of course, came songs of sentiment, such as the inimitable ones of Stephen Collins
Foster - "My Old Kentucky Home," "Suwannee Ribber" and the like. These also are truly native; their sweetness is
that of corn on the cob, their passionate tenderness that of a nation in travail. But it is the march-tune that had most to
do with the evolution of Jazz, since it emphasized rhythm rather than sentiment, and therefore provided the
intermediary step between the march-tune and the modern Jazz-dance-that of ragtime.
Whence came the ferocious energy of our American marches? The negro usually gets the credit for our
songs of sentiment, but the dynamic energy of the American march is something different. It is too forthright and
direct for the indolent negro. some of this energy came from the emotions of the period; some is native to the freespirited American people. But is it not also possible that the redskin had something to do with it? The pioneers, the
trappers and scouts of the plains must have heard the war-drums beating many times. Indian warfare was the only
kind they knew, and they must have witnessed many a sinister war dance beside the Indian camp fire at night so that
the pounding rhythm got into their blood.
The marches themselves, of course, are of the European pattern; but the furious energy of them is Western,
Indo-American. Would not the soldiers be prone to reject any tune in which the energy of the drums was less fierce
than that of the redskin's tom-tom? Maybe this is a far-fetched theory; but no man knows in how many obscure ways
the silent, dispossessed Indian has touched our lives. When an English-speaking foreigner arrives on our shores the
first thing that assures him he is really in the United States is apt to be a wooden Indian outside a cigar-store. Among
the first questions he asks is where do we get such queer place names as Manhattan, Potomac, Idaho. if he asks
whence came the furious pounding of the drums in our cabarets, what answer should we give him?
But wherever it came from, the "pep" of the American march was never lost. On the contrary, it was seized
upon, developed and came to a head in the magnificent march-tunes of sousa, about the time of the SpanishAmerican trouble.
When Sousa wrote his first marches there was little or no rag-time; practically none in his spirited tunes. His
specialty was the um-pah, um-pah, um-pah of the military band, common also to European music. But others
imitated him, and somebody--no doubt a lazy negro from the south blessed with the peculiar African gift of
maintaining perfect time while seeming to take liberties-began slurring the um-pahs together, giving us a brand new
march rhythm. The result was that in place of two distinct um-pahs we got that typically ragtime rhythm, um-pah'mpah. Nobody knows just how ragtime came, but this is one possible way.
The new rhythm, um-pah 'm-pah, um-pah, m-pah, caught on and was developed in the typically American
way. That is, it was made to go faster and funnier. Soon we had that earliest form of ragtime typical of nigger
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minstrel shows, the Cake Walk. A truly American contribution to the world's popular music, sui generis, in a class by
itself.
Irving Berlin and George Cohan arose on the horizon, and during the first decade of the present century,
ragtime got into everything. Alexander's Rag-Time Band appeared. A Hot Time in the Old Town Tonight, Waiting
for the Robert E. Lee, and Everybody's Doing It. What more need be said? Irving Berlin, however, is the true
ragtime king. As a Musician, he is untrained. he composes all his pieces at the keyboard in the key of G flat, not
because it employs all the black notes of the piano stick up nicely! But he delivers the goods, which is more than
many a Doctor of Music can do.
With ragtime came the phonograph and player-piano, and the inevitable dance craze, which regulated some
of its extravagances. By 1914 ragtime had been developed to its limits. In despair of inventing new melodies,
composers began to "rag" the classics and even the common scale. And there for the moment we will leave it,
remembering only that ragtime was and is essentially syncopation, a play on rhythm for the feet and not a play on
sound for the ear.
Along with its dynamic force, American popular music has also the precious gift of the American race, that
of "josh," self-mockery. Occasionally we find in our songs a caustic irony musically analogous to that of Mark Twain
in literature or Thomas Nast in line-drawing. Think, for instance, of Alexander's Ragtime Band, which is American
music gibing at the American small-town parade. Or again, A Hot Time in the Old Town Tonight. To a European
this swinging melody may be merely a typical example of American rowdiness. But surely we are just making fun of
ourselves, gibing at our smooth palm-or maple-shaded suburbs with which we have tamed the wilderness. We are
thinking of the fly-by-night towns of our frontier in the old days of the glittering saloon, the faro table, the hardriding cowboys rip-roaring down the forerunner of Main Street, shooting at the stars and painting the old place a
bright and blatant vermilion.
Jazz, in its infancy, was just such an outbreak of ironical mockery, but this time leveled at our own light
music. It came after an era of foreign dominance in which our own native music was dulled. Sousa's spirited marches
had spent their force and Arthur Pryor was not so good. Hungarian or Hawaiian music was everywhere. Ragtime, as
we have seen, had run itself into the earth. The dance-craze had boomed rapidly and swelled to over-ripeness. We
were importing the pretty tango and maxixe from South America via Paris-pretty, but too complicated, too exotic,
too refined.

Saccharine Tunes
In the realm of light opera things were just as bad. De Koven was repeating Robin Hood, giving us watery
imitations of Gilbert and Sullivan. Victor Herbert, said to be the greatest American composer ever born in Ireland
and educated in Germany, was offering trickily rhythmed but saccharine tunes with Wagnerian harmonies and an
orchestra swollen to symphonic proportions. Viennese opera, such as The Merry Widow, The Waltz Dream, The
Chocolate Soldier dominated the boards together with English light opera of The Pink Lady school. There were
unpleasant offerings from Berlin such as the malodorous Alma, Where do You Live?
Then came the Great War. European importations ceased. There was an increase in Hawaiian music for a
while, but the whining guitars, dull-thrumming ukuleles and nasal voices were getting on our nerves. Marimba
orchestras imported from South Africa for the San Francisco Exposition were tried in New York-and fizzled. there
remained a little semi-English musical comedy such as Oh Lady! Lady!, but it was thin, tepid, politely graceful; the
music of a pink-tea while the guns roared overseas. We listened patiently, but wishing that somebody, somewhere
would make a loud, rude noise. We wanted music that gibed and cussed outrageously, roaring with laughter at its
own folly and ours. Something vulgar as hot-dog-and American.
We got Jazz.
Jazz was not a new kind of rhythm or harmony; its melody was old-fashioned rag. It was purely and simply
a new instrumental conglomeration, its classical ancestor being the tissue-covered comb with which Schubert
"guyed" his own immortal Erl King.
Jazz, then, was orchestration gone crazy. Trombones moaned, piccolos shrieked, muted trumpets snarled,
clarinets chattered, the saxophone came later, wandering insanely into the high altitudes of sound while the rest of
the orchestra paused aghast for four whole beats. Cymbals clashed, gongs clanged, cow bells clattered and tunked
beside auto horns and snare drums. Every known sound in America was employed.
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The first Jazz tunes were all "Blues" numbers-Livery Stable Blues, Bluin' the Blues, Skeleton Jangle. This
was only natural however-just America holding a mock-funeral over the imported stuff, and incidentally taking a
sideswipe at its then nearly moribund American competitor, ragtime.
Today, ragtime and Jazz are buddies. They go together and are held in comradeship by the necessities of the
dance. Ragtime tricks the feet into dancing, and Jazz tickles the ear. thanks to Paul Whiteman and Art Hickman,
Californians both, Isham Jones, Roy Bargy and others blessed with real musicianship and a musical sense of humor,
the tin cans and motor horns have been thrown out, the trombones moan more discreetly, the syrupy saxophone sings
with insidious smoothness, but the flavor is still American
The dancing went on, and something newer still was required. The peculiar need of a throbbing, continued,
unvarying pulse naturally suggested the East. We got a flood of pseudo-oriental music: drums, cymbals, wailing
oboes, bizarre harmonies and "pash" melodies with fervid references in title and lyrics to "Allah" and "Cleopatra."
The Oriental craze hits America about once every seven years. We got it round 1907 when the "Dance of the Seven
Veils" performed by a lady in tights was considered the height of sin. We got it again six or seven years later when
Oscar Hammerstein produced "Salome," and Theda Bara cut loose in the movies. There was a post-war period
culminating in King Tut. But it is too exotic, too unwholesome to last more than one season as a rule. Americans
want something cleaner as a steady diet; something with energy and "pep," but without dirt. And we have it right at
home.
The red-skin and his tom-tom.
The red-skin and his tom-tom have appeared again and again in American popular and semi-popular music.
Sousa used the Indian in his The Red Man and Powhatan's Daughter. He cropped up again in Navajo and Hiawatha,
in Indianola and Red Wing. In addition, American publishers devoting themselves to that semi-popular, hybrid thing
"the teaching piece," have crowded their catalogs with fire Dances, Indian Serenades and the like. But it is not the
deliberate use of Indian melodies that counts. what really counts is the tom-tom. So long as we need dance music we
need a steady rhythm, and the foundation of all rhythm is the tom-tom beat, which is perhaps to be our last
inheritance from the dying race.
"Jazz has passed its zenith," Joseph Webber, national president of the American Federation of Musicians,
was recently quoted as saying, "and at the end of five years will have become history the same as ragtime. In its place
throughout the country will come the old familiar legitimate orchestra."

Here To Stay
Ragtime has not become history yet; it has been absorbed by Jazz but rag-rhythms are still the most
pronounced feature of nine-tenths of our present dance tunes. The Jazz orchestra may go, I doubt it. The more
expressive instruments of the symphony orchestra are not so good for dancing as the sharp, staccato instruments; the
piano, banjo and the subsidiary battery of the trap-drummer. Against this a sustained melody is wanted, and the
saxophone, trombone and trumpet are hard to beat. Moreover a "legitimate" orchestras expensive, a large body of
strings being required to balance the wood wind and brass; and such a band is less effective by phonograph or radio
than a smaller organization of properly contrasted instruments, whose sounds must needs come through a diaphragm
as through a sieve. The Jazz ragtime band is cheap and effective, providing the old need-something to tickle the ear,
something to tickle the feet.
But whatever happens, the feet win. Americans are now a dancing people, and they will insist that whatever
form our popular music takes, it must be dance music. Whenever a manuscript goes to a Broadway publisher today,
that is the first thing he looks for. If it isn't good dance stuff, back it goes!
The launching of a popular song is nowadays a vast commercial undertaking involving the outlay of huge
sums. The publisher, in the first place, inaugurates an advertising campaign of national scope. He "releases" the new
song exactly as if it were "news" from a newspaper syndicate. he plans to have it sung in as many theatres as
possible, and played in the dance halls, for which he has both sheet music and orchestra score ready.
In addition he arranges with the phonograph and player-roll people. The record-manufacturers especially
back him up, because their product is far more expensive to produce than that of the player-roll makers, and far more
widely used. With a big seller at least three records are needed; a vocal solo, a male quartet and one or more dance
records by a famous orchestra, all of which cost real money. Getting out hundreds of thousands, perhaps millions, of
these records, advertising, distributing them nation-wide, entails enormous expense. In the case of failure there is no
came-back for them.
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Obviously no song is suitable for such widespread distribution unless it possesses three requisites; catchy
title and lyric; a swinging melody that can be whistled; and above all a strong dance rhythm of simple step. Difficult
rhythms such as the tango or maxixe have no wide appeal. The only rhythms possible are those suited to the pedal
extremities of Mr. Gallagher and Mr. Shean. Far more than any professional dancer, the soda jerker and his
"sweetie" determine the rhythm of the modern dance.
Now the foundation of all dance-music is the straight one-one-one-one of the tom-tom. this may be split up
by sharp accent into one-two, one-two and its compounds, giving the march , the two-step and fox-trot; or into the
one-two-three, one-two-three of the waltz.,
Ethnologists may tell us that the tom-tom is common to any primitive race; and so it is. But to the American
mind, by a thousand associations, the "primitive race" means the Indian of the Far West.
The United States is the only great, civilized country which has left within its borders a true primitive
people. We may, as a matter of business, cheat the Indian out of his lands and poison him with gin, but we respect
him, proud, solitary, shrinking in numbers, but unbeaten. He gave us the hardest fight we have ever known; his
history is ours, a part of the country's romance in its drive westward.
We know his music of old, and in a thousand ways he colors our lives. No American boy goes to the circus
without hearing the tom-tom beat in play as his grandfather heard them in earnest. He goes home to dream about it in
his sleep and to dress the part of an Indian in his games.
Whenever the American mind seeks escape for itself, it turns sooner or later to the West-the old glamorous
West of pioneer days, the goldseekers, the bison hunters, the trappers and cattle rustlers. The American like to join a
redskin order, wear feathers and beat a tom-tom himself; he likes to see the covered wagon at the movies when the
tom-toms beat in the orchestra once more.
Condemned to produce dance-music whatever else they do, the Railto boys will have to choose between the
tom-tom of the orient or that of the Indian, and in the main it is the Indian tom-tom that we hear in our clean, native,
energetic jazz. Listen to any dance-hall orchestra or dance-record of today, and you will find that under the ragged
melody sounds the old incessant blood-stirring beat of the tom-tom. It is the last, unconsciously accepted,
grotesquely used gift of the Red Man as he makes his final exit.
But it is a good clean gift all the same: one that is helping the American people to stand on their own feetmusically speaking-and helps them to become accustomed to the musical technique of the masters. Says Victor
Schertziner, of Los Angeles, well-known conductor and composer of popular songs:
"Music always has had its popular expression as well as its 'classic'. The modern trend of popular music
follows the modern trend of more artistic music. This is as it always has been. There has always been this inter-action
and inter-influence playing between writers of so called artistic music and writers of music for the people. Popular
songs not only come from the compositions of the masters, but, in their turn, influence the masters, who, like Dvorak,
go to the melodies of the negro in order to get material with which to write symphonies; or, like Tschaikowsky,
whose use of the songs of the people is revealed in the melancholy theme of his celebrated "Andante Cantabile,"
taken bodily from the age-old 'Volga Boatmen's Song.'
"The value of popular music is that it brings to the masses of the people, in a form so diluted and rendered
plain that it may be enjoyed by the unlearned, the music of the masters, and 'jazz' does precisely that.
"In the music, say of Paul Whiteman, will be found the whole-toned scale that was featured y Debussy, and
since Debussy, has been employed by the entire school of modernists. The three stranded harmonies of the
saxophone trio, found in all modern 'jazz' combinations, convey technical effects peculiar to modern compositionsthe augmented fifth, for instance; the free employment of consecutive fifths, and all the long list of 'altered'
harmonies so dear to the heart of modern Frenchmen. The 'popular ear' becoming accustomed to these harmonies is
unconsciously tuned to accept the works of modern masters, and the familiarity that elsewhere breeds contempt, in
music breeds appreciation.

The New Day
"I do not defend the drivel of aimless writers of 'jazz' who reiterate a limited vocabulary of chords under
melodies of incoherent and worthless character; music of this class is degrading and fortunately short-lived; but I am
defending the modern tendency in popular music because it correctly reflects the times an, like the better grade of
music which it imitates, it is sincere and eloquent.
"In my own experience as a song writer, I can clearly see where modern 'jazz' with its larger vocabulary of
chords has been of an uplifting influence. Not so many years ago, songs of mine have been turned down by
publishers because 'the harmonies are too varied and unusual. There are too many "accidentals." The average
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amateur pianist can't play these.' The equipment of a composer trained in the best schools was in his way unless he
confined his efforts exclusively to symphonic or chamber-music expression-and no man could do that and live! Now
it is very different. No composer of songs has a chance unless his harmonies 'bite and are varied and inclusive of
much 'dissonance.' Merely thumping the three principal chords of a key, with perhaps a modulation to a relative
minor, will no longer satisfy the modern popular ear accustomed as it is to the riches of harmonies straight from the
scores of the modern masters.
"Most certainly I believe that modern popular music, as an entirety, is being more varied, more correctly
written and more eloquent than the popular songs of yesterday." (need some in middle of article.)

MARCH - METRONOME
THE INVENTOR OF THE SAXOPHONE AND ITS HISTORY - The inventor of the Saxophone, Antoine
Joseph Sax, was born at Dinant, Belgium, November 6, 1814, his father being the celebrated instrument maker,
Charles Joseph Sax, whose labors to improve the clarinet and inventions connected with brass instruments had won
for him a prominent position among the Luthiers of Belgium. Antoine, sometimes referred to as Adolph, early
displayed a taste for the vocation of his father, and also manifested great musical ability. The father took special care
to foster those inclinations, affording the lad every encouragement in the workshop, as well as directing his studies in
music.
When old enough he entered Brussels Conservatoire de Musique and studied the clarinet and flute. Under
the celebrated master, Bender, he acquired great skill on the clarinet, but seems never to have applied it in a
professional capacity. His predilection took him back to the workshop, where he labored diligently along the lines
laid down by his father for perfecting the clarinet family, greatly improving the bass clarinet and inventing the double
bass as a foundation for the same.
In 1842 Sax left Dinant and settled permanently at Paris. He opened a modest workshop in the Rue St.
George, but so great was his superiority over all instrument makers then residents of that city, that he found it
speedily necessary to greatly enlarge his premises, owing to the numerous orders entrusted to him by professional
musicians and others.
Two years after taking up his residence at Paris, he won a silver medal for his display of brass and wood
instruments at the French Exhibition. One year later he took out patents for his saxhorn, an improved form of the
bugle, and "for a family of cylinder instruments called saxtrombas, intermediate between the saxhorn and the
cylinder trumpet."
In 1846 he patented the invention with which his name still continues to be connected, viz., the saxophone.
He made a complete quartet of saxophones, consisting of the Bb soprano, Eb alto, Bb tenor and Eb baritone, and
thus gave four new voices to the world of music.
Jealous of his achievements, there have not been wanting men of less caliber to dispute his claims as
improver, originator, inventor, notable among whom may be mentioned Wieprecht and Cerveny, but without success,
decisions in court being invariably in favor of Sax.
He was fortunate to find friends at Court, and as a result secured a practical monopoly for the supply of
wind instruments of his manufacture to the French Army. At the Paris Industrial Exhibition he was awarded a gold
medal, and at the great Exhibition of 1851 he obtained the Conseil d' Esposition medal for the three families of
instruments with which his name was identified.
In 1852 he became bankrupt, but by arrangement with his creditors recommenced business. In 1859, owing
to the reformation of pitch, every military band and orchestra in France had to procure new wind instruments. "An
enormous advantage," remarks a writer in Grove's dictionary of Music and Musicians, "by which any one else in
Sax's place would have made a fortune; but with all his ability and shrewdness he was not a man of business and his
affairs became hopelessly involved. From that time his affairs went from band to worse and though he exhibited in
London in 1862, and took the Grand Prize in Paris in 1867, his tide of fortune passed out of his hands, his collection
of musical instruments was dispersed and, in fact, nearly all by which he set store was scattered by the inexorable
hand of fate and the auctioneer's hammer."
The life of Sax furnishes an illustration of the fact that possession of genius does not always lead to fortune,
and even though by combination of circumstances and assistance of powerful friends, as in this case, the man of
genius may succeed in obtaining a foot-hold on the covered wheel, he usually completes the revolution instead of
stepping up on the high level when half the round is made. There was a time in the history of Sax when he might
have retired with a snug competence, if not great fortune. Friends in high quarters, assistance of prominent
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musicians, such as Berlioz, Halevy and Kastner, favorable comments of the French press and, in fact, the applause of
all Europe placed him in a position to which few men attain in middle life. Having reached that point his wheel of
fortune began the downward half of its revolution; competition, litigation, above referred to, and poor business
capacity, so loaded it that the descent was rapid, and the wheel was too heavily. weighted ever to rise again. Thus it
came about that the man to whom wind instrumentalists are so deeply indebted for improvements and inventions died
in Paris, in the 80th of his age, almost penniless and well nigh forgotten." year

MARCH - JACOBS' ORCHESTRA MONTHLY
A JAZZ ORCHESTRA OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY by Lloyd G. del Castillo. Into the seething
maelstrom of words which of late is attempting to suck the good ship Jazz down into its invidious depths, I aim to
inject a few soothing ripples explanatory of the medium jazz employs-the fount it uses to spray its cult to the True
Believer. I don't pretend that the foregoing sentence means anything, but such an introductory wealth of mixed
metaphor adds dignity to an article, and jazz certainly needs all the dignity it can get. In other words, in this
Vulgarian Atmosphere of jazz I am the Spirit of Culture, and to prove it. I am going to take you into the classic
confines of Harvard and show you an association, which, if not an exemplification of jazz, is at least its prototype.
The queer-looking figures you see in the picture are neither less nor more than a group of Harvard
undergraduates forming the famous Pierian Sodality Orchestra, indirectly the source of its still more famous
grandchild, the Boston Symphony Orchestra, for it was the Pierian that developed the Harvard Musical Association,
from which the Boston Symphony sprang. (If you can untangle that, I hail you as my intellectual superior.) These
young men, most of them probably less than twenty-one, have a right to look old-fashioned and antiquated, for this
society to which they belong is 116 years old, having been originally formed in 1808 under the stimulus of this
inspired verse:
Blest be the Muses who uprear'd this band,
Blest be the Men who lent a willing hand,
Blest be its Members who its laws command,
And Damn'd be all who would its cause withstand!
Harvard Supplies the First Jazz-Hound
Most important of all, in this picture can be seen the original jazz-hound-not the one at the right end of the
top row, but the one in front of the bass drum. And, if I am not mistaken, the earnest young man in the front row
holding the diploma is Nicholas Longworth, president of the Sodality in that year (1888), and since become
nationally famous. The conductor, seated next to him, should be Louis A. Coerne, who afterward became well
known as critic and composer, although I cannot vouch for the identification other than by the chronological records
of the society. The rest have all gone their separate ways, adopted modern garb and removed the hirsute adornments,
unwept, unhonored and unsung, so far as my humble researches are concerned, although to follow their individual
destinies would no doubt be productive of entertaining results.
But my present purpose is more to indicate the influences of this musical organization on contemporary
jazz. In the first place, modern jazz is inextricably linked with dancing, social diversion and liquid refreshment, and I
will show that the development of the Pierian Sodality was along similar lines. Their principal activity for the first
forty years of their existence was to set out with their instruments in the evening and go serenading from house to
house, at each of which they would be treated to cake and wine-probably in a good deal the same fashion as more
modern housewives throw a few pennies to the organ grinder to induce him to distribute his musical tid-bits more
impartially thorough other and more distant parts of the neighborhood. Evidently they inherited the stern, rock-bound
constitution of their Puritan forbears, for they take no shame in recording that often they would visit a score or more
of houses and not return home until the dawn was breaking, and sometimes the bell ringing for morning chapel.
I have hazy recollections of similar experiences in France, when, as a band leader, I would take the band out
for similar village concerts at the Marie or at the homes of the more prosperous citizens, and be deluged with vin
rouge: so I am not surprised to find that these activities suddenly broke up in the '50's. After they had returned home
in the groggy dawn following one of these all night carousals and endeavored to break into a college officer's room
to play their final piece. The fact is, the serenaders were getting unmanageable by then, as the "college musicians"
had begun to take with them lights, music-stands and music, and after about the third serenade would be tangled up
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in a continuous performance of Leon Errols, falling over the stands into the bass drum, recovering music that the
wind had blown away, and knocking over the stands in the process, all befuddled, trying to relight lamps that had
blown out, and altogether creating a picture that would make good material for the Follies.
In 1814, B. V.
The relationship between Bacchus and Orpheus is very well defined by a secretary in 1814, who confesses:
"It was proved by experience and not by reasoning from hypothesis, that brandy is an excellent ingredient for
precipitating harmonious sounds." Such a standard procedure did this come to be, that for years a common formula
in the records was: "Met, rehearsed, liquored and adjourned," Note this ruling of 1817: "Every member at whose
room the sodality may meet, shall furnish the club with brandy and cigars."
But the piteous result of this loose habit becomes manifest in a Constitutional Amendment of 1818, no
doubt necessitated by constitutional amendments in many of the members. "No member shall be allowed to play on
any musical instrument.....after adjournment under penalty of one dollar." This harsh dictum is explained in the
records as follows: "Taking into consideration the bad effects produced on the public mind by members of the club
endeavoring to perform tunes after the meetings are adjourned, and thereby making terrible discords.....which are
caused by their strictly performing the by-law which obliges them to see the last drop of their liquor.....Resolved,"
etc.
The following report by an ambitiously poetic secretary will testify that the Pierians were not taking
themselves too seriously:
Thursday, June 18th. Partridge's room.
We all did our engagement keep,
Some wide awake, some half asleep.
We played until one rowdy loafer,
did fall asleep upon the sofer.
And partridge furnished what was right,
to stay our stomachs with that night.
Blood on two oranges got sizzled,
and then we took our hats and mizzled."
Often, instead of conducting this more fluid portion of the meeting in their rooms, they would run out to
Porter's Tavern to fill up on oysters and whiskey punch,-a procedure they were accustomed to follow as long as their
credit held out, at which time they would be forced to declare an assessment and pay and installment on the bill. That
this was only a last resort, the following doleful tale will testify: "March the first, 1822. Voted that Vose and myself
be a committee of two to determine what assessment must be declared to pay for a supper two years ago at Fresh
Pond. Some of us must pay for a supper we never ate. That's comfortable-egad!" Or this as late as '52: "One of the
members had the hardihood to suggest that the Sodality should pay its debts, a proposition which the Secretary is
proud to state was rejected with scorn and indignation by the Society, as totally contrary to the usages of the Sodality
Them Days is Gone Forever!
I think all this documentary evidence sufficiently proves my point that liquor played an appreciable part in
the development of this musical organization. I hope I will not be thought stressing a subject that over-emphasis has
perhaps made tiresome in pointing out the analogy with the jazz of today, which many otherwise sane folks seem to
think is at least partially dependent on the hip pocket. So far as the Pierian sodality is concerned, I am forced to
admit that the connection no longer holds good. In common with other undergraduate organizations, the sodality still
holds the traditional so-called "beer nights," but the innocuous, effeminate and detestable toilet water consumed,
consists of ginger ale and sarsaparilla. And even during recent pre prohibition days, a student caretaker resigned his
job upon finding that its duties included handling beer bottles!
An 1842 Idea of Instrumentation.
The second point of similarity with modern jazz is in a more musical aspect; the instrumentation. I venture
to say that in no up-to-the-minute jazz band of today can there be found a more fantastic cacophony of instruments
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than the following combination of '42: flutes, ophecleide, bass-viol, E-flat clarinet, post-horn, violoncello and two
trombones. Ten years earlier uncovers a more modest assembly, but still unique with flutes, two French horns, bass
horn, trombone and double-bass (invariably spelled so in these records). In '39, we even find mention of a guitar. It is
of archaic interest that throughout these early days it is always the flutes that predominate, and not until 1870 is the
string quintet found to have gained a firm ascendancy over them. In the early music books of 1820 or so, the fullest
arrangements are: first, second and third flutes, first and second violins, horns tenor bassoon.
But it can hardly be said that there was any consistent scheme about the orchestra's instrumentation. The ups
and downs of life are clearly reflected in the society's history, and the year following the ambitious display of 1842
mentioned above, finds the Sodality in the doldrums with a discouraging handful of five members. "So gloomy were
the members, that after listening to a doleful duet by Messrs. Greenwood and Curtis on the ophecleide and trombone,
they adjourned without playing a note.: Probably the duet would have made anybody gloomy!
This was not the worst, however. In 1832 the orchestra dwindled to one man, who was forced to rehearse
with himself for a month or two until he was able to elect two new members by unanimous vote. Contrasted with this
is the later prosperity in '89, which shows a respectable symphony orchestra of a goodly number of strings, 2 flutes, 2
clarinets, 2 bassoons, 4 horns, 3 trumpets, 3 trombones and tuba, and 5 percussion-a complete symphony
instrumentation with the exception of the oboes. Any aspiring leader of amateur orchestras can well appreciate what
good fortune is there indicated. Jazz:
The Spirit of Youth
The last point of analogy with modern jazz is more visionary. It is that jazz is the spirit of youth. Thorough
all the records of this college undergraduate society, there runs the youthful exuberance that is the very essence of
jazz, a spirit more sophisticated today than in the 19th century, but at bottom the same priceless heritage that we
gray-beards look back upon with an uneasy yet envious eye. Throughout all the turgid, blundering attempts to
uncover the source of jazz, we inevitably find the same comment recurring because of its fresh, spontaneous
effervescence.
In a final word, to conclude the aimless debate, it is my privilege to unfold to its purveyors the real meaning
of this observation,-that if I am the Spirit of Culture, Jazz is the Spirit of Youth, and all this unnecessary alarm and
bother is nothing but another form of ubiquitous sentiment expressed by the older generation that the younger is
displaying wild and unnatural tendencies, and is probably going straight to the jazz hounds.

MARCH - THE BATON
AN INTERVIEW WITH H. T. BURLEIGH, by William Knapp. Unique among composers and musicians
is Mr. H. T. Burleigh, whose knowledge on the subject of Negro Spirituals has been widely acclaimed. He has been
influential in bringing these Negro folk songs before the public and popularizing them by actually singing them
himself on the concert stage and in the church. But more especially he has arranged the Negro songs-their words,
melody and harmony-so that they are now available to the singer and the music lover. Mr. Burleigh ranks as one of
the foremost pioneers in this particular field of American music.
Most of the day when he has no choir rehearsal or church service to sing at Temple Emanu-El. The fifth
Avenue Synagogue, or at St. George's Church way down-town, Mr. Burleigh can usually be found at Ricordi's
perhaps perusing some recently submitted manuscript. Not a note of music is published at Ricordi's that does not
pass his approval.
I had an appointment with him recently.
"Where can I find Mr. Burleigh?" I asked the salesman at the retail counter.
A few feet away seated at the counter, a gentleman was engaged talking to a salesman. It was Mr. Burleigh.
At the mention of his name be rose to greet me.
"The best way, I think, is for you to ask me some questions," he said.
"Well, I have to confess I know too little about negro folk music to ask any really intelligent questions. But
the Baton readers would be interested to know something of the purpose of the negro Spirituals, something about the
dialect and particularly your opinion on how they should be sung."
Then Mr. Burleigh gave the following facts regarding Negro Spirituals.
In 1619 a Dutch vessel landed at Jamestown, Virginia, with twenty Negroes whom they sold to the colonists
for slaves. With this as a beginning, Negroes were imported from all parts of Africa by the thousands to supply the
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constantly increasing demand in the American slave market. Once landed in this country, they were separated from
each other and, without any regard to tribal relations, thrown into slavery among a strange people. Among all their
trials and tribulations, religion was their one comfort and refuge. The Spiritual was the Negro's way of expressing his
religious convictions. It was the outlet of his sorrow in slavery. In all his songs endless patience for this life and
nothing but triumph in the next is expressed.
O, brethren, my way's cloudy
Go sen'-a dem angels down.
Dere's fire in de eas' and fire in de wes'
Sen' dem angels down.
The Negro Spirituals are the only group of folk songs that are essentially religious in text and in intent: "Go
down, Moses," "Deep River," "Stand Still, Jordan," "Walk Together, Children," "Roll, Jordan, Roll," "Ride on, King
Jesus."
The dialect is fundamentally English. Like all languages, it varies to some extent from one community to
another-the Tennessee Negro speaking a slightly different dialect from the Alabama Negro, etc. One locality will say
nevah and another nevuh for never. But all sounds that are naturally difficult for the Negro to pronounce are
eliminated: th is always d-dat, der, den for that, there, then-r is usually suppressed-wata rather than water-ing
becomes in-singin' for singing, etc. The is always de before consonants but dec before vowels.
Creole is a language all by itself. It is neither African nor is it French. It is the one attempt of the Negro in
America to communicate in a language of his own.
There has been a great deal of confusion in actually getting the words of the Spirituals down on the printed
page. Singin' wid a sord in ma han' which is the correct phonetic spelling for Singing with a sword in my hand
would be misleading. You would wonder just what "sord" means. As far as possible phonetic spelling is now used
except when such spelling might be confusing. So the line is written Singin' wid a sword in ma han'.
Success in singing the Negro Spirituals depends on the spirit in which they are sung rather than the voice.
They should always be sung very rhythmically. The dialect should not be overdone otherwise the Spirituals become
funny. They should be sung in dialect, however, to retain their racial flavor.

APRIL 3, MUSICAL COURIER
SCHONBERG AND JAZZ - Of chamber music there is always a great deal in Berlin, and since the new
music is essentially chamber music, the chamber concerts are the most interesting to the modernist, inversely the
chamber music audiences have become the most progressive and their demand for modernity must be ratified even
by so staid an organization as the Klingler Quartet which at its most recent concert ventured as far as Schoenberg's
Op. 7. Another performance of this beautiful and -and already near classical!-work was given under the auspices of
the reorganized Melos society by the Amar-Hindemith Quartet , and was honored by the "incognito" presence of
Schonberg himself. A charming, racy string of Kodaly, already played in Salzburg, completed the program. Next
day, at a select gathering of musicians in a private house, Schonberg listened with evident pleasure and approval to
the last quartets of Paul Hindemith, whose acquaintance he made on this occasion. (He also listened, with rapture, to
a set of American jazz records, brought along by the same Hindemith. These are the secret vices of serious
composers!)
At the preceding Melos concert a group of songs by Schoenberg's pupil, Anton von Webern, were sung
most musically by Nora Pisling-Boas, a specialist in the extreme modern style. These songs have convincing power
and show a mastery of the peculiarly complicated new diction. On the other hand there is a disagreeable monotony,
inasmuch as the varying moods of the poems are musically treated very much alike.

APRIL 5 - MUSICAL AMERICA
MORE MUSIC AND LESS JAZZ ARE WHAT AMERICA NEEDS, SAYS FRANCES NASH. The
position of the American artist in the musical activity of this country is a subject which is seldom neglected in a
gathering of native musicians. Not that they resent the presence of so many foreign artists, but they wonder what will
be the ultimate position of the American artist if such-and-such an organization continues to engage only those artists
who are members of one of the two leading opera companies or have won acclaim on the other side of the Atlantic.
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According to Frances Nash, American pianist, who has achieved a position of eminence and security in the musical
life of this country, the difficulty is not caused by competition with foreign artists quite so much as it shows the great
need of a readjustment in musical values on the part of the American public. When she is abroad, she says she
"wears the flag on her hat," and when she is in her native country she feels that a little honest expression might not
only be good for the soul, but encourage America to a higher appreciation of music.
"I am not like some American artists who wonder if it pays to be an American," said Miss Nash. "I am
proud of the fact that I am an American, and there is no country in which I would rather play, but I long for the day
when jazz will be less popular and music will hold a larger place in the lives of the people. We are musical, after a
fashion, but the love of it has not yet penetrated the depths of the national consciousness. Some complain that there
are too many foreign artists. I will admit that the position of the American artist is often jeopardized by the foreign
musician with a high-sounding name, especially in communities where concerts are still something of a novelty. But
the American artist must look beyond the foreigner if he would discover the real cause of the apparent apathy in our
musical life.
"An interesting experience not long ago gave me a new light on conditions in America. Last year I planned
to visit Paris and asked a person who is in close touch with musical affairs in this country if I should play abroad. I
was told that it was not necessary, that foreign notices carried no weight in this country any more. Now I am advised
by this same person to give a series of concerts and play with leading orchestras in Europe in order to maintain my
prestige in this country! Are we really free from foreign domination or is it simply talk?"
Impending Change
Miss Nash deprecates the spirit of competition which has found its way into our musical life. American is
large enough for all the musicians who are here and for many more, she says, and believes that some sort of
reorganization in the concert field will shortly make it possible for more artists to be heard.
"America is a large country, but so far as music is concerned only the surface has been cultivated. I think
many of the artists, as well as many leaders throughout the country, feel that there is a change in concert organization
impending. Just what will take place, I shall not hazard a guess, but I am sure that it will mean a larger opportunity
for the American artist and a wider appreciation of music in the national life. In France eighty per cent of the
concerts are given by French musicians, and it is not too much to hope that the percentage will one day be as high in
America.
"The greatest drawback at the present time is the supremacy of jazz. Some of it is clever enough, with
catchy melodies and lively rhythms; but it is not the kind of music that will make a nation musical. What we need is
more simplicity, more sincerity. The great composers and the greatest performers have achieved their positions
largely because they have kept these qualities predominant in their natures."
Miss Nash is by no manner of means pessimistic over the situation. It is enough, she says, to take care of
one's own outlook and not worry too much about the other fellow or try to remedy conditions which will right
themselves naturally in the course of time, and a sense of humor goes a long ways. As for her programs, she prefers
the classics, but plays many of the modern works if they appeal to her. She never plays a novelty simply because it is
a novelty, she says.
Although Miss Nash has occupied a prominent position in America for the last ten years, having appeared
in recital in every section of the country and with practically all the leading orchestras, she does not lack the prestige
which comes from many successes in other countries. Not only has she played in Europe, but she made a highly
successful tour of South America three seasons ago. Hal Crain.

APRIL 17, MUSICAL COURIER
NEGROES, AS A RACE, ARE LOSING THEIR SPLENDID VOICES, DECLARES WILSON LAMB.
Distinguished Negro Teacher-Singer Believes That it Devolves Upon His Race to Absorb White Culture Without
Losing Its Own Characteristics-Few of the Spirituals, as the white Man Sings Them, He Claims, Are Historically or
Racially Accurate, but Are the White Man's Impression of the Negro. Not long ago this writer had the pleasure of
interviewing Nathaniel Dett, negro composer. More recently he had the equal pleasure of interviewing Wilson Lamb,
negro baritone. Both men are fine, upstanding members of a fine, upstanding race; what they have to say about music
in general and about the problems of negro music, and the negro musician in particular, shows intelligence,
constructive optimism and complete freedom from bias, jealousy or any feeling of injustice or oppression.
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Mr. Lamb was born in Norfolk, Va. He was the son of Negroes who had been slaves up to the time of the
Civil War, and he was born in a typical Southern negro cabin. When he was eight years old he was taken to Boston
and was there adopted by a white family, who took care of him until he was eighteen, after which he shifted for
himself. he was educated mostly in Boston. For two years he was at Andover Academy, and for a while he studied at
the New England Conservatory of Music. Among his teachers were Wallace Goodrich, John Lane, Ivan Morowsky
and George Leach.
Since completing his musical education Mr. Lamb has made several concert tours, and the natural question
which comes to mind in this connection is one regarding audiences and prejudice. Mr. Lamb, in answer to this, stated
that no prejudice of any kind was shown, that his audiences were mostly white, except when he appeared before
negro organizations, and the critics have universally treated him as they would any other artists, neither with special
favor nor with neglect. He has received splendid notices from such imminent critics as Philip Hale and Krehbiel.
Mr. Lamb now lives and teaches in Orange, N. J. His pupils are both white and negro, and at his studio
recitals, of which he gives a series every season, is audiences are mixed. One of his pupils, Luetta Chatman, who
gave a recital at Aeolian Hall last October and was highly spoken of, is, says Mr. Lamb, so far as he knows, the first
professional negro artist trained by a negro. He is naturally proud of it, not only as a personal achievement but also
as evidence of the progress of his race. he has a right to be!
A pupil of Mr. Lamb is the leading soprano at St. Paul's Church, Newark, and another pupil of his is leading
baritone at Grace Episcopal church, Orange. Mr. Lamb himself has the choir at the Mount Olive Church, East
Orange, and this is the most proficient negro choir in the United States. They have given several cantatas, among
them Joan of Arc (Gaul), and are preparing Hiawatha (Coleridge-Taylor).
So much for a mere outline of facts relating to Mr. Lamb's attitude toward the music of the negro race and
the music of Negroes and negro composers. Those are matters in which Mr. Lamb takes an active, definite stand-the
result of experience and experiment as well as thought.
One of the confusing and complicating elements of the question he explains as the white man's tendency to
find the negro funny even when the negro is serious, and, on the other hand, to palm off on the negro what is really
the white man's sentiment. In search of some point of departure for his self-expression, Foster took the negro and
placed his own feelings and sentiments in negro dialect.
And he was only one of many who came before and after him. In the minstrel shows, which swept Europe as
well as America with their popularity a few years ago, the negro was exhibited not as he is or ever was, but as he
impressed the white man, and the thoughts and sentiments that were Put in his mouth were not his thoughts nor
sentiments, but those of the white man dressed up in picturesque guise. Consequently the negro was the subject of no
genuine study and very little of his pre-war individuality has been preserved.
Furthermore, when white singers and composers began to discover and develop the negro spiritual,
something of a similar nature followed. Few of the spirituals are historically or racially accurate, and the
interpretation even of those which have been correctly noted, and not spoiled by development and accompaniment, is
likely to be just as inaccurate, simply because it sifts through the white man's consciousness and is the white man's
impression of the negro.
Nathaniel Dett has been all through this same line of investigations and has reached about the same
conclusions, as already set forth in an interview which appeared in the Musical Courier not long ago. Naturally,
neither Mr. lamb nor Mr. Dett feels that any special harm has been done, and what the white man has accomplished
has been to give the negro a stage value and to make him more or less theatrical. But interest is growing in scientific
accuracy and actuality, and it is the effort of Mr. Lamb, Mr. Dett and others of their race, to crystallize something of
the actual negro before the rapidly changing development of the race, due to education and economic freedom, that
causes the old to disappear entirely and to give place to the less traditionally interesting new.
In the accomplishment of this, Mr. Lamb is making a specialty of the negro spirituals and is using them with
as great accuracy as possible. He fathoms the actual meaning and intention of those who set these songs together.
None of them was actually composed by any single writer, but are true folk songs, though the musical source and the
source of the words may be Anglo-Saxon. That has little bearing on the subject. The Negroes altered the tunes to suit
themselves, making them vehicles of their own self-expression, and set words to them that had little connected
meaning but had a poetic expressiveness perfectly clear to the vivid negro imagination, which is closely allied to
Oriental metaphor, allegory and mysticism.
The negro tells his tales by indirection and uses pictures of material things to express ideas that a white man
would express abstractly, and this is what causes much negro poetry to sound humorous to the ears of white men
simply because the meaning is expressed in a way entirely foreign to their habit of thought.
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How truly African the negro music is, Mr. Lamb says no one knows with any certainty, but the probabilities
are that it is not more African than jazz is negro. It is probable, says Mr. Lamb, that no memory of African music
was handed down from generation to generation among the Negroes of America, and that whatever folk songs they
may have brought with them were soon merged by the Negroes imitativeness and quickness of memory into what
they heard from their white masters.
But what did they hear, and what did they retain? Not Anglo-Saxon, Scotch, nor Irish, nor American folk
songs nor popular songs, which attracted them immediately, touching upon their superstitions, and upon the
imaginative and poetic sale of their deeply artistic natures. naturally, having practically no education in the early
years of residence here, the Negroes turned music into their natural idioms-the idioms, rhythmic, and harmonic, that
came most naturally to them. And it is doubtful if that can be called African. For in Africa they certainly never sang
their songs in four-part harmony-yet when harmony first became known to them they did not sing the harmony of the
white man but invented their own-which the white man, in spite of persistent efforts, has never succeeded in exactly
setting down in musical notation, simply because there are certain matters of rhythm, slides and glides, and vocal
color and sonority, for which our system of notation does not suffice.
In this regard Mr. Lamb calls attention to the fact that the Negroes as a race are losing their splendid voices.
The weakening, refining qualities of American civilization, and the fact that they are learning to speak English
without accent or foreign inflection, is destroying, gradually, that peculiar quality of deep sonority for which the
negro has been justly famous. In exchange the negro is gaining the power of vocal expression such as satisfies the
white man, not as something quaint and exotic, but as something which is a part of his own culture.
But Mr. Lamb feels that it devolves upon the negro to absorb white culture without losing his own
characteristics, to make culture a tool for the development of negro traditions. Already there are a number of
Negroes at work on this task, and not only is their number increasing, but also their resolution and understanding of
the task is keeping pace with this increase. it is an interesting development and one that cannot fail to interest every
American, whether white or black. F. P

APRIL 17 - MUSICAL COURIER
JEROME KERN PROTESTS - "Jazz music is nothing more than an appeal to licentious senses,:" Jerome
Kern is quoted as saying. There seems to be no more charm, delicacy and fragrance to the music played now.
Orchestras with their laughing trombones and other weird effects, change, debase and destroy the original score. The
trouble with current popular music rendition is that it runs everything into the same mold utterly heedless of the
original nature of the music and the rights of the composer, whether he be living or dead." And it is announced,
furthermore, that F. Ray Comstock and Morris Gest, producers of Sitting Pretty, Kern's latest musical comedy, have
decided to withhold the music of the new piece from radio, cabarets, jazz orchestras and phonograph records, not
because there is any objection to reproduction but because the method of reproduction is considered inadequate. Mr.
Kern practically says: "Play my music the way I wrote it or do no play it at all-it is not to be jazzed.
Whether the reasoning back of this is inspired by business or art, there is no means of knowing, and perhaps
Mr. Kern is right in objecting to his music being jazzed, but it does no harm to recall that Wagner himself enjoyed
the parodies that have been made....

APRIL 17 - MUSICAL COURIER
A JAZZED DISCUSSION.- The following interesting discussion is culled from the Cleveland (Ohio) Press,
under various dates of March:
If Mary deserts the dance floor, and you find her parked in a car outside absorbed in a petting party-it's the
jazz. At least partly.
The wailing, pounding, insistent rhythm of it has helped to arouse all her erotic instincts-and it's done the
same for Edgar, or Jimmie, or whatever man happens to be with her.
For music has ever been one of the best little allies that Cupid has, and whether it's a petting party that leads
to the Juvenile Court, or the old-fashioned sort of affair that leads to a happy ending, there's a melody in it
somewhere.
So says E. Hayden Hull, Cleveland student, psychologist, and vocational adviser.
"There is no doubt that jazz is a large contributing factor to present day immorality," he says.
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"It appeals to the instincts, not to the intellect-it breaks down repressions and conventions, and increases
abandon. It has somewhat the same intoxicating effect on a young person as a shot of moonshine.
"A dreamy waltz, on the other hand, stimulates love, too-but in a different way. It has sentiment and beauty,
and appeals to a man's imagination, so that he longs to lead his sweetheart to the altar.
"But jazz is not all bad," Hull continues. "For the girl or boy seeking excitement and relief from monotony,
listening to jazz music creates a state of pleasurable excitement, and perhaps prevents seeking it in some other way
which would be much more harmful.
"To say that jazz is dying is laughable. It is an appeal to the fundamental-to Mother nature herself.
Everyone from the savage in the jungle to the most highly civilized modern man, responds to it.
"As the quality of the jazz improves, it appeals to the more esthetic in the mentality.
"It isn't a question of having jazz, but of developing a better jazz-one of originality and harmony, that will
appeal to the mind as well as to the instincts." (Issue of March 4, 1924)
BY DAVIS
E. Hayden Hull, Cleveland psychologist, in an interview this week is quoted as saying of jazz music, "It
appeals to the instincts, not to the intellect."
In that view he is in good company. It is what we have been told with variations for several years by a great
number of earnest persons, statesmen, reformers, uplifers, sociologists and public guardians in general.
Dohnanyi, Hungarian composer, who recently conducted the Cleveland Orchestra, was quoted as saying,
"Jazz is made by the head, not by the heart. It is too intellectual."
Whiteman's jazz concert in New York recently brought jazz to the attention of regular music critics, and
other music authorities who previously had not written about it. Nearly all of them agree in general with Dolmanyi.
The musical authorities are now saying that jazz is merely clever. It is immensely clever. But that's about
all. there is no emotion in it.
The main point we make here is that one large group of persons have been protesting that jazz is
dangerously emotional, and that a new and large group of dissenters now object that it isn't emotional at all, and is
entirely intellectual.
"Put on a record, please. Yes, that one over there. The dance piece called 'Somebody's Wr-r-r-rong!'"
Recognized
It was several years ago when this department began writing about jazz music, because it had come to
occupy such an important place in the theaters and in the movie musical accompaniments.
But all we knew about it was that we liked it, and that millions of others liked it. Many musicians we asked
about it merely sniffed, or sputtered. We thought then this meant they didn't like it. Since then we have found they
didn't know much more about it than one learns about operatic music by hearing the ladies' orchestra at the Bijou
play the Sextet from Lucia.
Perhaps the most interesting thing about jazz music now is the recognition those who once sniffed at jazz
now accord it.
Rival Critics
Between the two groups who emphasize the limitations of jazz we find we are more impressed by music
authorities who say jazz lacks emotion and is superficially intellectual than by those social commentators who have
been saying it makes no appeal to the head but is dangerously emotional.
The last group seems to have been based their belief on the fact that the origins of jazz were African. They
miss the fact that the development of jazz has been by Americans in the United States.
The estimate of jazz as almost entirely intellectual matches something Dr. E. H. Reede has to say in a new
book. The American Mind in Action. (Just published by Harper's) SAYS DR. REEDE - "Typical American artists,"
Says Dr. Reede
"Typical American artists, says Dr. Reede, "repressing his instincts, cannot drift into the emotional creations
which are the very stuff of artistic thought. In all the merely intellectual qualities of art he is a past master. But in
emotional quality he is commonly thin, and the foreigner is right when he considers this thinness Puritanical."
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Jazz is naturally intellectual and unemotional because it is American, if one may accept the views of Dr.
Reede in the American Mind in Action. (Issue of March 6)
HEAD-WORK
It's a new idea that jazz and most other art in this country is intellectual rather than emotional. So much
emphasis always has been put on the assumption that jazz music is extremely, even dangerously emotional.
But we find the new idea of jazz more and more convincing as we check up on it.
BY HULL
E. Hayden Hull, personal engineer and analyst of Cleveland, writes: "Your summary of the various opinions
regarding jazz was extremely interesting. Although this discussion of jazz is a little foreign to my usual occupation of
employee selection and vocational counsel, I should like to, _____continue it briefly, in order to bring out some
points which were left out in my previous interview for the sake of brevity.
"The study of the human mind and how it works applies in detail to every phase of life, including jazz. And
people are all pretty much alike under their skins.
"Deems Taylor tells of an amusing incident that happened at the now famous concert of jazz songs given by
Eva Gauthier in New York.
"He was sitting next to a foreign diplomat, a man of great reserve. During the first group of jazz songs the
diplomat maintained his poise, but appeared puzzled. During the second group, his toes began to tap the floor. during
the third group he wiggled his shoulders in shameless abandon and enjoyment.
"The real argument among the people you quote seems to be whether jazz is intellectual or emotional. Our
diplomat did not forget his dignity because he was immersed in any intellectual abstraction. The blood of his wardancing ancestors just got stirred up a little."
BY HULL
"Of course there is a reason," continues Hull. "There is apportion of the brain whose function it is to
respond to rhythm. This portion is very well supplied with blood from the heart and is subject to great excitement.
When excited this in turn increases the heart-beat, raises the blood-pressure, exalts the feelings and makes us want to
do something between keeping time and fighting.
"In all the nations the warlike music, generating a high emotional intensity, has been rhythmic whatever else
it was. Uncouth persons might remind us that the wedding march is also rhythmic-but that is another story. Strong
rhythm has always contributed to releasing the instinct for positive action, whether it be a fight or a frolic."

BY DAVIS
Of course. But as far as strength of rhythm goes a fox-trot by Whiteman differs only in degree from a march
by Sousa.
BY HULL
"Africans use jazz because it delivers the goods emotionally, when they want to go on a jazz spree. The
excessive excitement of the brain area of the sense of rhythm provides similar reflexes in the human being, whether
he lives in an African jungle or just off Broadway.
"Naturally, when jazz came to America," concludes Hull, "we started in to put our own individuality into it.
We began to introduce the higher musical and esthetic elements which would raise it above the beating of the tomtom and make it conform more nearly to the level of our mentalities. It doesn't mean anything in particular that we
have not developed it into the perfection of the creations of Strauss and Stravinsky.
"Page Father Time. America will make real music out of it yet.
"It is notable, also, that the further we develop it, the more we are getting away from the insistent rhythm
beating savagely at the bottom of the scale. That is civilization. But if the change is too intellectual for the critics let
them go back and get their jazz raw."
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BY DAVIS
Mr. Hull writes about emotions of those who listen to jazz. Maybe he is correct in his observation that it
makes them emotional. They don't look very emotional to us though even when they listen to jazz, and surely they
aren't emotional when they don't. (At least, when one compares them or Latin or Gallic Europeans.
For our own part the four-four time of the jazz fox-trot, with a routine orchestral background, doesn't stir
our emotions. After a few minutes of listening, we are bored and ready to act on the theater program advice to look
for the nearest exit. It is different dancing to such music, of course. To dance is to take part in it, as much as if one
were beating the drum oneself, and music never seems so bad to one who makes it. But we will leave the effect of
jazz music on listeners to Mr. Hull.
What we wish to write here is about jazz music itself. Those who say jazz music is getting away from the
insistent rhythm aren't speaking precisely, we think. In the leading jazz bands the beat has become more and more
rigid as the music written between the beats has become more intricate and more highly developed.
It is the invention of a background of color in unusual harmonies, counter melodies and rhythmic effects
within these rigid beats which characterizes the new jazz music. Here is something closely related to modern music
and perhaps helps to explain why jazz is distasteful to those who dislike the modern music of such as Stravinksy.
But invention is intellectual rather than emotional, and that may be as true of invention for jazz as invention
in mechanics.
For a week we have been watching the process of turning simple melodies into orchestra jazz pieces
Spitaly's band is to record for Victor.
It is a highly complicated process, requiring a wide, thorough knowledge of music, and more practice than
ever is given to playing ordinary symphonies. One piece ends with a crashing banjo run thorough the chromatic scale
in three octaves. It is something that couldn't be done on the piano, we are told, and effective and characteristic jazz
effect. But all this, like other decoration, seems intellectual rather than emotional - (issue of March 13)

APRIL 24 - MUSICAL OBSERVER
STOKOWSKI DECLARES IN FAVOR OF "JAZZ". Modern Composers Leaning Towards the Syncopated
idiom. In America lies the future of music. Amid the chaos, the nebulous uncertainty, the constant ferment of new
thoughts, new modes of expression through which the art of music is today drifting, America stands out as the hope
of the world, declared Leopold Stokowski in the last of the series of musical talks which he has been holding this
season in the foyer of the Academy of Music. The subject of his discourse was "What is the Music of the Future to
BE?"
Speaking of the different directions in which modern music is tending, Dr. Stokowski assigned to the oftdisparaged jazz its definite and unquestionable place among the legacies that will be handed down by this generation
to posterity.
Says Jazz is Here to Stay
"Jazz," said Dr. Stokowski, "Has come to stay. It is an expression of the times, of the breathless, energetic,
super-active times in which we are living, and it is useless to fight against it. Already its vigor, its new vitality, is
beginning to manifest itself."
The negro musicians of America are playing a great part in this change. They have an open mind, an
unbiased outlook on music. In America, I think, there lies perhaps the greatest hope in the whole musical world.
"In France today there are many clever musicians, most outstanding of whom are Debussy and Ravel. In
England a school is growing steadily, and shortly it will burst into bloom like a flower. But though there is much
talent, the world is still in the throes of a big unrest, for which it is striving to find expression. there is no great spirit,
no great genius, such as Wagner, dominating the world of music at the present time."
Tendencies in Modern Music
Dr. Stokowski said that among the tendencies noticeable in modern music was the disregard of the old
major scale for a scale composed entirely of whole tones, the development of color combinations in music and the
tendency toward the introduction of the quarter-tone.
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"The quarter-tone when it comes," he said, "will create a terrible disturbance in music. Virtually all the
instruments will have to be changed, and we shall have to have an entirely new scale. With the present instruments,
we should need four hands to play them with a twenty-four tone scale, or else we must devise some entirely new way
of playing them."
Dr. Stokowski dwelt also upon the inability of the average person to comprehend music today without the
guidance and help of an interpreter.
"With the very complex music of today an interpreter is a very important factor. The composer creates a
work. The interpreter recreates it and breathes life into it and makes it a living, pulsating, vibrating thing.
"Art is going to develop in the future, speedily and in multiple forms. There will be no prohibition going on
in music. There is going to be greater and greater variety, because it is going to reach more and more persons, and
music is going to enter more and more into our lives and become a part of our philosophy.-N. Y. Evening Post.

APRIL 26 - LITERARY DIGEST
THE EFFORT TO TAKE JAZZ SERIOUSLY - "I shall kill you," says Mr. Paul Rosenfeld to his fellow
critic, Mr. Gilbert Seldes. "On the night when the last symphony orchestra proudly gives up the ghost at the last
Beethoven concert in the New World, I shall certainly kill you." For Mr. Seldes has written favorably of jazz, and
jazz, thinks Mr. Rosenfeld, will yet supplant dignified music completely. However, Mr. Seldes is not affrighted. In
Arts and Decoration he tells of Mr. Rosenfeld's awful threat, and at once goes on to write of jazz more favorably than
ever. Says he"
"Among the lively arts, jazz is at present the most promising. It is hard, precise, and unsentimental. (Even
the most sentimental tune hardens under the orchestral treatment of jazz.) It is not sloppy, it is self-assured, it is never
dull. And it is a growing thing, not a manufactured, and not an imitative one. The jazz of ten years ago was impudent
and mocking. The horseplay in it is still practiced to some extent by such a jazz-band leader as Ted Lewis;
Whiteman and Vincent Lopez preserve the lightness of spirit, transferring the jokes to the musical instruments and to
the transformations in tempo which they make. The orchestra as now constituted exploits the banjo and the
saxophone, which, it is surprising to learn, were absent from the original jazz bands. In reality the characteristic of
the modern jazz band is its deficiency in strings, made up by diversity in woodwind, exuberance of brass, and the
utilization of the saxophone family, which has the ambiguous quality of wind and brass, of reed and bell. That
constitution is suitable enough for dancing; if the jazz orchestra ever becomes a concert body, the strings will have to
be enlarged.
"The music played is still largely popular music, but this, too, has undergone many changes in the last ten
years. Essentially you may say that ten years ago songs were written to be sung; now they are written to be played
and danced. The freedom of rhythm, the variety of cadence, the capricious shifting of accents, all result from this
change and all tend to make the music more interesting. The feebleness harmonically is also due to the use to which
popular music is put, for harmonic interest is not necessary when you hear with your body. As soon as jazz begins to
be listened to, that is, begins to be considered musically, we may look for a greater melodic and harmonic interest. It
is to be hoped that the exhilaration of fresh rhythms will not depart."
In Mr. Seldes's opinion, "the freshness of jazz" is "the one thing which stands between us and the doleful
picture drawn by Mr. Rosenfeld," As we are told,
"Here the breath of life is definite, even if it is not always a great wind; here sharp minds and simple souls
are expressing something gay and light, with simplicity and a certain carelessness of conventional pedantry which is
near to courage. Jazz is roaring and stamping and vulgar, you may say; but you can not say that it is pale and polite
and dying. Intellectually, one claims, it is trivial; emotionally it deals with the common; structurally it is weak, and as
a whole it is a blackjack, commanding you to stand and deliver your emotional reactions. I do not admit these things,
but even if they were true they would indicate sources of strength and of growth. The mechanism which at the
moment corresponds so tragically to a mechanical civilization may be infused with humanity. And the strength, the
touch upon common things, the hold upon common emotions, the almost rapturous freedom, the carelessness , the
lack of dignity, the very vulgarity, if you insist, of jazz are treasures beyond price in a world which is busy with
business and a society corrupted by false ideas of politeness and gentility in the arts. Jazz at least is mastering its
machine instead of allowing itself to be enslaved. It will not sacrifice music and it will possibly create music. I think
that those who fear it too much, who find it not dainty enough, who will not incorporate it in the body of music, will
do the more harm to the art they love."
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Thus ends Mr. Seedless defense of jazz-for the present-but one may surmise that he will soon write further,
inasmuch as an article by the musical critic of the London Times reports impressions of jazz, in America. Says the
returned British traveler, provocatively:
"A movement, which was amusingly illustrated in a song recital given by that excellent artist, Miss Eva
Gauthier, is the attempt of the 'young' group of American musicians to take 'jazz' seriously. 'Jazz,' they say, is,
indeed, something which has sprung from our soil: let us accept it and enjoy it. Quite so; why not? Acting on the
suggestion, I spent a delightful evening with some musical friends, sampling the admirable 'jazz' bands of various
entertainments on Broadway, and the time was well spent.
"Besides discovering at last what it the technical distinction between 'jazz' and its elder relative 'ragtime' I
heard enough of it to realize its lure when all more reasonable music is banished from the mind. But what Miss
Gauthier did was to put a group of such songs in an Aeolian hall program, ranging from Purcell and Byrd to Bartok
and Schoenberg, and a refined audience listened to 'Alexander's Ragtime Band,' feeling that she and they were
making fools of themselves together. An uncomfortable business, only worth recalling to show how many are the
birth pangs which must be suffered before an 'American School of Composition' can draw breath.

APRIL - METRONOME
NEGRO SPIRITUALS by Nan Bagby Stephens - Recent custom of including at least one negro spiritual on
concert programs has familiarized the public with songs long hidden from any but the Southern People, who, having
always accepted them as part of the very fibre of their existence, did not recognize their full value.
For many years the slave songs, camp meeting tunes and the real spirituals of the church service were
passed from father to son literally by word of mouth. Gradually they came to be regarded as worth recording. It is
eminently fitting that men of the negro race-Burleigh, Coleridge-Taylor, Carl Diton and others-should be the first to
acquaint the music lovers of America with the songs of their own people.
There are as many different dialects among the Negroes as there are in the various sections of Italy. The
Negro from the coast of South Carolina or Georgia speaks a foreign language to the wharf darky of New Orleans.
And again, the Negro from the lower part of Florida mingles in his speech so many words from the Spanish of the
Cuban population that he is not able to make himself understood by those from the inland States. Essentially a child
of the valley and of warmth and sunshine, it is rare that he is to be found in the mountain regions.
The same holds true with negro music. The song of the coast negro as he sells shrimps or bananas is
different, not so much in the actual intervals as in the cadences and rhythm. The negro of the Louisiana wharves
shows plainly the influence of the French in his gay tunes, that of the Florida negro the Spanish lilt strangely mixed
with the minor intervals of his own race. Perhaps the best example of the negro music can be found in the plantation
songs of Georgia, Alabama and Mississippi. There has been no foreign influence here. The music is elemental,
plaintive, almost weird. The intervals are not on the keyboard of our pianos. If the negro music were actually written
as it sounds, it would be a new scale with new intervals that would astonish the ultra-modernists.
Spirituals, being the elemental music of the race, are simple. They are not suited to the elaboration's of a
concert achievement, as some composers seem to think. Their beauty is so sincere, their appeal so direct, that they
need no embellishment.
To hear them at their best one should pass by some small country church and listen to the singing from a
distance. It is then that one hears the unusual harmonization, the weird humming cadences, the wonderful pathos and
beauty of the negro music.
Rhythm is the foundation of their music, of their speech, of their motion. It is impossible for them to listen
to a sermon without some expression either of song or of rhythmical speech, so timed as to be in accord with the
tempo of the minister's phrases. The result is astonishingly like well-rehearsed chanting, although it is never twice the
same.
The words of their spirituals seldom mean what the music makes of them, but we accept them as fitting
without exactly knowing why. The songs must not be analyzed if one would keep their value.
Last Spring I had the privilege of attending a service at Fisk University in Nashville, where three hundred
singers delighted us with spirituals sung with that rare quality of voice, that simplicity and plaintive tenderness of the
old plantation negro. It is a great contribution to our music of America that these songs are being preserved as race
music by the Negroes themselves. The school at Tuskegee, Ala., founded by Booker Washington , has a large chorus
and a band which travels through the South, giving concerts not only in the negro churches but in the concert halls of
the larger cities. It is hard to estimate the influence of such organizations in contributing toward greater music for
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America. If each section of our country were taught the value and significance of its own particular music and
followed the example of the negro choruses, we should have a foundation of folk music which would quickly
develop into national value
PREDICT BRIGHT FUTURE FOR MUSIC CALLED JAZZ
Berlin, Whiteman and Hasselmans Regard it as America's Contribution to the Arts of the World. What is
the future of jazz? Is it a passing fad, or will it stay? Three of the leading authorities on the subject were asked by the
New York Times what they thought about it. Here is the composite of their answers:
"It is a contribution of America to the arts. It is recognized the world over as a part of the musical folk lore
of this country; it is as thoroughly and typically American as the Monroe Doctrine, the fourth of July, or baseball.
"Further, jazz is going to make the world safe for musical democracy. It is going to seat the highbrow
beside the lowbrow at concerts. There will be endowed chairs for the dissemination of knowledge of jazz at the
foremost conservatories of music. In that bright future, syncopation will doff its informal attire and don evening
clothes, even to the high hat and the cape.
"The jazz composers have not really begun to write. Jazz is today where the automobile was in 1899.
Irving Berlin, Paul Whiteman and L. Hasselmans are the painters of this glowing picture. Mr. Berlin writes
jazz, Mr. Whiteman plays it, Mr. Hasselmans listens to it. The last named is conductor at the Metropolitan Opera
House when French operas are given.
There is a profound and lasting quality in America popular music that assures it of consistent development,
according to Mr. Berlin. To him it is the rhythmic beat of our everyday lives. Its swiftness is interpretative of our
verve and speed and ceaseless activity . When commuters no longer rush for trains, when taxi-cabs pause at corners,
when business men take afternoon siestas, then, perhaps, jazz may pass
Jazz must no longer crack the ear-drums to win attention, according to Mr. Whiteman, who has been called
the "King of Syncopators."
Mr. Hasselmans thinks that undoubtedly some popular music is bad, but that this is also true of some
classical music.
All friends of jazz admit that it has an unpleasant and unfortunate name. They expect it to lose its infant
appellation and assume a more sober title somewhere along its progress toward establishment as a permanent form of
music.

APRIL - ARTS AND DECORATION
POSITION OF JAZZ IN AMERICAN MUSICAL DEVELOPMENT. Will Its virtues Give Freshness and
Intensity to Our Music? by Gilbert Seldes My friend, Paul Rosenfeld, a wise and sensitive critic of many arts, has
described to me the time when all the symphony orchestras will have died, but one, and this one will proudly give up
the ghost at the last Beethoven concert in the New World. "At that concert," says Mr. Rosenfeld, "I shall kill you,"
Because, in his eyes, I am the advocatus diaboli; I have given aid and comfort to the enemy-jazz. Yet the assumption
that I will be present at the concert is flattering;' and I have assured him that if the last Beethoven concert is devoted
entirely to Bach, I will be there.
"Although," as the Lord chancellor sings, "the compliment implied inflates me with legitimate pride, it
nevertheless can't be denied that it has its inconvenient side. For it happens that of all the arts, the art of music is the
one which touches me most deeply; my response to it is purest, my satisfactions in it more varied and more profound
than in any other art. I care intensely for Bach and for Strawinsky. Yet it is true that since 1915 or so I have written
with enthusiasm about popular American music and find myself now quoted as declaring that jazz is the only music
of the future. I have, of course, said no such nonsensical thing. I have said that it is our (American) characteristic
expression, our current mode, and that whatever elements of hysteria it may have for Europe, for us "it is the normal
development of our resources, the expected, and wonderful, arrival of America at a point of creative intensity."
In the February issue of this journal Mr. Charles L. Buch a man discussed the national Music fallacy,
demolishing the idea that music must, or even can, be national. His essay is not, in actual effect, an attack on jazz so
much as on the preposterous claims made for it. "When a person tells us that ragtime and jazz are the only genuine
American music, and that our future symphonies and sonatas must be written in this idiom, it is," he asserts; "going a
bit too far." And, "if the present jazz mania is exalted into a fetish by our clever but somewhat half-baked
intelligentsia and the professional modernist, there is no telling where we shall end up, and it is certain that the
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musical development of this country will be incalculably handicapped." Ah, well, even these simple and apparently
undebatable sentences are full of pitfalls. Mr. Buchanan is, like most civilized persons, interested in genuine music
more than in genuine American music; but if "it is going too far," can he name any other genuinely-American music?
Not MacDowell, not Loeffler, not Ornstein. And as for exalting the jazz mania into a fetish-can we not reduce these
harsh words to more amenable terms? If the "clever but half-baked" persuade American composers to listen as
attentively to popular American music as Strawinsky listens to it, is it not conceivable that they will find it as
interesting, musically, as he does? For he does, and I deny the right of anyone to suggest that this austerely serious
genius is affected or insincere in the matter. He told me on the one occasion I spoke at length with him that popular
music is the only thing issuing from America which interests him intensely. What harm can it do our composers to
give it the same chance to interest them?
In February and (compelled by an overwhelming demand) again in March Mr. Paul Whiteman gave a
concert of popular music in Aeolian Hall in New York. He conducted at this concert the jazz band, or "small
orchestra" he leads at the Palais Royal, augmenting its string choir considerably. Except for two or three numbers,
the music played was ragtime-music written to be sung or danced, and scored for dancing exclusively. these pieces
possessed a purely musical interest, especially in their rhythmic devices and in the freedom and beauty of their tonal
effects. Further, George Gershwin, a composer of popular music endowed with extraordinary gifts, wrote a
Rhapsody in Blue which is, in effect, a concerto, the first ever composed for solo instrument and jazz band. (It would
be more magnificent not to intrude the words jazz and jazz band; but, for reasons I will not go into now, they seem to
me the correct names, and invented substitutes are awkward and unnecessary since jazz is good enough to carry even
an equivocal name. Let it be only understood that be jazz I mean not the "sour music" of ten years ago, but the
beautiful scoring of today.) here was real music, in essence the same as the numbers of a symphony concert. You felt
that it was great or trivial, interesting or dull. You found in it fresh rhythms or banal harmonies or rich tone color or
melodic poverty; the details do not matter, because even the skeptics found themselves compelled to speak of it as
music, in musical terms. And the second point of interest is that fundamentally it was music, expressing something
specific the composer had to say, in the popular musical idiom of America. The obvious deductions are, first, that
our composers of popular music may produce work of more musical interest and, second, that our composers of
(shall I call it) serious music may be able to employ the popular idiom. I do not say "must." May is enough.
The characteristic rhythm which they may employ is, of course, that based on syncopation, a musical
device universally known, but brought to a point of complexity in American popular music as a development from
the genuine folk music of the negro slave in whom it is an innate mode of being. (If in doubt, consult H. E. Krehbiel's
Afro-American Folksongs, in which he talks of the artistic interest in the rhythms of Dahoman war dances.) It is
possible that an American composer will write great music without syncopating a single bar; it will be because his
artistic life is associated with another background. All that the enthusiasts for jazz claim is that the exploitation of its
virtues can give freshness and intensity to music.
The position of jazz, and its capacity to interest intelligent people, will be more easily understood if we
concede at once that America has no separate tradition of culture; except for architecture I can think of no art in
which we have a specific mode of our own. This is neither a fault nor a disgrace; it even has large advantages. Nor
have we, strictly speaking, any folk arts of our own. The result is that the creative artist, fulfilling the normal desire
to take root, falls back on European tradition and it is only in the case of a great genius that this adventure succeeds.
It is now suggested that he link his spirit with the thing which in our country takes the place of the folk arts and, in a
slender way, is art itself, this is in music, popular ragtime; generally it is the minor arts, what I have called "the seven
lively arts."
For these arts it is necessary to claim nothing except that they are interesting and entertaining; that they are
a definite expression of our life is too obvious to need comment. In every country and in every age these minor arts
have been cherished; they are always national, almost clannish-private to the people who create them We can cherish
them all the more for our lack of others. This does not mean that our ultimate word in the arts will be expressed in
jazz, the comic strip, and the slapstick film; it means only that at this moment the lively arts are our most intense
expression , and that the aesthetic interest they possess is large. For myself, I believe that they are not engaged in war
upon the great arts; they may actually minister to our appreciation. By their technical expertness, their clearness of
conception, their honesty and simplicity, they are opposed to the fake in art just as the great arts are opposed to the
fake. And their brightness and gaiety are a blessed relief after the solemn dullness of the pretentiously false.
Among these lively arts, jazz is at present the most promising. it is hard, precise, and unsentimental. (Even
the most sentimental tune hardens under the orchestral treatment of jazz.) It is not sloppy, it is self-assured, it is never
dull. And it is a growing thing, not a manufactured, and not an imitative one. The jazz of ten years ago was impudent
and mocking. The horseplay in it is still practiced to some extent by such a jazz band leader as Ted Lewis; Whiteman
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and Vincent Lopez preserve the lightness of spirit, transferring the jokes to the musical instruments and to the
transformations in tempo which they make. The orchestra as now constituted exploits the banjo and the saxophone,
which, it is surprising to learn, were absent from the original jazz bands. In reality the characteristic of the modern
jazz band is its deficiency in strings, made up by diversity in woodwinds, exuberance of jazz, and the utilization of
the saxophone family which has the ambiguous quality of wind and brass, of reed and bell. That constitution is
suitable enough for dancing; if the jazz orchestra ever becomes a concert body, the strings will have to be enlarged.
The music played is still largely popular music, but this, too, has undergone many changes in the last ten
years. Essentially you may say that ten years ago songs were written to be sung; now they are written to be played
and danced. The freedom of rhythm, the variety of cadence, the capricious shifting of accents, all result from this
change, and all tend to make the music more interesting. The feebleness harmonically is also due to the use to which
popular music is put, for harmonic interest is not necessary when you hear with your body. As soon as jazz begins to
be listened to, that is, begins to be considered musically, we may look for a greater melodic and harmonic interest. It
is to be hoped that the exhilaration of fresh rhythms will not depart.
For the freshness of jazz is the one thing which, it seems to me, stands between us and the doleful picture
drawn by Mr. Rosenfeld. To him jazz is the triumph of mechanism and opposed to the escaping, flowing spirit of
man which expresses itself in art. So the moving picture is the mechanics of drama, so everything we manufacture is
the mechanical counterpart of the thing we ought to create. We look out on a world sinking under the weight of the
machine, and find that even our human feelings turn into engines of propaganda or charity or whatever. The creative
spirit-which is the only spirit worth anything-is being driven out by the constructive, the acquisitive, the mechanical
spirit. We no longer make; we buy. So we are not poets, but shopkeepers. The great river of life dries up; and
although a Picasso, a Strawinsky, a Joyce, a Russian Ballet, still comes to us, we ourselves live in a desert. (Mr.
Eliot's "The Waste Land" expresses some of these feelings with poignancy and in poetry which is itself creative,
powerful and beautiful.) If these things are so, if civilization is becoming mechanized to the point where it soon must
begin to die, the disappearance of the arts will be the first symptom. Man will stop creating.
But this will happen if he no longer takes pleasure in the arts. The intellectual effort even to understand artnot to speak of creation-is great, and we may be turning our intelligences forever to other things. Certainly no
observer can call ours a greatly creative age, speaking not of the sublime individuals, but of the great number. And
that is why the pleasure in the lively arts is so keen. For here the breath of life is definite, even if it is not always a
great wind; here sharp minds and simple souls are expressing something gay and light, with simplicity and a certain
carelessness of conventional pedantry which is near to courage. Jazz is roaring and stamping and vulgar, you may
say; but you cannot say that it is pale and polite and dying. Intellectually, one claims, it is trivial; emotionally it deals
with the common; structurally it is weak, and as a whole it is a blackjack, commanding you to stand and deliver you
emotional reactions. I do not admit these things, but even if they were true they would indicate sources of strength
and of growth. The mechanism which at the moment corresponds so tragically to a mechanical civilization may be
infused with humanity. And the strength, the touch upon common things, the hold upon common emotions, the
almost rapturous freedom, the carelessness, the lack of dignity, the very vulgarity, if you insist, of jazz are treasures
beyond price in a world which is busy with business and a society corrupted by false ideas of politeness and gentility
in the arts. Jazz at least is mastering its machine instead of allowing itself to be enslaved. It will not sacrifice music
and it will possibly create music. I think that those who fear it too much, who find it not dainty enough, who will not
incorporate it in the body of music, will do the more harm to the art they love.

APRIL - THE BATON
ACCURSED JAZZ by Henry F. Butler. - Last February twelfth, Mr. Paul Whiteman led his famous
orchestra through an interesting program at Aeolian Hall. This unprecedented defilement of a veritable sanctuary of
"classical" music was explained by elaborate program notes. As though fearful of what might happen to him, Mr.
Whiteman employed the services of an announcer, who called Mr. Whiteman's stunt an "Experiment in Modern
Music." The announcer then gave an exhaustive and tiresome comparison of the iniquitous "jazz" of ten years ago
with modern "symphonic" dance music. When the audience had been lulled into soporific repose, the program
began, a program which has become historic through its extensive press notices. It was an afternoon of fascinating
music, for which no apology was necessary. Mr. Whiteman has formed a dance orchestra of the finest jazz artists
available; he has virtually started a new style of dance playing; but we may safely question whether he has
accomplished any more than that. Moreover, we may ask if his contention against jazz of a decade ago is altogether
justified or even sincere. Has dance music really progressed to such an extant that we can say, "Now everything is all
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right; dance music is so much better than it used to be that our sons and daughters are entirely safe. No more will our
children-God bless 'em, the little dears- hear the dreadful, noises that used to resound through dance halls. Does Mr.
Whiteman's playing really prove what he tries to prove? I think not.
First of all, however, we must dismiss the charge of iniquity against jazz. Jazz is not iniquitous; it is merely
stimulating, stimulating to tired minds and bodies, and hence quite valuable in its place. But its value ceases with its
rhythms, because there is virtually no merit in the harmonies of jazz. Most dance music is written by men of talent
but no education; many jazz composers are unable to write notes. Seated at the piano, these men pick out tunes
which are immediately written down by a paid scribe-probably someone from the Ear-Training Department of the I.
M A. Consequently, dance music is usually banal. The only thing that makes it endurable is the skillful method of
arrangement used by good orchestras. Mr. Whiteman has been singularly successful in this sort of thing. Perhaps he
has sensed the monotony of popular music; for he has arranged several legitimate compositions for the dance hall.
This is only a crude makeshift. To be sure, "classical" music sounds more finished and symmetrical than popular
music when it is orchestrated like popular music, but it loses its identity in the change. thus, MacDowell's "To a Wild
Rose" becomes an entrancing fox trot, but it ceases to be "To a Wild Rose." Imagine a group of saxophones and a
banjo singing the praises of the frail woodland flower! In the same way, Rimsky-Korsakoff's "Song of India" suffers.
Yet people must dance. Dancing is the most popular form of social diversion; it has occupied this position
for centuries. Why isn't there a modern literature of dance music? Bach, Haydn, Mozart and Beethoven all wrote
dance music, wonderful dance music. Their music is no longer useful, because the old dance forms have "gone out."
Today, the demand for dance music is enormous, and people are quite willing to pay for what they get. The
composers of "Yes, We have No Bananas," made more money than the total combined earnings of Bach, Haydn,
Mozart and Beethoven. Did they deserve it? I ask you. One very prolific and prosperous composer of popular music
has risen from the gutter, almost wholly without education. His music shows talent, but its general effect can best be
described by the much used term, "blah." This is the situation: what can we do about it?
We can do only one thing; educate the composer of jazz. If necessary, drag him, force to the I. M. A. and
make him take a course in theory. Make him pay a thousand dollars for the course, so that Mr. Moren may attain his
heart's desire, a huge cork mat for the entrance hall. Seriously, however, popular music would very greatly improve if
the writers of it learned the rudiments of harmony and composition. The fruitless attempts of certain "highbrow"
composers at writing jazz have shown that jazz is not to be tampered with except by those who are born with the gift
of syncopation. This talent, combined with a working knowledge of theory, would make a composer of really
interesting jazz. Let the music student become interested in writing in modern dance forms. Teach him the fox trot
rather than the minuet or the gavotte. At present, the fox trot is commonplace; why not improve it? Think it over.
But, for the sake of all that's holy, if you haven't the gift of syncopation, stay away from writing jazz.

MAY 12 - INDEPENDENT
JAZZ WORSHIP by Pitts Sanborn. - From the negro dives of the New Orleans water front where aid and
uplift have never cast their moral blight, to the august harboring of Carnegie Hall, New York, for the benefit of the
American Academy at Rome, under the most decorous of patronage; such, briefly, to date, is the progress recorded
for jazz in the United States. Needless to say, jazz has for several years been the rage of Europe; Asia and Africa
have slid and trotted to its victorious rhythm; visitors to Iceland have found it acclimated in that Nordic Island;
seekers after the genuine tango in the cabarets of Buenos Aires have returned in baffled bitterness-not a thing to
dance to there but Broadway jazz! As if all this were not enough, the composers of two hemispheres, the young
composers and some not so young, have eagerly welcomed jazz into the fellowship of what the most unyielding of
the pundits would admit as art.
In spite of the conquest of the whole earth by jazz, it seems to have taken a very definite gesture on the part
of one man to obtain official recognition, so to say, for an accomplished fact. That high priest and arch celebrant of
jazz, Paul Whiteman, transported his Palais Royal orchestra (augmented by some violins and double-basses in view
of the size and nature of the concert room) to Aeolian hall, New York, in February last for an "experiment," as the
concert was modestly denominated. The success of the "experiment" led Mr. Whiteman to repeat it in March. Now,
on April 21, journeying from a hall oftenest associated with chamber music to the larger Carnegie home of the
symphony, Mr. Whiteman and his men have followed their 'experiments" with a concert (of nearly identical
programme, by the way), sponsored by the local might of music and of fashion, for the benefit of an institution no
less orthodox than the American Academy at Rome. This concert completed for jazz its novitiate and glad initiation.
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But what is jazz? Far be it from me to attempt an answer to a question that the jazzmen themselves have
answered so comprehensively by deed and so imperfectly by word. It has this in common with divinity; we are
tolerably sure of what it is not, but woe unto that impious adventurer who would undertake to tell just what it is!
Some one has called it "sour music." that accounts for the drolleries of the clarinet in the low resorts of New Orleans,
but it does not account for the insistent, maddening rhythm; for the wailing scoops and slides, for the vagaries of
"stopped" notes, for the reminiscence of plantation "blues," for the plangent echo of the Hawaiian ukulele, and for
that multiple and uncrowned monarch of the whole jazz band, the saxophone.
The actual route of jazz is surprising. From New Orleans it jumped to Chicago-the cradle, curiously enough,
of the "Chihuaha Shimmy"-and thence to San Francisco's Barbary Coast, where the Hawaiian spices entered the hell
broth. From there it leaped the continent to New York, reaching Manhattan as concomitant of those astonishing
"new" dances, the "Turkey Trot," the "Grizzly Bear," the "Bunny Hug," whose names already savor of antiquity. It
jigged and jangled in triumphant obbligato to the forward march of the A. E. F. Europe, friend and foe, succumbed
as one. After Europe, world conquest was inevitable. The leap from those first "sour" notes of negro drollery beside
the Mississippi levees, to the spreading music paper of a Stravinsky, a Haba, a Hindemith, seems incredible. But it is
what has happened. The most enterprising of the composers of Europe have head, liked, and takes up the strain.
As for our own composers, we have evidence daily of the road they are treading more and more
numerously. The veteran Victor Herbert wrote a suite of serenades for Mr. Whiteman's "experimental" programme,
and young George Gershwin contributed a brief piano concerto entitled "Rhapsody in Blue." True, some observers
of the phenomenon are less persuaded of its ultimate scope and persistence than are others. Still, there is eminent
comfort for the shouters on the side of jazz. I have heard Willem Mengelberg of Holland declare recently that he
confidently expects the real American school of music to issue from just such sources as Paul Whiteman's orchestra
of jazzmen.

MAY 22 - MUSICAL COURIER
WHITMAN AND WHITEMAN - (To the musical Courier:) - Mr. Ernest Bloch, who has been syndicating
a series of articles on "Great Composers" to daily newspapers throughout the country , covered the static portions of
his work acceptably, perhaps. But when he makes the startling declaration finally that "the music of America has
been written thus far only by Walt Whitman," it is to wonder. He adds: "When a musician comes in this country who
can put into music what Whitman has written in words, we will have the first real American music!"
The musician who can do that has already come. Jazz is to music exactly what Walt Whitman is to poetry.
Both of them in great measure defy every rule of grace and beauty and appeal only to the primitive senses of sound
and sight. Both stir the crudest instincts of rhythm wandering in the mazes of indefiniteness. In both you can
visualize the naked and painted savage stamping around in the dust with the "goose-step" of an arrogant rooster in
the barnyard.
If Whitman is the god of American music then Whiteman is his prophet, and jazz is the ultimate of
American art. Let us fairly understand, however, that Whiteman wrote no poetry measured by the world's established
definition of poetry. It is noticeable that Mr. Bloch quotes nothing from Whitman to give illustration to his
contention. Nobody ever quotes from Whitman. There is nothing to quote from him but yowling philosophical and
physiological platitudes expressed in noisy egotism. He belongs eminently, wholly and naturally, to the jazz cult, in
which Sears-Roebuck catalogues and city directories are the chaocies flowers of the emotional garden. Y. E. A.
This letter regarding the opinions of Mr. Bloch, distinguished composer and director of the Cleveland
Institute, scarcely demands any comment. There are few people who will agree with the writer that Walt Whitman
wrote jazz. Indeed, his poetry so lacks rhythm that it is difficult to perceive the association. And a good many people
find his Leaves of Grass one of America's masterpieces. Whitman and Poe are the two American writers most
esteemed abroad, and there was a large group of American composers in the days of the Wa-Wan press and Arthur
Farwell who made Whitman their prophet.
And why all of this estimating of American composers anyway? the easiest way to answer critics like Bloch
is to ask him whether he knows all of the American music that has been written? Of course he does not. .No one
does. Large works are given unwillingly, once or twice, in one or two cities, carelessly rehearsed, carelessly played,
and then even their names are forgotten except by the devoted few.
But we frankly doubt if Bloch intended his criticism the way it sounds from this short quotation. What he no
doubt means is that American composers should try to see America as Whitman saw America, making America the
subject of their work, and striving to express American themes in American idioms.
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Every one who is genuinely interested in American music will agree with him-except, apparently, the
composers. They, many of them, still choose foreign poems for the setting, still use foreign names on their
compositions, still dabble in poor imitations of foreign idioms. Walt Whitman did none of those things. In rough
Americanize he painted America, just plain America as he saw it, as we all see it. he had mighty little interest in
Negroes and Indians-our composers have little interest in anything else-except Russia, France, Germany, Spain,
Egypt, the South Sea Island, Japan, China, India, etc., etc., and a thousand et ceteras to follow.
Perhaps Whitman's listing of things reminds one of a Sears-Roebuck mail-order catalogue, but, at least, it is
a catalogue of American things, and if American composers could be persuaded to see America by this route, by all
means then let them get hold of Whitman. The reason jazz is having a certain success just now is not because it is
good, or because anybody thinks it is good, but because it is American. Composers, think it over.

MAY 22 - MUSICAL COURIER
FIRST HE PLAYED THE VIOLA-AND NOW HE'S PAUL WHITEMAN How It All Started and How
Paul Thinks It's Likely to End-Polite Jazz. by H. O. Osgood.- Wilburforce Whiteman is going to retire next month
after no less than half a century of work as supervisor of music in the public schools of Denver, Colo. He is going to
retire to a little ranch just outside the city where he can be far enough away to be comfortable and yet near enough to
see how they keep on with the work he has conducted for so long. Wilberforce Whiteman (and, by the way, the
family name used to be Weightman - Welsh) was one of the very first, if not the first, to conceive the idea of a high
school orchestra and to organize one. That was a quarter of a century ago.
Even in those days interested patrons of music, at his solicitation, supplied funds which kept the orchestra
going and enabled it to buy instruments and lend them to the ambitious youngsters who wanted to learn to play and
who could not afford to buy their own instruments. Mr. Whiteman used to be a great conductor of choral societies
out in Denver and he thoroughly enjoyed himself directing performances of the great oratorios. So he trained his high
school orchestra to play the orchestral accompaniments for him at these concerts.
Like most school orchestras, it had too many members playing some favorite instruments and, on the other
hand, too few playing some of the less popular ones. For instance, there was no capable first viola player, so he
asked one of the youngsters to learn to play the viola, which the youngster cheerfully did, and was soon made the
first viola of the orchestra.
Paul, the Boy Violist.
This boy's name was Paul Whiteman and he just happened to be Wilberforce Whiteman's son. When he
graduated from school he started in to be a professional viola player. There was no great demand for violas in
Denver, so he looked for a wider field, and though he was already a long way west, took Horace Greely's advice to
young men and went still further west, until the Pacific Ocean stopped him, the particular spot being San Francisco.
It wasn't possible to earn much of a living in San Francisco with nothing but a job playing the viola, so Paul, like all
his follow musicians there, had to run two or three jobs, playing the violin in a hotel and at a theater or two, and, in
the symphony season, playing viola at the first desk of the San Francisco symphony under Alfred Hertz.
So Paul Whiteman was thoroughly acquainted with all the classic literature for orchestra before there was
ever any idea of jazz in his head. In those days dance orchestras were still playing waltzes and two-steps and onesteps and all that sort of things and there was no saxophone and no banjo. But it wasn't very long before they began
to come in, and some big restaurant manager, who knew and liked Whiteman, got him to get a combination together.
This was in the age of the Livery Stable Blues, when jazz was a question of each man for himself and the Devil take
the hindmost. Tell it not in Gath, but Paul Whiteman was a distinct failure in his first essay in the new art. He
couldn't improvise (which is the polite word for "fake") those freaky violin obligato parts on his fiddle half as well as
a lot of other men who knew much less about music but considerably more about jazz. That, in fact, is what put into
Paul Whiteman's head to make real jazz orchestrations which, while they were such genius, could at least be stuck to
when one set and played the same as any other music He foresaw in the very beginning that ears would tire of the
horrible and untamed racket of the early jazz bands, though they were, as somebody remarked a short time ago,
merely doing what such pseudo-composes as Darius Milhaud do with solemn face nowadays and try to palm off on
us poor folks as "modern" music.
The First Big Jazz Band
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Nobody was discouraged by Paul Whiteman's failure to be a good faker, unless it was Whiteman himself.
The management of the chain of hotels to which the San Francisco Hotel where he had been playing belonged, soon
sent him to Southern California, where he was at both Pasadena and Los Angeles. Then this same management built
a new hotel in Los Angeles. The manager of the hotel was a great friend of Whiteman's and asked him to organize an
orchestra. Paul, who by this time was full of enthusiasm about the possibilities of this new 'tamed' jazz, was anxious
to try out its possibilities with a larger combination of instruments and told his friend that he would accept the
proposition only if he were allowed an orchestra of about a dozen men, twice as many as were ordinarily used in
those days. His friend was perfectly willing, but the general manager of the hotel chain objected, saying that the
supper trade would never be a very profitable business anyway-so what was the use of wasting money on a big
orchestra? However, the local manager, who had boundless faith in Paul Whiteman, offered to try the experiment for
a month at his own risk and to pay personally for the extra men in case of loss. He proved to be a very wise man. The
opening night the new orchestra and the new orchestrations made a tremendous hit with the diners and dancers and
from the second night on you had to be at least a second cousin of the head waiter's even to get into the dining room;
also from that time, on Paul Whiteman's reputation spread and he started on the way to become the national figure
that he now is.

Bandmaster
It wasn't long after that the war came along and Paul turned up as a bandmaster at Mare Island. One day
Admiral Somebody came to visit the yard. There is a regular schedule of drum riffles and trumpet calls to be
performed when an Admiral honors the Navy Yard with a call, all set down with scrupulous exactness in the manual.
But the first bandmaster, who was not used to rough and ready playing, got all mixed up. Now Paul Whiteman had to
deal with a good many varieties of cue sheets in his long and varied career. Anything as simple as that manual was
pie for him. He sprang into the breach, saved the situation and from that time stood ace-high with the Commandant
of the yard. Perhaps it was on that account that, when the war was finished, he was able to get his release very
promptly. Within a few months there was a new Paul Whiteman band on the Pacific Coast and it wasn't very long
after that before he made the jump from one coast to the other engaged for Atlantic City. needless to say, from
Atlantic City to New York was only a step. And, by the way, no less than four of the members of that original Los
Angeles hotel band that made the Whiteman reputation have gone the whole route with him. It was in his dressing
room on the last day of the Follies run two weeks ago that the genial leader outlined all this to me. This week he and
his orchestra are out on their first concert tour. It is n the nature of an experiment, and if it succeeds (the betting is
100 to 1 on) there will be a long concert trip next winter covering pretty nearly the whole country. For this present
trip he is taking out the same band (with the addition of one saxophone, so that there are now four) that played his
three sold out concerts this past season in New York, two at Aeolian Hall and one at Carnegie Hall. He is presenting
on the tour, too, the same program given here, the "Experiment in Modern Music" as he called it.
"What started you off on the concert idea?"
"The firm conviction that such a combination as ours really had something new and different to offer, and I
think the splendid reception and criticisms we got proved that I was right. There is no orchestra of similar size that
can offer anything like the variety of tone combinations that a jazz orchestra such as mine has. Nor do I know of an
organization anywhere with so man virtuosos on their special instruments. My wood and brass men, of course, have
to know at least half a dozen times as much about their instruments as a symphony orchestra player on the same ones.
The possibilities are there, we make a demand for them-and the men respond. Who ever heard of a portamento on
the clarinet such as Ross Gorman plays? Technically speaking, there is no such thing on the clarinet-but there it is.
"The critics and best known musicians seem to think that George Gershwin has really started something
new and pretty distinctly American in his Rhapsody in Blue. We shall keep that on for next year and a new work that
George is writing for us. When such serious minded musicians as John Laden Carpenter and Earnest Bloch are
fascinated by the new possibilities and have promised us works besides which those fine Serenades of Victor
Herbert, which are also something new for jazz orchestras, will be kept on the program, though it will be practically
all new. I have just taken a big house for the summer down at Hewlett, L. I. We shall do practically no playing all
summer and the boys will come out three or four days a week for rehearsals. First we will play ball or checkers or
anything else, then we will play all the new tunes for our program. They tell me that people who hadn't heard us
before were astonished at the technical excellence of playing at our concerts this spring, but next year they will have
reason to be much more astonished."
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There was a knock at the dressing room door and a tall, nice looking young fellow with a smile that shoed
splendid white teeth, stuck his head in.
"I say Paul," asked Brooke Johns, banjoist extraordinary. "Can I borrow your safety razor? As a matter of
fact, I have been borrowing it every day all thorough the run of the show without asking, but as this is the last day I
thought I'd be polite.
"Thanks, " said Paul, laughing. "Just for that you can't take it. what are you going to do after we close?"
"I'm going to light right out for Virginia," answered Brooke Johns, "and oh my! I won't that rabgit pie and
that corn bread disappear when i get to the old home!"
Good," said Whiteman, "How about taking me along?

MAY - THE MUSICAL OBSERVER
VINCENT LOPEZ COMMENTS ON HIS UNIQUE EXPERIMENT - One of the most versatile, gifted
and successful exponents of modern dance music is Vincent Lopez, director of a chain of orchestras. America
rewards lavishly those who manage to indulge successfully her pet hobbies. Jazz is certainly one of America's very
own hobbies. Some of the rewards fortune has heaped on Vincent Lopez-still at an age where most young men are
just beginning to reach a tentative foot toward the ladder of success are; a ten weeks' engagement at the Hippodrome,
the largest vaudeville house in the world; last year, twenty-six weeks at the Palace Theatre, New York, a record
which speaks for itself; the leadership of the very popular Pennsylvania Hotel dance orchestra. And an interesting
feature of the Lopez dance band at this Statler Hotel lies in the fact that there are six other Lopez bands at six other
Statler hotels, and at exactly the same moment (allowing for variations of time) they are all playing exactly the same
things, all programs being arranged from Mr. Lopez's headquarters in New York, and sent on to the branch
organizations. In New York, as elsewhere, the presence of a Lopez band insures the success of any private or public
dance, especially if the gifted young leader looks in person to direct or execute some of his brilliant feats at the
piano.
But it is not only the genius Lopez has for directing-for showmanship of which he is a past master,
appealing at all times, not only to the ear and the sense of rhythm, but simultaneously to the eye, the imagination, the
sense of humor; for seizing the wave of popular fancy, harnessing it to his own peculiar talent and riding it to such
success as only-America can heap on her favored sons-but Lopez has in addition to all these, a genius for hard work.
His daily program would make any ordinary wage slave lush for idleness. Up every morning at eight-two hours of
rehearsal and two hours of attention to the details of a large and many-armed business, occupy the time before lunch.
In addition to a matinee, the afternoon holds work on advance programs, interviews, recording for the phonograph
and the radio, and the evening holds dinner music at the Pennsylvania Hotel, an evening performance at the
Hippodrome, dance music at the Pennsylvania and perhaps one, two or three other dances where the presence of the
director in person has been demanded. That means a working day lasting from eight to two A. M., without
intermission every day in the week. Success isn't all luck and it isn't all talent. It is at least 50 per cent hard work.
Lopez can always be depended on to have something new and startling up his sleeve. Last year his
organization gave the first free concert of its kind for the Evening Mail Series at Morris High School. This year he
plans a novel entertainment at Aeolian Hall or the Metropolitan Opera House.
Mr. Lopez's idea is to present to the public concretely the difference between a symphony orchestra and a
modern dance orchestra. His plan includes a sort of friendly challenge. He will secure for the evening, twenty-five
members of one of the best known of the symphony orchestras and take twenty-five of his own men-And what the
former play with the instruments at their disposal, he will play with the instruments at his. For Mr. Lopez has a twofold ambition; to bring dance music into the field of high art, to have the dance orchestra recognized as a genuine
phase of American musical expression, and to play the established classics with the modern dance combination of
instruments.
"Rhythm," says Mr. Lopez, "is the pulse of the American people. We have no desire to compete with the
symphony orchestra in its own field. Certainly, no wild ambition to supplant it. But we want to show what we can do.
In some respects our combination has the advantage of the old established orchestral group. It is more brilliant, more
true an expression of the American spirit. We desire to be recognized for what we are, and for what we can do; to
prove that high class music, orchestrated for the modern type of orchestra, is not only possible but will have a strong
appeal for the American people. Some of our instruments are not recognized by the symphony composers and
directors. The saxophone and the banjo are considered outlaw instruments. I would like to show that they have their
place-their value-in the playing of real American music."
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The program at this proposed concert will include, according to Mr. Lopez, something from Wagner, some
popular classic like the Overture from William Tell, India's Love Lyrics and excerpts from various operas. There will
also be some modern popular music. The event should prove highly entertaining as well as unusual.
Mr. Lopez intends, in his selection of classical numbers, to be orchestrated for his modern combination, to
employ those principles of selective showmanship which have contributed so largely to his success.
"There is showmanship in everything. Not only what you do, but how you do it determines the degree of
your success." At the Hippodrome, Mr. Lopez's act includes sixteen girls. He is always at work adapting his
orchestra to all sorts of new demands and conditions, trying to prove the versatility of the modern orchestra, its
adaptability. The program consists of eight numbers, all of which are changed every week, Mr. Lopez being a glutton
for work. The eight are as varied as possible, including, as a rule, one of Mr. Lopez's inimitable piano solos; at least
one humorous number; a spectacular number with interesting scenic effects; perhaps a jazz with laughs; an excerpt
from one of the popular operas; a blues number with a cornet solo by B. A. Rolfe, one of the world's foremast
cornetists; the chorus of girls and, the week Mr. Lopez was interviewed, No No Nora brought on by Messrs.
Gallagher and Shean.

MAY - JACOBS' BAND MONTHLY
IS "JAZZ" CONSTRUCTIVE OR DESTRUCTIVE ? by Lloyd Loar - We hear so much nowadays about
what "jazz" is doing for us in a destructive way, it might be well to consider for a change one thing it is doing for us
that is decidedly constructive. Mind you, we are not admitting it is destructive in any way, for we hold the opinion
that music is the expression primarily of emotion and feeling; if the feeling be common or cheap, the music that
expresses it will be likewise unworthy. Effects don't produce causes: They are produced by them, and to correct a
condition that seems wrong by attacking what the condition causes, rather than the condition itself, argues a lack of
moral logic that doesn't augur favorably for the success of the effort or idea behind it.
Then again, what is considered "good" or "bad" is so much a matter of tradition and opinion rather than
fact, and time and use so often prove tradition and opinion to be wrong, that we cannot draw a straight line and say
what is on this side is bad and what is on that side is good. We do know that if there is bad in anything there is also
good and usually more than we see-or want to see.
It is no less so with jazz than with anything else.
What is Jazz?
Jazz itself is a rather indefinite term; it seems to apply to modern popular music that has in its rendition or
arrangement something more than the average "customer" who supports popular music has been used to-at least, not
until within the last few years. We might say it is a more highly-seasoned musical dish than the one from which
brother "pro-bono publico" and sister "vox populi" were fed a few years ago. This extra seasoning may consist of
more intricate or insistent rhythms, dashes of more brilliant tone-color, or greater variety of harmonic material, but
it's still jazz; and the constructive effect "jazz" has had-if you will hark back to the popular music of several years
ago and compare it with what we hear today,-is decidedly noticeable.
Popular music used to present a very simple melody, three to five-chord changes to accompany it
throughout the whole piece, and bass notes on the strong beats with aftertime 'um-ta-tas" on the weak beats. The
instrumentation of orchestras featuring this popular music was as simple as the structure of the music they played.
One to three melody instruments usually playing in unison, a rather haphazard assortment of other instruments
sufficient in number or capacity to fill in the after time chords, and a drummer who need only start with the others
and keep doing the same thing over and over in the same time, and the "toot" ensemble was supposed to be complete
and satisfactory.
Of course, there were exceptions to such music and orchestras; we may all be able to recall a few, but
generally speaking, orchestras formed to feature and play the popular music of that time made no effort to introduce
variety of effects; all they wanted was the tune with just sufficient accompaniment to support it.
But there's a difference now-decidedly so! Melodies are more intricate and extended, the phrases which
comprise the "tune" are more independent and effective. Many of them have decidedly good "melodic lines"; judged
solely as such, they compare favorably with melodies from our standard classics. They are apt to be more brief, less
well-rounded out, and lacking in the subtleties of cleverly placed commas and accents which can lead so nicely to a
masterly climax (possibly because they are too much tied up to the rhythmic pattern), but they are still good
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melodies, many of them at least. It's true some of them are "borrowed" from wholly impeccable sources, but we refer
more particularly to the comparatively original melodies.
The harmonic framework may use eighteen or twenty different chords, a popular number making its way
through a half-dozen key transitions in the course of its progress through several score of measures. Rhythms are
much more intricate, using every sort of pattern imaginable so long as the effect is clean-cut, and insistent. Instead of
an accompaniment of chords, a goodly assortment of inner voices have appeared, presenting counter-melodies that
are fairly good counterpoint and furnishing interesting little figures of their own.
As for the orchestras that now feature popular music, in their search for new effects in tone-color, even the
boiler factory and the barnyard have been invaded, most of the more obviously effective members of the symphony
orchestra have been annexed, and instruments not now recognized by the symphonic composer or conductor have
been used so effectively by jazz leaders and arrangers that the day is not far distant, when these unrecognized
instruments will be included in the complete symphony orchestra-for instance, that piquant musical drum, the banjo.
Again we must call attention to the fact that we recognize and know of exceptions to the foregoing, both in
popular music and orchestral presentations of it. Many numbers have been exceedingly successful (if we count
substantial financial returns as success) that have had very simple melodic and harmonic structure, but an
increasingly large number of popular songs that have been fairly intricate in their planning and structure, have been
widely sold and used and have met with a large share of popular approval. "Poor Butterfly," "The Sheik," "April
showers," "Manny," "Tuck Me to Sleep in My Old Kentucky Home," and many others that escape me at present (for
which I'm duly thankful) are fairly good examples, and there are later copyrights as good or better.
Popular Musical Taste Improving
The significant thing is that songs of this type and the modern orchestral arrangements of them would have
been ghastly fizzles a generation ago. To the present generation they appeal strongly; the more extended and
involved melodic phrasing, richer harmony, and more insinuating and insistent rhythm, which as Ring Lardner would
say "I have laughingly nick-named Jazz", are taken almost as a matter-of-course by the general non-performing
(musically) public.
It must be remembered that all these things mean better music. It means that Mr. and Mrs., Master and Miss
J. Plain citizen are able to appreciate music that has considerably more to it than their predecessors of the previous
generation could appreciate. And whether we consider jazz to be the rather riotous era of barbaric din and
clangorous squeals that lies in the immediate past, the more pleasantly colorful "big time" dance orchestrations of the
present or the more complicated structure of the average popular song of today, nevertheless to jazz must go the
credit for this enlarged capacity of the public to appreciate some of the ingredients necessary to use in presenting
really good music.
It may be true that these effects came somewhat because the public liked them, but it's much more logical to
assume that the common people like these effects because they've been taught to like them by dancing to them for the
past several years - like olives and rocquefort cheese, an acquired taste instead of a natural one. It's natural to acquire
it, because improvement and progress are natural, but it's a taste that is not apt to exist until it's induced by outside
stimuli of some sort, and in this particular case what we understand as jazz is that "stimuli".
It's true that popular music is decidedly evanescent in its appeal, even with the richer embroidery of jazz to
make it more attractive; non-existent yesterday, here today, forgotten tomorrow. But don't complain about that; do as
our cockney friend advised: "Thank Gawd an' sit down." Who can imagine a more unfortunate situation than
perpetual popularity for some of the "hits" of the past few seasons! For, however optimistic we may be, it must be
admitted that even the best of modern popular music has considerable room for improvement. The significant thing
though, is that it has improved, and the more fleeting the popularity of such of the present-day "hits" as register with
the public, the more rapidly will improvement take place in the future, for the next batch of "hits" is apt to be better
than the ones they replace.
This is especially true when popular orchestrations are considered. Effects sought and used are usually
planned to be pleasing as well as startling, that is, beauty is increasingly striven for rather than din and noise, and if it
can have an element of surprise in the arrangement some place, so much the better. But it's paprika instead of garlic
plus, and so it's an improvement.
Popular Music of the Future
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This improvement will continue; good taste and liking for beauty will keep on working their constructive
changes, and the first thing we know we'll have a national music liked and understood by all of us - trained musician
and layman; and it will be the equal in excellence, loveliness and meaning of the music of any other nation or people.
But remember that jazz is at least one form of today's popular music, and that the ingredients which
constitute jazz - variety, character and ability to compel interest - are better music characteristics than were possessed
by popular music a while back. There may be a lack of the restfulness and repose popular music used to have, but
most of the popular music of former years had so much "repose" it was rather inane. Perhaps it would be more
correct to say that it was so lacking in character as to give the effect of being reposeful through sheer inability to
attract notice or to stir up an aggressive interest.
Anyhow, that can't be said of popular music today, and what it now lacks in respose will be added to it by
time, while these other desirable things - variety, richer harmony, better melodies, more interesting instrumentation,
more intricate rhythms - all the earmarks of a "more interesting story told in a more interesting way" - and here to
stay, because J. Plain Citizen and family have learned to appreciate, like and partially understand them. This liking
will grow, the ability to appreciate will increase, the understanding will become more complete, popular music of all
types will get better and better until it has the necessary excellence and beauty to give it comparative immortality
instead of the preparatory immorality we hear so much about now; and much of the credit for this should go to jazz,
and it undoubtedly will.
Even much of the so-called "modern classic music" will benefit in the same way that a decadent people
benefits ultimately from the invasion of a virile and barbarous one. The somewhat rawly obvious strength of jazz will
put new life and character in the structure of the sort of "classic" referred to, while the subtlety and overdone
sophistication (for want of a better word to describe it) of the kind of classic before mentioned will refine and temper
the crudities of jazz. The result will be decidedly worth while; may we all live to see it, hear it, and feel it!

MAY - ETUDE
THE MUSICAL GENIUS OF THE AMERICAN NEGRO - An Expert Paper upon "Negro Spirituals,"
"Plantation Songs" and the Achievements of Negro musicians. by Clarence Cameron White (President of the
National Association of Negro Musicians) It is generally conceded that achievement is measured not so much in
terms of actual heights attained, as in the amount of progress made from the point of departure. If this be true, when
one attempts to write of the musical attainments of the American Negro he must establish by way of statistics and
cold facts something of an historical background. The American has well-known respect for facts and also a great
desire for general information; therefore the writer thinks it will not be amiss to mention first of all, statistics and
general information that will contribute to the interest of this article, although in the main they have only an indirect
bearing on the subject matter.
In America today we have somewhere between ten and twelve million people of Negro or African descent.
Reckoning back to the slavery period, the United States Census Bureau tells us that the increase of the Negro
population was 120 per cent. in the fifty years between 1860 and 1910. The progress of any people will be greatest
by those groups which are in closest contact with civilizing influences. It is also true that races are human first and
racial afterwards; so it is reasonable to suppose that since the slavery period the negro has made his greatest progress
in America. Over half a century, however, has wrought profound changes.
To America the Negro could bring only his music; and with his freedom his music was one of his greatest
possessions. It is only natural that, with even a limited opportunity for improvement, he turned with greatest zeal to
the development of this gift. Says Dr. W. E. R. Dubois. The Negro is primarily an artist. The usual way of putting
this is to speak disdainfully of his sensuous nature. This means that the only race which has held at bay the life
destroying forces of the tropics has gained therefrom as some slight compensation a sense of beauty, particularly for
sound and color, which characterizes the race." There is no more pathetic chapter in the history of human struggle
than the smothered and suppressed ambition of the Negro race in its daring endeavor to meet the greatest social
exigency, to supply the professional demand of the masses; and immediately after his freedom, this was especially
true in music. the opportunities for the study of music were nil. The stronger and more aggressive natures pushed
themselves into high callings by sheer force of untutored energy and uncontrolled ambition.
The federal census of 1900 furnished the information that there were three thousand, nine hundred and
fifteen negro teachers of music in the United States. Since that time the profession has grown to approximately seven
or eight thousand. At first he Negro music student refused to put confidence in the negro music teacher,
notwithstanding the closer intimacy of social conditions. But with greater preparedness on the part of the negro
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teacher, and with a growing pride in racial achievement, this has to a large extent ceased to be; and we find today
most of the negro schools equipped with a musical faculty of their own teachers.
The Slave Period
Returning for a moment to the music of the Negro of the slave period, it is well to consider briefly his
contribution in labor and also in Art. Running thorough all will be found his original and natural gift of song-everywhere a song and that song so unlike any other so full of the human element that touches and grips and stays,
that artist and layman alike respond to its thrill. Many have essayed to analyze the peculiar quality that gives the
Negro music its extraordinary charm; but, though they give various names, few have caught its deeper and nameless
meaning. Percy Grainger says, "It is the most American music imaginable, breathing the spiritual fervor and
abandonment and the fragrance of sentiment so strangely typical of this wondrous, this generous-souled continent:
yet world wide in its applicability."
The so-called "Negro Spiritual" or "Plantation Song" is so well known today that it may be of interest to
record that as far back as 1871 these songs were introduced to both America and Europe by the "Fisk Jubilee
Singers," a band of Negro students from Fisk University at Nashville, Tennessee. These singers, after a successful
tour of American cities, visited England and even essayed a tour of the principal cities of Germany in 1877.
Everywhere they were received with the greatest enthusiasm; and funds collected on these tours were used to erect
"Jubilee Hall," one of the largest buildings at Fisk University, which stands today as a monument to this little band of
Negro singers and to the power of their music.
The Negro's rising standard of education, which carries a deeper appreciation of the esthetic, has also
brought a racial consciousness and pride in his musical background. He knows and is proud of the Negro blood in
chevalier Saint-George, born in 1745 in the town of Basse-Terre, Guadeloupe, who was a pupil of Gossec SaintGeorge wrote two concertos for violin and orchestra and numerous quarters. Lawrence declares that Gossec and
Saint-George were the first French musicians to write string quartets. We find the manuscript of his "L'Amant
anonyme" in the library of the Paris Conservatories. Saint-George died in Paris, June, 1799. There is a street in
Basse-terre, Guadeloupe, which since November, 1912, has borne the name St. George.
G. A. Bridgetower, Mus. Bac.
The Negro is also proud of the Negro blood of George Augustus Bridgetower, violinist, born about 1779 in
Biola in Poland. Bridgetower was a friend and associate of Beethoven; and it was he who played the famous
"Kreutzer" sonata with the composer at Vienna in 1805. In June, 1811, Bridgetower took the degree of Mus. B. at
Cambridge. He died in England about 1845. A complete account of his career may be found in Thayer's "Life of
Beethoven."
Edmund Dede, a New Orleans Negro, born in 1829, entered the Paris Conservatoire in 1857 and took high
rank as a violinist. he composed numerous orchestral works. Perhaps the best known was "le Palmier Overture." He
died at Bordeaux, France, where for many years, he was conductor of the Opera.
One other Negro who achieved lasting fame in Europe was Joseph White, born at Matanzas, Cuba, January
17, 1836. Upon the advice of Gottschalk he was sent to Paris, in 1855, where he became an honor pupil of Alard,
winning the first prize in violin playing in 1856. He composed a violin concerto and numerous small works. White
was appointed a teacher at the Paris conservatoire in 1864; he visited America in 1876, playing in New York and
Boston with great success. On his Boston program in March, 1876, he played the Mendelssohn concerto, Op. 64, and
the Bach chaconne. He died in Paris in 1920.
The musical world at large knows full well of the Anglo-African composer, Samuel Coleridge-Taylor, born
in London, August 15, 1875, and who achieved lasting fame in thirty-seven short years. He died in London,
September 1, 1912. Herbert Antcliffe calls him "one of the most original thinkers among musicians of his
generation."
The achievements of these five musicians of Negro blood are achievements of which any race might be
proud; and the American Negro realizes that with proper training he may reflect a degree of credit upon American
Art. On the whole here in America the musical output has been both large and creditable, although, of course,
comparatively little known. Few names have appeared, and only here and there work that could be called really first
class; but this is not a peculiarity of Negro music The sum of accomplishment is but an imperfect indication of what
the Negro race is capable of in America, with proper technical training. And this proper training is eagerly being
obtained by the present day Negro musician. the negro youth is acquiring a degree of confidence and pride in his

- 543 -

race that is awakening in him a new spirit; and his true poet soul, which has found expression in a humble way
through his Plantation melodies, begins to mount to sublimer heights of expression. The storehouse from which he
may draw are filled with material, albeit most of these storehouses are the minds of his hoary-haired parents and
grandparents who are fast disappearing from his midst.
Negro Spirituals
Many people in speaking of Negro music are inclined to think of it as consisting solely of Negro spirituals.
They are possibly ignorant of the wealth of Negro compositions, both those based upon the spirituals and other negro
themes and music which is not Negroid in character or in any way connected with or expressive of racial feeling or
idiom. For the past eight or ten years there has been a steady increase in the number of services for church choirs of
other sacred compositions, and works of negro composers for vocal solo, mixed choruses, pipe organ and violin
solos. It is perhaps natural that the Negro singer has attracted attention first rather than the negro composer. It is an
accepted fact that even the untrained negro voice has an appealing quality that arrests one's attention; but the Negro
singer of today has not lost sight of the fact that proper training of the voice is essential to artistic singing; so we find
most of them before the public today with highly trained voices.
Famous Negro Singers
Most American musicians are acquainted with the names of Harry T. Burleigh, baritone soloist at St.
George church of New York and at the Temple Emanuel in the same city. Mr. Burleigh was born in Erie,
Pennsylvania, (1866) where he received his early education, graduating from High School in 1887. Later he was a
scholarship pupil at the national conservatory of Music, New York, and at one time a teacher of singing at this
school. He has traveled extensively abroad and it has been his rare privilege to sing for the King and Queen of
England, Prince Henry of Prussia, Prince Louis of Battenburg, the Crown prince of Sweden, and many other
members of royalty and nobility. A pioneer for the Negro's right to enter the field of serious art, Burleigh has worked
for years in New York, never lowering his high standard, never doing anything that would compromise his dignity as
a musician, and never allowing himself to be beaten back by prejudice. Quietly, unassumingly, but firmly, he has
maintained his hard earned place among professional musicians.
Another Negro singer living in New York is Harry A. Williams, tenor, a native of Cleveland, Ohio, a one
time pupil in Paris of Delle Sedie and Sbriglia. During his student days he became a great favorite in the drawing
rooms of London and Paris. He became the friend of both Denza and Tosti whose songs he often sang accompanied
by the composers. For several years before his return to America, Mr. Williams was a voice teacher at the London
Academy of Music.
In Cleveland, Ohio is living Rachel Walker Turner, who for several years was a pupil of Madame Marchesi
in Paris. Mrs. Turner was well known in musical circles in Paris and in London where she was introduced by the late
Mrs. Ronald.
Musicians to-day are no doubt familiar with the achievement in London, Paris and Vienna of Roland Hayes,
the Negro tenor, born in Georgia, and a product of the Hubbard Studio at Boston, Hayes was recently soloist with the
Colonne Orchestra, in Paris, where he created a sensation by his artistic singing. Mr. Hayes is announced this season
as one of the soloists of the Boston Symphony Orchestra.
During the past few years several Negro singers have graduated from America's best conservatories,
winning high honors. Florence Cole Talbert, Antoinnette Garnes and one or two others have won medals from the
Chicago Musical College. In instrumental music, where perhaps a greater mental effort had to be put forth to acquire
a modern technic to become a successful performer, the American Negro has apparently had this mental qualification
to surmount these great difficulties and has acquitted himself creditably. To mention a few who are not so well
known as their qualifications warrant.
Negro Pianists
R. Augustus Lawson, twice piano soloist with the Hartford (Conn.) Symphony Orchestra; a one-time pupil
of Bagrilowitsch, and whose playing was highly complimented by Leschetizky when Mr. Lawson played for him in
Vienna. Mr. Lawson has been for several years a teacher of piano at Hartford; and quite recently one of his pupils,
who happens to belong to the opposite race, was made a teacher in one of America's large conservatories where
Negro students are not admitted. Quite a choice bit of irony!
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Several seasons ago, Hazel Harrison, a young Negro pianist of Laporte, Indiana, a pupil of Victor Heinze in
Chicago, and later a pupil of Busoni in Berlin, made her debut in the latter city, playing two concertos with the
philharmonic Orchestra.
A few years back, Helen E. Hagan, a Negro girl of New Haven, Connecticut, graduated from the music
department of Yale University, playing her own piano concerto with the New Haven Symphony Orchestra under Dr.
Horatio Parker, and winning the Sanford prize of $2,000 for foreign study, later becoming a pupil in Paris of
Blanche Selva and a pupil in composition under D'Indy.
During the past season Cornella Lampton, a one-time pupil of the Oberlin Conservatory of Music and later
a private pupil of Percy Grainger, graduated with honors from the Glenn Dillard Gunn School of Chicago, winning
high praise from the Chicago critics for her artistic playing of a concerto with orchestra.
At the Institute of Musical Art in New York, Sanoma Talley, a young Negro girl of Nashville, Tennessee,
won the $500 prize for her piano playing, graduating with honors for high scholarship.
Negroes who have attempted to gain distinction as performers on the stringed instruments and other
orchestral instruments have had very little opportunity for serious work. As Yet the symphony orchestra have
managed to get along without their services. A few who were capable have applied but were unable to get
employment. personally, I know two members of leading symphony orchestras here in America who are Negroes, but
who for obvious reasons prefer to be known as Spanish.
Tragic Limitations
The picture of well-trained young Negro graduates is inspiring and tragic; inspiring in that each is a living
proof that, when equality of opportunity is given, the line that indicates the "fittest to survive" cannot be drawn along
racial differences; and, tragic to think that these new beginners on account of their color will have to suffer greater
handicaps to achieve success. This is the reason why some of the Negro graduates of our best conservatories pursue
courses, not altogether by choice, which follow the lines of least resistance. There is today living in New York a
Negro violinist who won the diamond medal upon his graduation from a well known Western Conservatory, and who
was later a pupil of Becker at the Leipzig Conservatory, who is now a member of a "Jazz" band in New York.
Another, a 'cellist of really great ability, a pupil for many years of both Schroeder and Schultz, who is also a member
of the same "Jazz" band. Still another Negro violinist, a graduate of the New England Conservatory of Music, under
Winternitz after having served in the American army during the World War, returned to France and studied there
under one of the leading teachers. Returning home he has had to accept a place in the orchestra of a Negro moving
picture theater in Washington, D. C. Any one of these mentioned is qualified to and would rather fill a more
dignified plain in some body of symphony players. These cases are cited, not to show that Negroes should be given
places in symphony orchestras simply because they are Negroes, but that they might be accepted in spite of the fact,
when they are really qualified.
A few years ago Will Marion Cook, the Negro violinist and composer, and a one-time pupil of Joachim in
Berlin, formed an orchestra made up of a number of these talented Negro instrumentalists and took them to London
where they created a great sensation, playing programs of good orchestral literature in a highly creditable manner. It
might be that some philanthropist will yet endow a Negro symphony orchestra in America. It is well worth
considering.
A Negro National Conservatory
We read that there has been established in Boston, by Minkowsky of Odessa, a Jewish National
Conservatory to promote the study of Jewish music, especially of the liturgical type. The same sort of thing has been
launched in New York by Harriet Gibbs Marshall, the first Negro graduate of Oberlin Conservatory for the
establishment of a Negro National Conservatory for the study and development of Negro music. There are
approximately a dozen Negro schools of music with complete faculties already established throughout the United
States, and most of the Negro schools in the South have well equipped music departments under the direction of
well-trained Negro music teachers. A movement is now on foot to establish throughout the United States Community
Orchestras at the various Negro Community Centers, as a branch of the excellent work being done by Community
Service among the Negro population of America. The "Boston Chronicle," a Negro publication, remarked
editorially, after hearing one of these orchestras already established there:
"Community Service made a happy discovery of a practical way of social uplift by establishing an orchestra
to give concerts in the South End. This project has from the first met with the hearty response of our people. They
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have listened gladly. Of all the different American groups, there is none who loves music more than ours. To guide
this love in wise channels, making it contribute to our growth and development as American citizens, is the crux of
our social problem. These concerts merely show the possibilities of music to awaken higher feeling and promote
better good will. We believe that the salvation of the black man is just as possible with an orchestra as it is with a
plough. May these orchestras increase! Then into our communities would come the Drama - in short all of the fine
arts to minister to the higher life of our group, with a natural love for the Artistic."
Famous Composers of Negro Birth
In the field of composition several names are comparatively well known. First and foremost is Harry T.
Burleigh, whose arrangements of Negro spirituals are to be found upon the programs of many celebrated singers.
Quite apart from these excellent arrangements, Mr. Burleigh has written numerous compositions for voice, piano,
chorus, and for violin and organ. During the World War his "The Young Warrior" was used extensively in Italy and
aroused great enthusiasm wherever heard. Many of his art songs are well known and used by American and
European musicians. Naming a few other songs by Mr. Burleigh: "Five Songs of Lawrence Hope," "Her Eyes Twin
Pools," "The Grey Wolf," "Saracen Songs," "Little Mother of Mine," "Three Shadows," and for mixed voices,
"Ethiopia's Paen of Exaltation," and "O, Southland;" and for violin and piano, "Southland Sketches."
R. Nathaniel Dett (born, Drummondville, Quebec, 1882), of Hampton Institute, has attracted attention by
his piano compositions and choral writings. His "Chariot Jubilee" is used by numerous choral societies both in the
United States and Canada. For several years Percy Grainger has featured his "Juba Dance" both in America and
Europe. Mr. Dett has also written, among other things, "Enchantment Suite" for piano, which includes "Incantation,"
"Songs of the Shrine," "Dance of Desire," "Beyond the Dream;" and for violin and piano, "Ramah."
J. Rosamond Johnson, a one-time pupil of the New England Conservatory of Music, has written numerous
songs. His "Since You Went Away" was featured a few seasons ago by Amto, and his "Morning, Noon and Night"
by Graveure. The late David Bispham sang for several seasons Will Marion Cook's "Exhortation;" and his "Swing
Along" has been used extensively by numerous choral societies in America.
N. Clark Smith, a vocal pupil of Oscar Saenger, has composed numerous choral and orchestral numbers of
real merit. His "Rhapsody on Negro Airs" has been highly commended by Rudolph Ganz, conductor of the St. Louis
Symphony Orchestra.
Among composers for the organ, Carl R. Diton, of Philadelphia, a pupil of Constantin von Sternberg, and
later a pupil at Munich, Germany, has attracted wide attention. One of his compositions has been extensively played
by Clarence Eddy, the eminent American organist. Mr. Diton has also written in the larger forms for orchestra and
already has his first symphony in manuscript.
Gerald Tyler of St. Louis, Missouri, was one of the three musicians that State selected to write the music for
the Centennial drama in commemoration of the one hundredth anniversary of Missouri's admission to the Union. The
music was presented by the Morning Choral Club and the St. Louis Symphony Orchestra. One St. Louis paper says,
"Yes, the most important musical feature in the celebration of the one hundredth anniversary of a former slave State
was composed by the son of a former slave." Numerous compositions of Mr. Tyler's have been published by
Schrimer, of New York. Among them, "Ships That Pass in the Night," "Syrian Lullaby," "Dirge for a Soldier" and
"Heart O'Fancy." Three of these songs were mentioned recently in a leading music journal as among the most
important songs published this season. Mr. Tyler is a graduate of Oberlin Conservatory and was later a vocal pupil of
Herbert Witherspoon.
Maud Cuney Hare of Boston, who was perhaps the first to collect and bring to the attention of the American
public the beauties of New Orleans Creole music, has appeared successfully in lecture-recitals with William H.
Richardson, baritone, throughout America and more recently in Cuba.
Among young Negro composers who bid fair to attract attention are J. Harold Brown of Fisk University,
Nashville, Tennessee, who is writing very original piano music, and a young African, Nicolas Taylor, who is a
scholarship pupil at the Institute of Musical Art in New York. Taylor already has to his credit an attractive orchestral
overture on African themes and a cantata for chorus and orchestra. Nora Douglass Holt Ray of Bethlehem,
Pennsylvania, with the degree of Master of Music from one of the Chicago conservatories, has written attractive
piano music and songs, not to mention four excellent string quartettes. Edmond T. Jenkins, a native of Charleston,
South Carolina, at present a teacher of clarinet at the Royal Academy of Music (London) where for several years he
was a student, has written charming piano music and has appeared in London as a conductor of orchestra. Edward
Margetson, a native of St. Kits (B. W. L.) and a pupil at Columbia University, New York, is writing piano music and
songs that are highly praised by his instructors there. Hall Johnson, a gifted violinist and pianist, and J. Harvey
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Hebron, student at the University of Pennsylvania, have written excellent music, the former a string quartet on Negro
themes and the latter a sonata for violin and piano that won a prize in a contest of original compositions offered by
the manuscript Society of Philadelphia.
At the High School memory contest held in Chicago in March, 1923, the only American composition played
by members of the Chicago Symphony Orchestra was one written by an American Negro.
A National Association
The National Association of Negro Musicians, organized in 1919 with Henry Lee Grant as president, is
doing a splendid work in encouraging the serious study of music among Negroes. This organization has as its object:
"To foster Negro talent and labor for economic and educational betterment of the music profession." During the past
four years over fifty local organizations have been established throughout America, with a total membership of about
nine hundred. Conventions have been held in various centers of the United States; and from these conferences the
wholesome reactions outlined below followed in the wake of discussions, papers and inspiring musical numbers:
(a) A stimulus to the feeling of personal duty in the cause of Negro music and the
profession at large.
(b) Sensitiveness to need of personal improvement.
(c) Pride in the musical power of the Negro race.
(d) A new vision of possibilities of Negro Folk songs and Negro music in general
as a means for establishing a Negro school of music in America as a direct
contribution to American Art.
In recent years, with the establishment of foreign scholarships by philanthropists and with the establishment
of the Franco-American school at Fontainebleau, the Negro composer hopes for some kind of encouragement to
contribute his bit to the glory of American art. He has peculiar gifts which merit all possible cultivation and which
will some day add to the glory of the country. William Dean Howells once said, "I permit myself the imaginative
prophecy that hostilities and prejudice which have so long constrained the Negro are destined to vanish in the Arts;
that is to be the final proof that God has made on one blood all nations of men."

MAY - METRONOME
Column by Ed. Chenette - Jazz has been called the music typical of the American spirit; it has also been
called the tipsy music superinduced by an infusion of American corn-licker spirits; it has also been called - *****
(deleted by censor)!
Now comes my own coined word for Jazz music. We will hanker three guesses all of which are ours, that
this name will eventually become known and adopted as signifying the modern American Music. This word is
rhythmonic! As rhythm is the essence of this music we use that word, and joined with it is a part of the word
"phonic" relating to the science of sound; while the combination is equally graceful and euphonistic with the ultra
toned word, "Symphonic." Our word is pronounced like this rhythm-monic, with the accent on the mon - quite the
same as Symphonic.
To be strictly high toned now, you, with your Jazz-Hounds, are now to be known as a Rhythmonic
orchestra. This is dignfied and of considerable prestige. To me the word "Jazz" is ugly, unmusical and cheap
sounding, and not at all applicable to the new, modern tone-color trend of our present day music. Do you like the
new word? Or if you have another one send it to me. We will be glad to hear of any other title your cerebral gelatine
may effuse.

MAY - METRONOME
HOW THE DRUM WAS USED IN AFRICA By Maud Cuney Hare. In a book lately written by Sir Harry
Johnston, and published in England, the writer speaks of the commendable part played by the native Africans in the
past world war, and of the remarkable instances of loyalty to the cause of the Allies. From time to time in the reports
concerning these fearless fighters, one finds the statement that it is puzzling to understand how the soldiers so
quickly gain a knowledge of the actions of the various companies. This is explained by the use that the African
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soldier makes of the drum as an instrument of communication. In time of peace or war, the drum is their favorite
instrument.
While a great variety of barbarous instruments are found in Africa, a volume might be written on the
various drums alone.
To this instrument the Africans are so attached that they swear by it with the oath "Tamlou."
The natives converse by the language of the drum as early as we do by the English language. The sounds
are produced from the drums in such a way as to form words, and the complete measure or rhythmical phrase forms
the sentence.
"In this way," says Bowditch in "mission from Cape Coast Castle in Ashanti," "when company drums are
being played at an ehsudu they are made to express and to convey to the bystanders a variety of meanings. In one
measure they abuse the men of another company, stigmatizing them as fools and cowards; then the rhythm changes
and the gallant deeds of their own company are extolled."
Every chief has a distinct drum call or motto which is recognizable by the particular beat of his drum. As an
example, A. B. Ellis gives the message of the drums of Boakje Tsin-tsin, The Ashanti envoy who came to the coast
during what is termed the Ashanti Scare of 1881:
"Donko - i didi m'ahtum. On essch?"
The first sentence was produced on a large drum, the second on a smaller one that was pitched a note or two
higher, - the rhythm of which is "Donko - i did mah tum - On esseh?" The free translation is - "What care I for
opinions of the vulgar hear?"
The drums of Amankwa Tia, Ashanti general who fought against England in the war of 1873-4, said:
"Piri huh. Piri huh." "Hasten. Hasten."
A native was asked the drum-call of a chief of an inland town, when he replied: "I do not know. I have
never heard his drum. If I could hear it, I could tell you what it said."
Regarding this custom of using large drums as a means of communication, Dr. Richard Wallascheck quotes
Edward Schauenburg from "Reisen in Central Africa," in which two kinds of drum language is described:
"At Kujar he saw a native beating the drum with the right hand and varying the tone by pressing his left on
the skin, so as to imitate the sound of the Mandingo words. During the wrestling match it sounded like 'Amuta,
amuta' (attack); during the dance 'ali bae si' and all the participants understood it."
Music
Another instance is related to me by a friend, a prominent physician in Massachusetts, whose father was the
owner of a plantation about fifteen miles from Monrovia, Liberia. It was a nightly occurrence for the farm hands to
communicate from their thatched houses to friends at a great distance by means of drum signals. Often they would
hear bursts of laughter following the answering drum taps, that bespoke a joke or an amusing rejoinder.
Travelers have told of their surprise in learning of the use of the drum for the carrying of messages.
Decima Moore, traveling with her husband who was making astronomical observations in Africa for the
English government writes:
"In the evening the tom-toms began, not in any grand musical catouse but just in fitful tappings, and
listening intently in the intervals we could hear faint and far away an answering tap tap, tap tap, tap tap, from the next
village. It was the bush telegraph by means of which news of our arrival in Ojeso was being drummed on to the
villages along our route."
Varieties of Drums
The drum is known by different names in various sections of the country. There is the native instrument of
West Africa that is known as the Tom-tom all over Africa.
The big kettle drum in Zanzibar - A Kaffir instrument is called the Ugoma after the dance of that name.
Algernon Rose, writing of a private collection of African instruments (Zeitschrift der Internationalen
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Musikgesellschatt 1904) says that the monotonous rhythm and howwol sound of the drum have a peculiar effect on
the listener and that the instrument has no doubt much to do with the predilection of the Kaffir for reiterated notes in
his music.
The Sangbois is the name by which the tom-tom is best known in various sections. The Tabala is the large
drum that is found in the interior of Africa, on the border of the great desert. It is used to spread an alarm through the
country.
The Gumbia is the name of the drum of the Maroons of Sierra Leone - it is also known in Jamaica.
The Bamboula and Ka are the two African drums known in the West Indies. The name of the former
survives in the folk-songs of Creole Louisiana of America.
The Bamboula is made from the joints of two very large bamboo, from which it is said to derive its name.
Another explanation is given that "oula" is the termination of many Congo verbs and "boula" means to beat.
Lafcadio Hearn describes the last two as follows:
"The larer of the two was the 'ka' so called because made out of a quarter barrel or quart (patois' ka'). Both
ends of the barrel are removed, a wet hide, well wrapped about a couple of hoops is driven on and in drying,
the stretched skin obtains still further tension. The other end of the ka is always left open. Across the face of
the skin a string is tightly stretched to which are attached, at intervals of about an inch apart, very short
fragments of bamboo or cut feather stems. These lend a certain vibration to the tones.
"The smaller drum was called 'bamboula.' It was 3 to 4 feet long and 8 or 9 inches in diameter. A skillful
player (bel tambouye) straddles his ka stripped to his waist, and plays upon it with the finger tips of both
hands simultaneously. Occasionally the heel of the naked foot is pressed lightly or vigorously against the
skin so as to produce changes of tone. This is called 'giving heel' to the drum - bailly talon. Meanwhile a
boy keeps striking the drum at the uncovered end with a stick so as to produce a dry, clattering
accompaniment." He adds that its tapping may be heard at surprising distances and that "experienced
players often play for hours at a time, without exhibiting wearisomeness or in the least diminishing the
volume of sound produced."
The sound of the drum itself, well played, has a wild power that makes and musters all the excitement of
the dance - a complicated double roll with a peculiar billowy rising and falling." Often contests were held
between celebrated tambouye. Lafcadio Hearn pictures a rival match.
"Aie, Aie, Aie' men y fai tambou - a pale!" said the commande; describing the execution of his antagonist;
"my dear, he just made that drum talk! I tho't I was going to be beaten for sure; I was trembling all the time dta, yde, yate' Then he got off that ka. I mounted it; I thought a moment; then I struck up the 'River-of-thelizard' - mai, mon, che, yon larivie - Leza toutt pi! such a 'River-of-the- Lizard' - mais, mon, che yon Larivie
- Leza toutt pi! such a 'River-of-the-Lizard,' ah, just perfectly pure! I gave heel to that ka; I worried that ka,.
I made it mad; I made it crazy; I made it talk; I won!"
It is claimed that in a hot climate, the older the drum gets the tauter the string becomes. The method of
tuning is by placing the instrument over a fire to contract the skin or in water to expand it.
The drums commonly used on the Gold Coast are made of hollowed sections of trunks of trees, with a goat's
or sheep's skin stretched over one end. They are from one to four feet high and vary in diameter from about six to
fourteen inches. Two or three drums are usually used together, each drum producing a different note, and they are
played either with the fingers or with two sticks. Those looking on beat time by clapping the hands.
In his travels in South Africa, Livingstone describes drums of that section which he heard played around the
'kotla: (place of audience).
"Their drums are neatly carved from the trunk of a tree, and have a small hole on the side covered with a bit
of spider's web; the ends are covered with the skin of an antelope pegged on, and when they wish to tighten
it they hold it to the fire. The instruments are beaten with the hands."
In the Kru country tiny little hand drums are made in varying shapes and sizes. Sometimes the instrument is
slung around the body. The exterior strings are painted red and blue. A more pronounced decoration is found on the
drums of the "Yassi" (Society of Spots) of Sierra Leone.
H. O. Newland describes the drums and other instruments of these people as being spotted with various
colors.
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From West Africa, Mary Kingsley tells of a drum which she found to be an impressive instrument. It was
made from an old powder keg, a piece of raw hide tied tightly over it and it over a bung-hole. A piece of wood with a
hump of rubber is passed through the hole. The drummer wets his hand, inserts it into the instrument, grasps the stick
and works it up and down. There is a double sound, for the knob beats the drum skin with a boom while the stick
gives a screech!
Various musical instruments peculiar to themselves are invented by the Joloffs. They possess the native
drum, the tom-tom, but also have a kettle-drum in which the skin is stretched across one-half an enormous calabash
highly polished and sometimes elaborately carved.
The Bushman, whose instruments are very crude, possess a drum which they make by stretching a dried
antelope skin over any hollow article.
USAGE
The drum has three distinct and separate usages - by the priests in worship, bu the youth in affairs of love,
and by chiefs and rulers in military life.
However, there is no custom or ceremony connected with daily life but what the drum has a share therein.
No march is undertaken without the call of the drum and it is also used as the hunters prepare for the
leopard hunt. In the Tshi speaking country the announcement of all festivals is made by beating of the large state
drum at sunset, after which signal, songs and discharge of firearms break out from all quarters of the town.
The harvest festival in September, lasting a fortnight, is commenced by beating of the drums.
Among the Kaffirs, there are drum-calls for all occasions. Besides the all-night drumming to scare away
wild animals, there is the summons at day-break which is known as the reveille. Much importance is laid upon the
morning summons.
A. B. Ellis, in "The Land of Fetish," describes an amusing happening at Camp Prahsu.
From four different parts of the camp he heard a reveille played by four separate bugles. Knowing that there
were not four corps in encampment, he thoughts troops had arrived unexpectedly. But it was not true. One bugler
was blowing on behalf of the Home Constabulary, another for a half-dozen Sierra Leone policemen whom the
Governor had brought with him, a third for the three or four Fanti police who were at Prahsu, and a fourth for the
Kros laborers. As the camps will circumscribe, one bugle would have been sufficient, but, then "how much glowing
military ardor would have been lost!"
Seldom if ever is the drum left behind. Much of the traveling in Africa is done by canoes on the many
waterways. If a party is traveling in a number of canoes each one contains a man beating a tom-tom. The boatboys
often chant a dirgelike song, while the boys beat vigorously on the kettle-drum. Algernon S. Rose describes the
Food-beat as consisting of three triplets immediately followed by two notes somewhat slower. A funeral custom is
that of singing and dancing in honor of the decreased amid the eating of drums.
In the interior of Africa the beating of the tabala announces a wedding. To its rhythm the women sing all
night.
Music
L'Abbe Bouche gives a song by his canoemen when he traveled on the lagoon near Porto Novo: (solo)
"You are great, you are strong, oh Jalodch! If you choose you could rival Shango (the lightning god) in
ower. But to be terrible and cruel seems to you unworthy of a god, and you prefer to make yourself
renowned by the benefits of your protection. We trust in you, oh Jalodeh - be propitious to us." (Chorus
repeats) "Jalodeh, good deity, guide us, shield us from harm."
Worship
Music plays an important part in African worship. Amongst Eastern Ewe tribes, dancing is a special branch
in the education of both priest and priestess. They must be very proficient in the art, and practice for months in order
to acquire the necessary agility. The boy and girl recruits, who have studied three years for the priesthood, dance
before the King as the "Annual Custom." During their novitiate they are taught the dances and chants peculiar to the
worship of the gods. During the dance the priest is supposed to be possessed by a god. According to A. B. Ellis, in
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"Ewe-Speaking People of West Africa," the dances among the Ewe tribes are always performed to the sound of
drums, the Addugba being used for the dance ceremonies.
The drums are carefully kept with the images of the gods, in a locked circular house in charge of women
priestesses.
When new members were tested for the priesthood in Freetown (Forhudzi), Cape Coast, the following
ceremony took place: The company drums were made use of, and as the drummers struck up their beat, youths and
men raised a song in honor of one of the deities of the company. As there is a special hymn for each deity, which is
sung to a special beat of the dru, there was also a particular dance for the same. The priest is supposed to be
influenced by the individuality of a tutelary deity of the company, as soon as he places his hands upon the drum.
In honor of this deity, drums strike up the rhythm, the singers begin their chant, and the priest begins to
dance.
Before going to war the company assembles and the priests perform a ceremony supposed to make the
fighters invulnerable.
The forming of companies by the brave women of Russia was a repetition of the old custom of forming
Amazon Corps among the Ewe-speaking people of Africa. As early as 1729, Amazon corps among the Dahomis
were divided into three bodies. Each corps of these female soldiers had its own band consisting of horns, drums and
the chinfugu, a native cymbal.
Dr. W. E. B. Du Bois, in his late history of the negro people, states that the Empress Taitou led some of the
charges in the battle of Adua, one of the decisive battles of the modern world.
It was by this battle, March 1, 1896, that Abyssinia became independent.
The standing army among the people of Africa was in the form of town companies and each military
organization had its own deity. The deity which is the special protector of the company during war is supposed to
inspire the men with courage, and a tree is selected to protect it with its shade.
The native believes that in time of war the spirits themselves are interested in the result of the battle and,
like the Kaiser, the people believe the gods favor their own particular cause. This may account for the armies'
callousness to human suffering.
Cowper Rose, of the Royal Engineers, says of the Hottentot soldier:
"His sight is wonderfully acute, his power of finding his way through tractless wastes is as surprising as that
of the American Indian, and he follows his prey with the certainty of a blood-hound. Add to this that he is
capable of undergoing great privation, and that he can abstain from food for days."
Often war dances are held. At the beating of the tom-toms or sangbois each warrior steps into the center,
and more and more vigorously do they dance in the light of the moon, as the drum beat grows louder and louder.
music
Newland says that war-chants in which the men present join at certain intervals with their rich, melodious
voices, distinguished by a note of sadness, are very impressive. On the return of an army, the beating of drums and
blowing of horns fill the air; the day following is given over to mourning for those who were killed in the battle.
Aside from the drum as the chief war musical instrument, Mungo Park, in "The Interior of Africa," tells of
the singing men among the Mandingoes called "Jilli kea," one or more of which may be found in every town. "They
sing extemporaneous songs in honor of their most noted men and also recite the historical events of their country. In
war, they accompany the soldiers to the field, in order, by reciting the great actions of their ancestors, to awaken in
them the spirit of glorious emulation."

A Battle Won by a Drum Beat
The African is not without an appreciation of the art of camouflage, as noted by the following incident
which Newlands describes in his story of Sierra Leone:
"Airkarlie (Momba Kinda, son of one of the principal kings) of a town on the Sierra Leone River was
commissioned by Bai Foki, king of the country, to drive the Susus (said to have descended from the Hyksos
or Shepherd Kings of Egypt) Mohammedans from Mellacouri, out of the land. A. had a drum called tablay
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made, which was to be in possession of none but the King or Chief in authority. Plans were made to attack
the Susus by the Temnes and the Airkarlie ordered the drum to be beaten. Hearing the drum for the first
time, the Susu Almami at Sain Dugu sent to see if his own tablay was in its place. Being told that it was, he
ordered 150 armed men to proceed to Ro marung and bring the offending tablay, the person who was
beating it and the person who ordered it to be beaten.
"The Susus proceeded unaware that more than 500 Temnes were in ambush in a thicket. They were all
captured, their arms seized without a gun being fired and they themselves taken as prisoners."
An example of the quickness in which hostilities may begin and the rapidity in which the opposed factions
break out with extemporaneous song is given by Decima Moore.
A few years ago she was privileged to witness a big palaver (conference) of three important chiefs with the
English commissioner. Relations were evidently strained between the chiefs. At the close of the palaver something
displeased the first tribe:
"They talked rapidly with wild gesticulations but the Omahin shook his head rapidly and passed on. Several
natives from the first group seized handfuls of stones and began hurling at the second group. Three or four
men on each side went through a weird dance. A native policeman suddenly appeared and single-handed
stopped the riot. As the second party disappeared behind the Basil Mission Workshops, the Skirmish at an
end, the first tribe broke into a great chorus full-throated and triumphant. It was the 'Song of Difiance' and I
think that nothing I have ever heard has moved me more than that terrific chorus of men's voices, sung in
parts, in perfect time, breathing defiance in every note and gradually dying away as the party disappeared
down the hill into the native town."
Mr. Bowditch, in service of the Royal African Company, writes of a reception given in 1817, the gathering
of thousands of persons of whom the greater part were warriors. The guests were met with bursts of martial music
and as they arrived before the King "More than 100 bands burst at once on our arrival, with the peculiar airs of their several chiefs; the horns
flourished their defiances, with the beating of innumerable drums and metal instruments, and then yielded
for a while to the soft breathings of their long flutes, which were truly harmonious; and a pleasing
instrument like a bag-pipe without the drone, was happily blended.
"It was a gorgeous spectacle, the captains and attendants gowned in Ashanti cloths of extravagant price,
costly silks, gold ornaments. Wolves and rams heads as large as life, cast in gold, were suspended from their
gold-handled swords which were held around them like round bills and rusted in blood; the sheaths were of
leopard skin, or the shell of a fish-like shagreen. The large drums supported on the head of one man and
beaten by the others were braced around with the thighbones of their enemies, and ornamented with their
skulls. The kettledrums resting on the ground were scraped with wet fingers and covered with leopard-skin.
The wrists of the drummers were hung with bells and curiously shaped pieces of iron which jingled loudly
as they were beating. The smaller drums were suspended from the neck by scarves of red cloth; the horns
(teeth of young elephants) were ornamented at the mouthpiece with gold and the jaw bones of human
victims. The royal stool, said to be about 400 years old, entirely cased in gold, was displayed under a
splendid umbrella, with drums, sankos (selmku, a native stringed instrument) horns and various musical
instruments cased in gold, about the thinkness of cartridge paper. The swell of the bands gradually
strengthened on our ears, the peal of the war-like instruments bursting upon the short but sweet response of
the flutes; the gaudy canopies seemed to dance in the distant view and floated broadly as they were
springing up and down."
Another celebration of barbaric splendor is described by the explorer, Henry M. Stanley, in "Darkest
Africa."
"In the afternoon Mazamboni's warriors, 1,000 strong, joined to celebrate the bloodless victory over Musim
in a phalanx dance. There must always be a chorus with the dance, the grander the better, and when the
men, women and children fit their voices high above the drums, and the chatter and murmur of the crowd, I
must confess to having enjoyed it immensely, especially when the Wanyamwezi are the performers who are
by far the best singers on the African continent.
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"The Bandussuma, under Katto, brother of Mazamloni, led the warriors phalanx to the phalanx dance. Half
a score of drums, large and small, had been beaten by half a score of accomplished performers, keeping
admirable time, and emitting a perfect volume of sound which must have been heard far away for miles. The
phalanx stood still with spears grounded until, at a signal from out the drums, Katto's deep voice was heard
breaking out with a wild triumphant song of chant, and at once rose a forest of spears high above their
heads, and a mighty chorus of voices responded and the phalanx was seen to move forward. There was
accuracy of cadence of voice and beat of drum. As they shouted with faces turned upward and heads bent
back to give the fullest effect to the ascending tempest of voices, it appeared to imitate every soul with the
passion of deadly battle and every eye of the on-lookers glowed luridly and their right arms with clenched
fists were shaken on high, as though their spirits were thrilled with the martial strains; but as the heads were
turned and bowed to the earth we seemed to feel War's agony and grief and woe, to think of tears and
widow's wails and fatherless orphans' cries, of ruined hearths and desolated land. But again, as the mass still
steadily drawing nearer tossed their heads backward, and the bristling blades flashed and cracked and the
feathers streamed and gaily rustled, there was a loud shout of defiance and such an exulting and energising
storm of sound that man saw only the glorious colors of victory, and felt only the proud pulses of triumph."
In contrast to this moving barbaric spectacle is the following odd mixture of an old and new civilization.
At a big palaver held on the banks of the Sudan River, the subject of which was the Ashanti boundary, the
visitors were greeted by the Omankin of Bompata, his state unbrellas, court and full band. The band consisted of a
large English drum, two kettle drums and several fifes. Immediately they struck up "God Save the King." Scarcely
had the colors died away in the forest before the Omankin and his retinue started for the town, followed by the band
playing "Way Down upon the Swanee River." A spectator asks us to imagine this incongruous picture:
"The drummer beating the big drum for all he was worth and the conductor wildly waving his wee bit of
stick a sudden apparition of a half-naked band, playing the familiar tune with furious joy, right away in a
remote, wild corner of the Ashanti forest."
It is a picture too, of the marvelous power of music, whose appeal is greater to the African than to any other
primitive people. Wisely have they made us of it in battle as a practical and spiritual guide.
Shall music mean less to the American soldier or those who must remain at home and bear the equally
difficult task of anxiously awaiting the fate of country and loved ones?

JUNE - METRONOME
RHYTHMIC SYMPHONIC SYNCOPATION vs MODERN JAZZ By Marian Gillespie. (Editors Note:
Marian Gillespie, writer of the famous song hit, "When You Looked into the Heart of a Rose," magazine writer and
playwright won the prize recently offered by Paul Specht over radio for the best one hundred word letter on
Syncopated Classics vs. Popular Jazz.
Hundreds of manuscripts were submitted from all parts of the United States and Canada. They were
written by people from all walks of life including celebrated writers and contained many interesting arguments
concerning Jazz and Classics. Miss Gillespie's essay was adjudged the best and a Columbia Portable Phonograph
together with a set of Paul Specht's records was delivered to her as the prize.
Miss Gillespie is not only noted for song successes but enjoys a name as an older magazine writer, and
playwright of wide repute. Her prize winning essay follows:
Until Rhythmic Symphonic Syncopation was given to a dance loving public, the classics of the Old Masters
were little known, and never appreciated, except by a select few.
Modern Jazz, on the other hand, becomes very monotonous. There is no thread of melody running through
the warp and woot of the orchestration to take away from the flatness of the pattern. No Melodic highlights, in other
words. One modern jazz number would never be distinguished from the other, were it not for the title, and even then
the title could be changed and the music be repeated without detection, except in rare instances. "Heart Broken
Rose" being one of the exceptions.
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While it seems a sacrilege to "rag the classics" Rhythmic Symphonic Syncopation is an entertainment of
rare merit, and an excellent education acquainting the thousands with the musical classics of Bach, Brahms and other
old masters, by presenting their works in a manner which delight the ear of the masses.

JUNE 7 - MUSICAL AMERICA
PAUL WHITEMAN AND HIS ORCHESTRA (Ed: quotes from music critics and newspapers on
Whiteman's concert performances.)
ROCHESTER HERALD, May 16, 1924. "Convention Hall was the scene of a joyous musical romp last
night when Paul Whiteman, who has become the logical leader of all the throng of jazz interpreters of the day, came
with his orchestra to play a program made up entirely of the sort of music that has made him famous. Instruments
that squawked, instruments that crooned, instruments that sobbed, instruments that laughed and instruments that
blended into strange alluring patterns, furnished an entertainment that was of a quality as typically American as a
baseball game, and quite as exciting. The large audience listened with rapt delight, and at the end of the program the
hall shook with applause and cheers. Many a prima donna would have given half her income for such a
demonstration as rewarded the aggregation of jazz musicians. "MR. Whiteman and his men unquestionably bring
a musical message that has significance, if for no other reason than because it indicates the trend of American
musical composition. It is music like nothing else on earth. By all rules of critical procedure it is music that should be
severely frowned on by the intellectuals, but by all rules of human nature it is music that can no more be resisted than
a first kiss in the moonlight. Many persons who sat through the Metropolitan Opera Company performances last
week, and enjoyed them, found themselves secretly swaying to the alluring rhythm of the Whiteman Band and
secretly chuckling to themselves at the contrast in the two forms of musical entertainment."
ROCHESTER DEMOCRAT AND CHRONICLE, MAY 16TH, 1924. "They play the music, which they
make a business of, very expertly; when it is queer, they make it very, very queer; when it is charming, the charm is
there, and when it is truly beautiful, the players are equally successful with it. The hall was filled, and the crowd was
enthusiastic from first to last; it had reason to be. After all, it is a great satisfaction to be entertained."
BUFFALO EXPRESS, May 17, 1924. "Mr. Whiteman's orchestra contains four saxophones, eight violins,
two pianos, two trumpets, two tubas, two 'cellos, two horns, oboe, English horn, clarinets and the percussion
instruments. In addition, there is a banjo, most adroitly played, and an accordion. Some of the men play several
instruments in turn. They all watch their leader with intent care and play with most admirable precision, with
infectious spirit and much pleasing variety of expression."
BUFFALO EVENING NEWS, May 17, 1924. "Paul Whiteman, with his organization of clever
instrumentalists, which he designated as a Modern American orchestra, demonstrated last evening in the Broadway
auditorium, as he has elsewhere, that a thing well done takes unto itself worth in the well-doing. Whiteman has
directed his attention to jazz, that musical madness which has enjoyed several years' vogue in the ballroom; has
developed it, has subjected it to the refining influence of definite orchestral scoring, and now presents his improved
popular American music on the concert platform."
ST. LOUIS TIMES, May 22nd, 1924. Whiteman is truly inspiring. He has a genuine musical genius."
TORONTO MAIL AND EMPIRE, Saturday, May 31st, 1924. "Altogether the concert was a highly
interesting event in the musical season. Those who love jazz loved every jazzy moment that they could find. Those
who do not love the jazz excesses delighted in the signs of a better day coming, thanks to the influence that an
organization like the Paul Whiteman Orchestra must exert in the long run. He is perhaps a more conclusive proof to
the popular mind than a symphony orchestra that the blatancies of jazz were signs of disease, and that there must be
something to rhythm and of melodic and harmonic beauty in music."
TORONTO GLOVE, Saturday, May 31st, 1924. ""Mr. Whiteman does not burlesque modern music, but
attempts by musical contrasts to increase the appreciation of better popular music. One could say that he elevates it
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by making a symphony out of it. The performance of the orchestra last night was marked by a dignity and
refinement that was wholly refreshing."
LOUISVILLE COURIER-JOURNAL, May 20th, 1924. "When one remembers some of the academic
musical compositions that have obtained performance and even prizes in order to 'give American composers a
chance' and compares them with the most advanced and subtle of the compositions played last night, one must
concede a greater vitality and originality to the latter."
WILLIAM SMITH GOLDENBURG, CINCINNATI ENQUIRER, May 21st, 1924. "A summary of
impressions left by last night's concert leads to the inevitable conclusion that jazz is being improved, and that it is a
form of musical composition that has come to stay. Perhaps it may be the new American music. Paul Whiteman
even may be the apostle of the American renaissance in music."
CINCINNATI TIMES DISPATCH. "Mr. Whiteman taught that jazz music, when properly played, can be
truly beautiful. In fact he objects to the word 'jazz.' He calls modern compositions the 'melodious music of today.'
And melodious they are, at least when executed by Whiteman's orchestra."
CINCINNATI COMMERCIAL TRIBUNE, May 21st, 1924. "Last night Whiteman and his orchestra
achieved the feat of filling Music Hall, even to standing room, the first time this season.
"No noses need be turned up at this victory of popular music, for Whiteman, with his 'Experiment in
American Music,' has placed this much sniffed-at and much-maligned field of music on a level which makes it
impossible for musicians to dismiss it as trivial. First of all he has bridged the gap, more apparent than real, which
has been held to exist between jazz and music of the better sort. This has been accomplished by eliminating the
blatant vulgarity of the older jazz music which made it, and rightly, anathema to musicians of taste."
"The haphazard element in the performance of popular music has been definitely established. Instead we are
given music in the popular idiom, carefully scored for an orchestra especially designed for its performance. By such
treatment jazz is gone and in its place we have what Whiteman calls 'melodious music of today.' "
"Analysis of the newer development would seem to indicate the basis upon which the vogue of popular
music rests. It has, first of all, humor in the broadest sense of the word. And it has rhythm, both obvious and subtle.
Whiteman's treatment of his American subject matter makes it not altogether inapt to call him the Mark Twain of
music."
PITTSBURGH GAZETTE TIMES, May 20th, 1924. "Yesterday Pittsburgh heard for the first time the
quite original and decidedly bizarre orchestra developed and conducted by Paul Whiteman. Now it has become
increasingly recognized of late that, if America is to have a distinct musical idiom entirely its own, one altogether
free from European influences, the foundation of this national expression of music will have its roots somewhere
in what is popularly known as jazz.
"Really to condemn jazz music in the abstract, as do some of our highbrows, is musical snobbery pure and
simple. It has more individuality, more subtlety of rhythm, even more refinement, than the popular music of other
countries. Here and there, indeed, recently it has become no unusual thing to come across harmonic progression very
modern, complex and atmospheric. Paul Whiteman is credited with accomplishing more in the direction of the better
development of jazz through his orchestral concerts than any other man living. Certainly he is a very forcible
figure on the platform and his orchestra plays superbly."
WALTER D. HICKMAN, INDIANAPOLIS TIMES, May 19th, 1924. "Paul Whiteman gave us much to
think about yesterday at the Murat, when his modern American orchestra was presented in two concerts by Ona B.
Talbot. Whiteman does not attempt to burlesque modern music. He attempts by musical contrasts to increase
appreciation for better popular music. His musicians do not throw instruments up in the air and neither do they go
insane with acrobatics while playing. They seek to present music with a modern dignified touch.
"Whiteman conducts his orchestra with as much dignity and legitimate attention during his program
proper as one would expect from the conductor of a great symphony orchestra.
"That is exactly what Whiteman is attempting to do - to elevate modern music by making a symphony out of
it."
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CLEVELAND TIMES, May 27th, 1924. "The Rhapsody in Blue,' by George Gershwin, was the most
important innovation of the program. Mr. Gershwin has taken four 'blue' themes and has developed them into a work
that has an interesting orchestral background and seems to be of real musical significance. It is this sort of thing that
will in time put jazz in a high place and settle the question of its limitations."

JUNE 11 - NATION
Our super patriots were probably tremendously stirred at learning that the French Government had issued an
order requiring all American jazz players to leave the country within five days. One proverb of which our 100 percenters seem never to have heard is that what is good for the goose is sauce for the gander, and while they have been
busy excluding, deporting, exploiting, and ingrating all the other people of the world it has never occurred to them
that somebody might retaliate. The jazz industry is apparently the only one in which we are so supreme that we have
been able to enter the European market and rout native competition, the press dispatches saying that the deportation
order was issued upon complaint of French musicians who found themselves out of a job. We should prefer to think
that the order was due to outraged musical taste, and we agree with our super patriots at least to the extent of hoping
that these exported jazz players will not be dumped back upon our shores. Perhaps their permanent stay abroad could
be arranged in return for a loan sufficiently large to restore the franc to parity.

JUNE 19 - MUSIC LEADER
THE TREND OF THE TIMES. Old-time musicians see dire calamity in the failure of the Y. M. C. A. to
obtain a band of sixty players who would be willing to forego Jazz and give only good music. From Chicago's three
million population only eleven people could be found so aesthetically inclined, while over one hundred were willing
and ready to ally themselves if the "BLUES" were permitted. And thus is seen the trend of the times. After all, Jazz
is nothing new, being merely syncopation under another name. It originated in John Philip Sousa's rhythmic marches,
which gave zest and pep to the band, and set the blood tingling and this was many years ago. Others have tried
without success to imitate him. In music, as in everything else, there is evolution, and so while Sousa remains the
dominant figure in his own field, in another Paul Whiteman is the controlling influence. It is not surprising that only
eleven answered the call of the Y. M. C. A., for the whole country is seething with enthusiasm for Whiteman's bright,
pulsating music. Young people will not listen to the stereotyped measures and rhythms of their grandfathers nor will
they play them with pleasure or interest. They want thrills, entertainment, and life, and even orchestras of the highest
standing are coming more and more to the realization that color and stirring effects are the order of today.

JUNE 19 - MUSICAL LEADER
JAZZ MUSIC BANNED IN FRANCE - Insult to American Folk Music, Composers and Musicians, Says
Lopez.
Wherever jazz music is popular and that is everywhere in the United States, musicians, composers, music
publishers, record makers, radio broadcasters, singers of syncopated songs, and dancers of jazz dances, are
discussing the report that France has placed a ban on jazz and are forcing American artists to leave the country or
abandon super-syncopation.
The B. F. Keith Vaudeville Exchange imports and exports artists to all parts of the world and has the most
cordial relations with the music halls of France. The news that France is placing an embargo on jazz came as a great
surprise. Vincent Lopez, who has made stirring arrangements of stimulating numbers for both national conventions,
regards the action of the French Government as an insult to American art. Discussing the ban from the standpoint of
vaudeville Mr. Lopez said:
"If this is official action by the French government, it is a slap at America. It seems hardly possible that
certain American musicians have been asked to leave because of objectionable conduct.
"The popularity of 'jazz' music abroad is great, and it is winning appreciation, not as freak stuff, but as true
American music. It certainly can't be stopped by attacking individual musicians."
Mr. Lopez asserted that the recent development of "jazz" entitled it to be considered a serious form of art.
"I have been for a long time making a study both of the word 'jazz' and of the kind of music which it
represents," he said.
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"The origin of the colloquial word 'jazz' is shrouded in mystery. The story of its beginning that is most
frequently told and most generally believed among musicians has to do with a corruption of the name 'Charles.' In
Vicksburg, Miss., during the period when rag-time was at the height of its popularity and 'blues' were gaining favor,
there was a colored drummer of rather unique ability named 'Chas. Washington.' 'As is common in certain parts of
the South he was called 'Chaz.' 'Chaz.' could not read music, but he had a gift for 'faking,' and a marvelous sense of
syncopated rhythm. It was a practice to repeat the trio or chorus of popular numbers, and because of the catchiness of
'Chaz's' drumming he was called on to do his best on the repeats. At the end of the first chorus the leader would say:
"Now, Chaz."
"From this small beginning it soon became a wide-spread habit to distinguish any form of exaggerated
syncopation as 'Chaz.' It was immensely popular from the start, for it had appeal to the physical emotions
unobtainable from any other sort of music. 'Chaz' himself had learned the effectiveness of this manner of drumming
through following the lead of country fiddlers in their spirited playing of 'Natchez Under the Hill,' 'Arkansas
Traveler,' 'Cotton-Eye'd Joe' and similar tunes so dear to the hearts of quadrille dancers.
"In my endeavors to place a finger on the exact spot in music that we can 'jazz.' I have found a process of
elimination very convenient. There are many movements in the greatest symphonies that are syncopated, yet by no
stretch of the imagination can we call them 'jazz'; the weird music of the North American Indians, based on sing-song
vocal melodies with tom-tom accompaniment, is bizarre enough, but it is not 'jazz'; the Oriental whine of the musette
as used for the dances of the whirling Dervishes cannot be called 'jazz'; the languid airs of Hawaiian origin are not in
that category; a Strauss waltz, a Sousa march, the gayest tune of a Gilbert and Sullivan light opera, an Argentine
tango, a minuet, polka, quadrille, bolero, none of these are 'jazz'; and yet any or all of them can be made into 'jazz' by
the simple expedient of accentuating that beat which the natural laws of rhythm require to be unaccented.
"The whole universe is founded on order and rhythm, on regularity and steady tempo. The music of the
spheres rushing through space is undoubtedly in strict time, the seasons change on schedule, all astronomical
calculations are possible because of the methodical regularity of recurrent events. It is entirely contrary to natural
laws to syncopate and only man does it. The music student has difficulty in acquiring this faculty for he feels that it is
inherently wrong. No wild animal gives a long-drawn cry but that it is in time. When a baby does not cry
rhythmically a doctor or a mother immediately realizes that something is seriously the matter with the child. When
the wrong beat is accented there is an actual physical effect on the hearer, for a law is being broken.
"At the very beginning 'jazz' meant 'without music' or 'contrary to music,' but a great change has taken place
in it. The 'jazz' of war times has very definitely departed, although leaving its indelible mark on music as a whole. It
fitted a hysterical period when the times were out of joint and a frenzied world sought surcease from mental agony in
a mad outbreak of physical gymnastics. There was a time not long ago when anything odd and fantastical in music
was labeled 'jazz.' The musicians became affected with the glamour of syncopation. The different instrumentalists
began to imitate the antics of the drummer. It became a clamor, an uproar. The clarinet whined and whistled; the
trombone guffawed grotesquely; the trumpets buzzed and fluttered; the pianist gyrated.
"It developed into a contest to attract individual attention. The violinist caught the germ and debased his
instrument through the most flagrant musical indecencies. We had for orchestra a bunch of acrobatic maniacs to
whom music was entirely secondary and mummery was the word. The cowbell reigned supreme. And that was 'jazz'.
"It is certainly a misdemeanor to call my orchestra, or any other good dance organization, a 'jazz band,' if
taken in the sense of what a 'jazz band' used to be. Present day dance music is as different from 'jazz' as day from
night; yet the word remains with us and we do stress syncopation, but we do it musically. It is now combined with the
finest arrangements money can buy, the richest chords and modulations that gifted musical minds can conceive and
the total elimination of all instruments and effects not of proven musical worth.
"Rag-time music was the direct fore-runner of 'jazz.' It was so nicely adapted to a simplified form of
dancing. that it had an almost universal appeal. It was merely syncopation without any particular emphasis. As the
emphasis was added it became 'jazz.' It is, therefore, sufficiently explicit, so far as the music is concerned, to define
'jazz' as emphasized syncopation; but there is another phase of it that includes the dancing in combination with
emphasized syncopation.
"Because there seems to be something animal-like in the emotional effects of 'jazz,' we have turned to
animal movements to get a name for it. We have had the 'turkey trot,' the 'elephant glide,' the 'camel walk' and
countless other designations, but at last and apparently accepted permanently the 'fox trot.' Perfection of lithesome,
graceful bodily action in faultless rhythm can hardly be better pictured than by the harmonious movement of a fox as
he trots. There is an almost imperceptible hesitation as each foot is placed, a perfect timing that is exact balance and
the very acme of equilibrium. The name fits both the dance and the music."
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JUNE 21 - MUSICAL AMERICA
EVA GAUTHIER WOULD MAKE REFORMS IN OUR CONCERT HALLS. Eva Gauthier has
discovered that her popularity in California, which she visited on her concert tour this spring, is of the lasting sort.
Her introduction of a group of "jazz" numbers into her program elicited as much discussion and excitement in Los
Angeles as it did in New York. The result is that she is going out to California again for several more appearances, as
well as re-engagements next season, probably around Christmas time.
Miss Gauthier has decided not to go to Europe this summer. "last year," she said, "I went to Europe looking
for new material and found that what i was really looking for was right here at home. New things are cropping up in
Europe all the time, of course, but I think America is just as comfortable and as interesting a place to be."
The artist is planning to spend the month of August with Mrs. R. T. Wilson in Newport, and may possibly
give a private recital some time during that month in the Rhode Island summer colony. She also expects to visit at the
summer home of John Hays Hammond some time during the month.
Asked if she had any new plans for next year, Miss Gautheir smiled. "I have a great many ideas," she
answered, "but I am not sure that I can put them into effect.
"But speaking of improvements which might be made in the concert hall, there is one thing I have long had
in mind. Something ought to be done to make them more comfortable. The seats in most of them are positively cruel.
There ought to be a hall somewhere in New York with deep, soft chairs, where one could really rest while listening
to music and smoke if one wished. In such an intimate atmosphere one might give a recital that would not be a
cruelty to sit through.
"Another thing I would like to do would be to come out and give the whole recital without intermission, or
at least remain on the platform, as Mr. Paderewski does at his concerts. Oh, there are still a lot of innovations to be
introduced to the concert hall."
Miss Gauthier was the first to introduce jazz in the serious program, and the last of that revolution has not
been heard yet. She still has some ideas for programs which the concert-going public may await with interest.

JUNE - THE MUSICAL OBSERVER
THE STORY OF THE NEGRO SPIRITUAL "NOBODY KNOWS THE TROUBLE I'VE SEEN" by
Clarence Cameron White. (Clarence Cameron White is an American composer-violinist, who has made an extended
study of Negro folk songs and spirituals, and whose article should be helpful to music club members as study
material. His setting of four of these spirituals, "Bandanna Sketches," has attained a wide vogue.)
The story of any Negro Spiritual necessarily begins with the story of that dark cloud of human slavery,
which for two hundred years hung ghost-like over the American nation. Each Spiritual is but the reflection of the
slaves' mental picture of experience during that period of our history. Of the bards who brought these songs into
being, we know nothing, as individuals, but we do know that each and every "Spiritual" reflects an individual talent
closely akin to genius. Even though these songs were born of a very vital depression and sorrow, we can today catch
something of the lyric pathos and beauty of these inspired melodies.
Upon extensive research, we find that "Nobody Knows the Trouble I've Seen" first sprang from the heart of
a Negro slave whose trials were almost more than he could bear. After having his wife and children sold away, he
withdrew to his little cabin and poured out his sorrow in this song. His singing of it was so heartrending and reflected
the experience of the other slaves on the plantation to such an extent that it was soon learned and chanted at all the
"meetings" of the slaves held after the toils of the day were over. Thus it became one of the best known and most
frequently used in all parts of the Southland and the Sea Islands off the Atlantic Coast. The treatment of the words
"Nobody Knows" shows in its drop of a sixth, just how hopeless this slave felt over his loss.
Figure 1
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Then notice the serene flow of the melody "Nobody Knows but Jesus,"

The thoughts occurred that there was comfort in knowing that Jesus, who knows all things, knew and
understood this great sorrow and loss, and the voice raises in praise for this comfort in the lines "Glory Hallelujah,"

Then comes a recitation of his many trials in the lines "Sometimes I'm Up, Sometimes I'm Down." The
word "down" coming quite properly on a downward inflection,

The slave's hope of salvation and a re-union comes in the words "If you get there before I do, Tell my
friends I'm coming, too," and in the ending "Oh, yes, Lord"; notice the sounding of conviction in the biblical
promises in the broad accented phrase of the music.

The setting of these Spirituals "Bandanna Sketches" (of which "Nobody Knows the Trouble I've Seen" is
No. 1), published by the Carl Fischer Company, was the suggestion of the late Dr. Booker T. Washington during a
visit to Tuskegee in the Summer of 1915. These songs were sung at Tuskegee as solos with the important lines
accompanied by choir voices and they seemed to me especially suited to the violin, utilizing effective double
stopping in the chorus parts. So upon my return to Boston, I began to transcribe the numbers for violin - truly a labor
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of love. These settings remained in manuscript for two years before they were submitted for publication to the Carl
Fischer Company, and it has been a great source of pleasure, to say the least, that they have been programmed by
such artists as Fritz Kreisler, Zacharewitch, Mayo Wadler, Isadore Berger, Roderick White, Kathryn Platt Gunn,
Irma Seydel, Pauline Watson and numerous other artists. They have recently been used in orchestral version by
numerous large orchestras throughout America, and were included in the "Pop" concerts at Symphony Hall, Boston.
During the present season, the orchestral version was played by the Chicago Symphony at the High School memory
contest held in Chicago in March, and the arrangement for military band has been used at concerts by municipal
bands at Baltimore, Washington and numerous other places.

JUNE - ETUDE
TO JAZZ OR NOT TO JAZZ - Every now and then we read of some serious composer who announces that
his forthcoming symphonic work will introduce some tricks he has learned from Jazz.
Meanwhile Jazz has flooded over the world like lava from the American volcano of popular music.
The Jazz problem has reached such dimensions that in August we shall let THE ETUDE be a forum for the
discussion of the pros and cons of Jazz. Many noted writers on both sides will participate.
In any event, we do know that the Jazz of ten years ago is not to be compared with that of today. Jazz has
grown up, gone through high school and is ready for college.
Will it, nevertheless, still conceal under a cloak of culture the iniquity which so many people ascribed to
Jazz?
To Jazz or Not to Jazz? Will Jazz injure really good music - the kind of music that THE ETUDE has stood
for during its forty years of progress and for which it will continue to stand?
The "Battle of Jazz" in the August ETUDE will be "some fight." Don't miss it.

JUNE - AMERICAN MAGAZINE
PAUL WHITEMAN MADE JAZZ CATAGIOUS - One night in 1917, while he was eating dinner in a
restaurant on the Barbary Coast, San Francisco, Paul Whiteman, then first violinist with the San Francisco Symphony
Orchestra, heard an outlaw quintet playing the jazz of the African jungle. Most of the noise was made by a "cornfed" clarinet. It was accompanied by a trombone, cornet, piano, and trap drum with bell and sandpaper attachments.
As the young violinist listened he watched the people around him. He wondered why men and women like
jazz. Then and there he made a discovery about human nature.
"Jazz is a state of mind, a mood," he said to himself. "It is the American punch in music. All human beings
must let themselves go occasionally in one way or another. Some do it by getting up into the North Woods and
sitting down beside an open fire. Busy men take fishing trips. Others, whos good humor is more boisterous, need a
vigorous and energetic outlet. Fun, for them, means making a lot of noise and cutting capers. Jazz gives them the
exhaust valve they need."
Before he went home Paul Whiteman had an idea. Until that night he had expected to spend the rest of his
life playing classical music. At nineteen he had joined the Denver Symphony Orchestra. Before going to San
Francisco he had for four years occupied the first chair in the viola section of that organization. Born in Denver in
1890, he came from a musical family: Wilberforce J. Whiteman, his father, has been superintendent of music in the
Denver public schools for thirty-five years. His mother was an oratorio singer. While he practiced the violin, his
sister studied vocal.
This new kind of music, he now decided, would be popular. Because it takes a musician to "rag" a tune; but
anybody can "jazz." and jazz is not confined to music.
"Magazines, movies, melodramas, the comic strips of the Sunday newspapers, and even politics succeed
because they are noisy and full of vigorous rhythm," he concluded. "They express our national good humor. This is
jazz. Why shouldn't a dance orchestra do the same thing?"
Soon afterward he resigned from the symphony orchestra, and formed his first dance orchestra, with fifteen
pieces.
As the musicians practiced, he studied his instruments. In addition to the horns, piano, and drum, he had two
violins, a cello, and a banjo. But vivid color and energetic tempo were lacking. The music was sad. It did not make
him feel like doing 'monkey-shines,' It was not jazz.
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So Mr. Whiteman decided that he must put as much good humor as possible into the music. He dismissed
the cello because it was a gloom-maker. Then he bought a saxophone and gave that instrument the first real
opportunity it ever had.
Figuratively speaking, he taught the saxophone to laugh, squeal, do stunts, and throw its hat into the air. He
emphasized exact tempo and decisive rhythm. This was an innovation in dance music.
While he was playing in Los Angles in 19l8 he was sent to the opening of the new Ambassador Hotel, in
Atlantic City. A well-known phonograph company was having a convention there. His music was so different that the
company's representatives persuaded him to sign a four-year contract, which was recently renewed for a similar
period.
During the next year the management of the Palais Royal in New York City decided to try dance music of a
new kind. The Whiteman orchestra was engaged. So popular was the symphonic jazz that, after a few weeks, salaries
of many jazz players were raised one hundred per cent.
To-day, at the age of thirty-three, Paul Whiteman is one of the most popular musicians in this country and in
Europe.
Last summer he went abroad for the first time. As the big liner on which he was returning sailed into New
York Harbor, members of his orchestra were waiting at the Battery. When the ship was sighted they stepped into
inflated rubber suits. Taking cornets and the big bass drum they plunged into the water and swam down toward the
ship to greet their leader. As they floated along on the waves they played his most popular airs. The saxophone, in
airplanes, joined in overhead. No other orchestra leader ever received such a welcome home.
In London Mr. Whiteman and his original orchestra played by royal command before the king and queen
and the Prince of Wales. At first, Europeans laughed at the noisy rhythms of jazz. Now they are copying them.
Lizst and Beethoven wrote only stately and dignified music," declares Mr. Whiteman. "But human nature is
the same all over the globe. The banker in Vienna or Berlin enjoys the honest frolic and pure fun expressed in jazz as
much as anyone else. He may not cut capers or dance and strut to the music. But he laughs just as heartily when the
trombone player puts on a hat that is too large or one that is too small and the saxophone moans and groans.
"Jazz expresses an instinct for a noisy good time that is universal and as old as the globe. Even in the jungle
the natives made music of shrieks and drum beats. Orientals had the oboe; American Indians the drum and warwhoop. In the earliest days of the circus there was a noisy clown band. Negroes give expression to the jazz mood in
playing the banjo."
Jazz is good music, Mr. Whiteman insists. Many of his most popular airs, such as "Avalon" and
"Whispering," are really the classics of famous composers. They have been rewritten to express the energy, quick
determination, kindliness, and characteristic good nature of to-day than the graver mood of an older nation.
Twenty-six Whiteman orchestras are playing every night in New York, St. Louis, Providence, South
America and Europe. Last September his bands sailed to London. Another in October for Buenos Aires. He travels
back and forth across the Atlantic on the giant liner "Leviathan." It also makes regular appearances in vaudeville
when the ship is in port.
Many orchestras on steamers of the Munsonline, the United States Shipping Board, and the United Fruit
Company are under Mr. Whiteman's direction. He hears every band himself before it goes out, although the training
is done by others.
His original orchestra of fifteen men has worked five hours a night, seven nights a week, for six years. It has
two rehearsals a week of three hours each. At least one day a week is spent in the recording library of the
phonograph company making dance records. Mr. Whiteman is under contract to turn out forty-eight of these a year.
Susie Sexton

JUNE/JULY - JACOB'S BAND MONTHLY
JAZZ - IS IT MUSIC OR SOMETHING ELSE? by Lloyd G. del Castillo. (a popular feature of the Boston
Music Week program was a public "Jazz symposium" in which many prominent musicians participated. This article
is the substance of an address made at that time by Mr. del Castillo.)
There is, to begin with, some misapprehension as to just what jazz is. I believe that in most people's minds
jazz is simply modern popular music. This is certainly an error. The term "jazz" was first applied to the wild and
noisy effects in syncopation of the negro dance orchestras which enjoyed a mushroom growth at the beginning of the
dance craze started by the Castles, and which in turn owed their birth to the old-fashioned ragtime. "Popular music,"
on the other hand, is simply the mass of popular songs, which antedate both jazz and ragtime. Many people perfectly
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familiar with the ragtime craze would not remember the time when "In the Good Old Summer Time," or "By the
Banks of the Wahash" first saw the light of day.
Popular songs themselves cannot change very much from one period to another for the very simple reason
that they are written for unmusical, or rather, unskilled people, and must therefore have a simple melodic or verbal
appeal, and not much of anything else. If they begin to be at all abstruse or involved, they will fail to be popular
enough to make any extensive profits for the publishers. Recent illustrations which bear out this theory are in such
tunes as "Chansonette" and "On Hawaiian Shores," which were too good musically to have any decided vogue,
whereas songs of a low musical calibre like "Barney Googie" or "Yes, We Have No Bananas" swept the country and
made huge profits for their publishers.
Jazz not a Synonym For "Popular Music"
It is, therefore, a logical conclusion that if we speak of popular music as distinct from jazz, we are bound to
see that most of it is practically worthless, musically. This is not necessarily an indictment of it, however. The
unfortunate truth is that the same thing could be said of the bulk of most other kinds of music. Consider, for example,
the sugary love songs and ballads, only the best of which you are familiar with, the thousands of hackneyed marches
which litter the shelves of music stores, the uninspired anthems and organ solos which are inflicted upon you in
church, and even the new symphonies, symphonic poems and suites that are played by symphony orchestras one
season, and then permanently collect dust in the library morgues. But the reason why there is so much agitation
against popular music is that it is so over-exploited and commercialized by the publishers of it ("plugged" is the trade
term), that it is constantly forced on the attention of good people, who could otherwise conveniently ignore it as they
ignore other inferior types of decorative art. For do not think that music is the sole offender. Reflect on the thousands
of smeared' daubs which waste so many square miles of painter's canvas, the mediocre "pot-boilers" in short stories
and novels published each year, the nondescript verse that fills the "Poets Corners" of the magazines and
newspapers, and think well before you condemn popular music as being the worst offender.
On the other hand, it seems to me that the attempt often made to regard our popular songs as the substance
of American folk music attaches undue significance to them. As the main musical expression of the American people
they deserve consideration; but folk music they are not. National folk music is a different type altogether; more or
less legendary in character, resting on a solid traditional basis handed down from one period to another with only
slight alterations, and often with the original source entirely lost sight of. Such a process takes time and covers a
longer period of development than this nation can yet boast of. I do not think I am wrong in saying that true folk
music is interwoven with the history of a nation, examples of which in this country would be songs like "Yankee
Doodle," "Dixie" and those based on slavery days, showing the influence of the negro spirituals, of which Foster's
songs are the chief exponents.
Our popular songs, on the other hand, have nothing lasting about them. Here to-day and gone to-morrow,
the life of the average hit is not even six months. Furthermore, they are ground out in
New York's Tin Pan Alley in quantity production on a highly commercialized basis, the mere mechanical
organization of which would astound anyone who thinks of the popular song as spontaneous inspirational effort.
Some deductive generalizations could be made from them, as for instance, the prevalence of "Dixie" songs, but taken
by and large, they have no more significance than the season's style in clothes. One year will bring "Hawaiian" songs,
the next "Mammy " songs; this year has seen an inundation of "Mama" songs, but it would probably be an
exaggeration to deduce from that that the nation is showing an imperialistic leaning toward Colonial possessions or is
devoting more attention to the problems of the home.
Popular songs in themselves are neither good nor bad. I refer now solely to the melodic line. The harmonic
structure is necessarily simple on account of the musical abilities of the people it is intended to reach, and the lyrics
are for the most part sentimental mush or worse, but a fair proportion will be found to contain pretty melodies. It is,
after all, the structural treatment rather than the melodic line that makes a musical composition. On the whole, I am
inclined to think that if you extracted the melody from the average operatic aria and one from the better class of
popular song, say for example Wagner's "Evening Star" and Jolson's "Arcady," you would find a pretty even match.
You would find the aria composed of more uneven and extended cadences, and the popular song inclining more to
regular and sometimes monotonous rhythmic design, but the melodic curve itself would be pretty well balanced.
"Cutting Up" With The Classics
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As you are of course aware, it has for some time been the fashion to "jazz" the classics, even to
reconstructing Herbert's compositions to make virtually the entire score of the musical comedy, "Blossom Time." I
would be the last to deny that this is sometimes in questionable taste when the mood of the original composition is
particularly serious or idyllic, but in the majority of cases it seems to me there is a good deal of misguided fanaticism
behind the virtuous indignation expended on the creation of a fox-trot out of such tunes as Mendelssohn's "Spring
Song" or Rimski-Korsakow's "Song of India."

JULY - METRONOME
FRANCE'S BAN ON JAZZ - Vincent Lopez tells the Keith magnates that it is an insult to our American
folk music and our popular composers and musicians. by Walter J. Kingsley. Wherever jazz music is popular, and
that is everywhere in the United States, musicians, composers, music publishers, record makers, radio broadcasters,
singers of syncopated songs, and dancers of jazz dances, are discussing the report that France has placed a ban on
jazz and are forcing American artists to leave the country or abandon super-syncopation as their entertainment
offering. Longacre Square, the focal point of jazz in this country, hums with argument over the action taken by the
French as scores of American artists have contracts to go abroad to appear in French music halls and feel that they
would be crippled and perhaps completely put out of commission if deprived of their jazz specialties.
The B. F. Keith Vaudeville Exchange imports and exports artists to all parts of the world and has the most
cordial relations with the music halls of France. The news that France is placing an embargo on jazz came as a great
surprise. Vincent Lopez, the young director of the Hotel Pennsylvania Orchestra, who for three years has been a
permanent Keith headliner in New York in modern popular music programs, and who has made stirring
arrangements of stimulating numbers for both national conventions this month, regards the action of the French
Government as an insult to American art. Discussing the ban in the Keith offices from the standpoint of vaudeville,
Mr. Lopez said:
"If this is official action by the French Government, it is a slap at America. It seems hardly possible that
certain American musicians have been asked to leave because of objectionable conduct.
"The popularity of 'jazz' music abroad is great, and it is winning appreciation, not as freak stuff, but as true
American music. It certainly can't be stopped by attacking individual musicians."
Mr. Lopez asserted that the recent development of "jazz" music entitled it to be considered a serious form
of art, not a matter to be dealt with by the gendarmes.
"I have been for a long time making a study both of the word 'jazz' and of the kind of music which it
represents," he said.
How We Got the Word "Jazz"
"The origin of the colloquial word jazz is shrouded in mystery. The story of its beginning that is most
frequently told and most generally believed among musicians has to do with a corruption of the name 'Charles.' In
Vicksburg, Miss. during the period when rag-time was at the height of its popularity and 'blues' were gaining favor,
there was a colored drummer of rather unique ability named 'Chas. Washington.' As is a very common custom in
certain parts of the South he was called 'Chaz.' 'Chaz' could not read music, but he had a gift for 'faking,' and a
marvelous sense of syncopated rhythm. It was a practice to repeat the trio or chorus of popular numbers, and because
of the catchness of 'Chaz's' drumming he was called on to do his best on the repeats. At the end of the first chorus the
leader would say:
" 'Now, Chaz!'
"From this small beginning it soon became a widespread habit to distinguish any form of exaggerated
syncopation as 'Chaz.' It was immensely popular from the start, for it had appeal to the physical emotions
unobtainable from any other sort of music. 'Chaz' himself had learned the effectiveness of this manner of drumming
through following the lead of country fiddlers in their spirited playing of 'Natchez Under the Hill,' 'Arkansaw
Traveler,' 'Cotton Eye'd Joe,' and the numerous other similar tunes so dear to the hearts of quadrille dancers.
Syncopation in Symphonies
"In my endeavors to place a finer on the exact spot in music that we can 'jazz,' I have found a process of
elimination very convenient. There are many movements in the greatest symphonies that are syncopated, yet by no
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stretch of the imagination can we call them 'jazz'; the weird music of the North American Indians, based on singsong
vocal melodies with tom-tom accompaniment, is bizarre enough, but it is not 'jazz'; the Oriental whine of the musette
as used for the dances of the whirling Dervishes cannot be called 'jazz'; the languid airs of Hawaiian origin are not in
that category; a Strauss waltz, a Sousa march, the gayest tune of a Gilbert and Sullivan light opera, an Argentine
tango, a minuet, polka, quadrille, bolero, none of these are 'jazz'; and yet any and all of them can be made into 'jazz'
by the simple expedient of accentuating that beat which the natural laws of rhythm require to be unaccented.
"The whole universe is founded on order and rhythm, on regularity and steady tempo. The music of the
spheres rushing through space is undoubtedly in strict time the seasons change on schedule, all astronomical
calculations are possible because of the methodical regularity of recurrent events. It is entirely contrary to natural
laws to syncopate and only man does it. The music, student has difficulty in acquiring this faculty for he feels that it
is inherently wrong. No wild animal gives a long-drawn cry but that it is in time. When a baby does not cry
rhythmically a doctor or a mother immediately realizes that something is seriously the matter with the child. When
the wrong beat is accented there is an actual physical effect on the hearer, for a law is being broken.
"At the very beginning 'jazz' meant 'without music' or 'contrary to music,' but a great change has taken place
in it. The 'jazz' of war times has very definitely departed, although leaving its indelible mark on music as a whole. It
fitted a hysterical period when the times were out of joint and a frenzied world sought surcease from mental agony in
a mad outbreak of physical gymnastics. There was a time not long ago when anything odd and fantastical in music
was labeled ;'jab.' The musicians became affected with the glamour of syncopation. The different instrumentalists
began to imitate the antics of the drummer. It became a clamor, an uproar. The clarinet whined and whistled; the
trombone guffawed grotesquely; the trumpets buzzed and fluttered; the pianist gyrated.
Orchestras of Maniacs
"It developed into a contest to attract individual attention. The violinist caught the germ and debased his
instrument through the most flagrant musical indecencies. We had for orchestras a bunch of acrobatic maniacs to
whom music was entirely secondary and mummery was the word. The cowbell reigned supreme. And that was 'jazz.'
"It is certainly a misdemeanor to call my orchestra, or any other good dance organization a 'jazz band,' if
taken in the sense of what a 'jazz band' used to be. Present day dance music is as different from 'jazz' as day from
night; yet the word remains with us and we do stress syncopation, but we do it musically. It is now combined with the
finest arrangements money can buy, the richest chords and modulations that gifted musical minds can conceive and
the total elimination of all instruments and effects not of proven musical worth.
Rag-time music was the direct forerunner of 'jazz.' It was so nicely adapted to a simplified form of dancing
that it had an almost universal appeal. It was merely syncopation without any particular emphasis. As the emphasis
was added it became 'jazz.' It is, therefore, sufficiently explicit, so far as the music is concerned, to define 'jazz' as
emphasized syncopation; but there is another phase of it that includes the dancing in combination with emphasized
syncopation.
"Because there seems to be something animal-like in the emotional effects of 'jazz,' we have turned to
animal movements to get a name for it. We have had the 'turkey trot,' the 'elephant glide,' the 'camel walk' and
countless other designations, but at last and apparently accepted permanently the 'fox trot.' Perfection of lithesome,
graceful bodily action in faultless rhythm can hardly be better pictured than by the harmonious movement of a fox as
he trots. There is an almost imperceptible hesitation as each foot is placed, a perfect timing that is exact balance and
the very acme of equilibrium. The name fits both the dance and the music."

JULY - METRONOME
THE ORIGIN OF RAGTIME - Fred Stone Credits Ernest Hogan With Starting Jazz. Where and when did
jazz start? Fred Stone, star of "Stepping Stones," traces it back to a ragtime song called "The Pasmala," written by a
negro actor, Ernest Hogan, in the nineties.
"I can't remember where I first heard "The Pasmala,' " said Mr. Stone, in his dressing room at the Glove
Theatre in New York, after he had finished humming the music from a tattered old page of manuscript. "The name is
a corruption of the French terms 'pas a mele,' which means 'a mixed step.' That is exactly what it was - a step
generally done backward, the dancer, with his knees bent, dragging one foot back to the other to broken time; a short
unaccented beat before a long accented one, the same principle now used in jazz and known as syncopation.
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"I first heard ragtime in New Orleans about 1895, continued the dancing actor. "It was in a cafe, and there
was a little negro at the piano. He would play one of the standard songs of the day, such as 'Mary and John,' and then
he would announce: 'Hewre's the new music, the way us plays it,' and he would break into ragtime. I'll never forget
the way that negro chased himself up and down the keyboard of that piano. He was doing, or trying to do, everything
that the eccentric jazz orchestra did three or four years ago.
"Ben Harney, a white man who had a fine negro shouting voice, probably did more to popularize ragtime
than any other person. Harney, who was playing in Louisville, heard the new music, and he grew so adept at it that he
came to New York and appeared in the Webber & Fields Music Hall. Of course, ragtime may have started here
before; there were numbers of wandering musicians playing in saloons and cafes in those days; but credit is due him
because he played in a first-class theatre before any other ragtime exponent.
"The main thing that ragtime music accomplished has been overlooked. That is that it developed stage
dancing. The period was particular for eccentric and comedy dancing, and it was not long before there were great
changes as the dancers began to fit their steps into the new time. First a performer would work out a routine in the
new time and, as an excuse to do it, he would give it a fanciful name. Then he would think of another step or see
some one else do a step, and he would put together all he had learned into a routine of his own. The names were all
recognized by dancers; you could ask a dancer to do 'The Black Annie,' for instance, and he would know exactly
what you were talking about.
"Whenever the talk turns to American music and American dancing, I always wonder if there is any music
or dancing more thoroughly American than syncopation and what we at first called ragtime. I do not pretend to say
that this music originally was anything but what it was - the creation of illiterates. But it was spontaneous, and as
thoroughly original, though in another mood, as the so-called songs of the South which might have been inspired by
negro chants.

JULY 5 - LITERARY DIGEST
PUTTING JAZZ IN ITS PLACE. Jazz has come to receive serious attention from the colleges. Not that a
new chair has been established to teach the compelling rhythm; or that students of it may apply for honors. The Dean
of the Yale Music School is seriously concerned when he sees how New York concert halls have joined with the
music halls and cabarets of Broadway to exploit it, and critics are warning composers not to overlook " 'the steady
whimsical meter' of jazz if they hope faithfully to represent the American spirit." Dean Smith is not out to kill jazz only to confine it to its proper sphere. "Any criticism of the music or of its composers is academic and uncalled for provided jazz holds to its original purpose of entertaining people in their times of recreation." But he does object
when he sees serious musicians "professing to find in jazz a veritable treasure of art which is to represent America
before the world." In the New York Herald Tribune he proceeds to point out "one or two fallacies which lurk in the
enthusiastic but careless thinking of the protagonist of jazz." Thus:
"It is commonly remarked that jazz is 'typical of the pulse of America.' Yes, but of a restricted America, the
America of Times Square at night - dancing, dining, joking, fun-loving America. To many people, to be sure, that is
America; the rest is unexplored. But where in either the verse or music of jazz can be found the rhythm of strong,
fine feeling, of America at her work, of the thoughtful idealism of her quieter hours? Confined in the ballroom, the
theater and the fashionable hotel, jazz can have no knowledge of the romance of the New England hills or the vast
spaces of the Western plains. Jazz is not the folk-lore of a nation.
"A second fallacy: 'Out of this jazz movement will be produced at sonic future time the great American
composer.' What will the great man have as material for his art? A few orchestral effects, produced by queer
instruments and novel mechanical devices. We laugh now at what one writer calls 'the chuckling, gurgling saxophone
and the giggling clarinet,' but the first five years of this type of humor are the easiest.
"What is bound eventually to deaden the inventiveness of the 'great American composer' is the fact that jazz
is the exploitation of just one rhythm. This rhythm is the original rag-time of thirty years ago. There have been
occasional captivating additions to it in the form of elaborate counterpoints in jarring rhythmic dissonance, but the
fundamental 'um-paugh, um-paugh' and the characteristic syncopation persist through the years. Without these there
is no jazz. In the nine symphonies of Beethoven there are at least fifty totally different rhythms. Recently I played a
"Study of Jazz' by one of the most subtly trained Americans, ordinarily a non-jazzist. It is a thoroughly delightful
piece. But I wonder what would happen if the same composer should try to match the thirty-six movements of the
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Beethoven symphonies with the same number of jazz studies, written under the tyranny of the one rhythm? This may
be an unfair challenge, but the 'great American composer' of the future will have to face it."
Jazz is American, so Dean Smith argues, in much the same way and degree as the funny series of drawings
in our newspapers. For example:
" 'Mutt and Jeff,' and the remarkable work of Briggs are American to the bone, with the added advantage
over jazz of possessing the power of satire. They are more our own product than are the paintings of the members of
the National Academy who, like our musicians, are much influenced by technique. We never tire of watching the
fortunes of 'Petey Dink' and his expensive family. Why does not some 100 per cent, lover of American art propose
'Petey' as the model for Justice, Medicine or the Fine Arts in the mural decorations of our public buildings? The only
reason that such a proposal seems more absurd than the present effort to enthrone jazz is that absurdities which
strike the eye are more readily detected than those that pass into the ear.
"Sheer Americanism in art can not be expected at this time. The melting-pot is the symbol of our artistic
life, as well as of our hoped-for racial unity. We shall have to be satisfied for the present with an occasional authentic
flavor of Americanism. Such a flavor is often to be noticed in our American music. The works of Chadwick,
MacDowell, Parker and, more recently, Sowerby abound in passages which somehow are American. When it comes
to making a 'distinct contribution' to musical art our composers suffer a disadvantage in comparison with foreign
musicians. We have no pure American folk music throbbing in our blood. Grieg, Tchaikovsky, Brahms and Verdi
with perfect naturalness reflect the spirit of their folk music, and through that the spirit of their race. The most that
the American can do is to make studies based on folk music. This is an objective, artificial pursuit. negro and Indian
melodies and jazz may be taken over and imitated, but they are not a part of the national heritage. The American,
therefore is driven into eclecticism, into fashioning a melting-pot of his own. He is subject to influences from all over
the world, and shapes them into new forms which fit his personality. If he has been brought up with a strong love for
Bach, Wagner and Franck, he is not at home in jazz. He finds it hopelessly restricted. All he can get from jazz of the
present day is a few devices of orchestral color and the 'hit,' which will serve him in special compositions, but which
will be stupid and offensive if adopted for steady use.
"Possibly the jazz of the future will evolve into something else, something more varied than it is now. Its
main contribution, however, will always have to be in the field of humor. Here it performs a useful service and
endears itself to every American who enjoys a joke. But it would best leave to others the creation of big, deeply felt
compositions where joking may be an affront. America knows how to weep as well as to laugh."

JULY 8 - MUSICAL DIGEST
TOWARD DEFINING THE JAZZ FORMULA. Although eminent authorities are unable to arrive at an
exact definition of jazz, certain characteristics appear to be essential. One is the use of novel tonal effects obtained
by the employment of strange muting devices. It should be remembered that the jazz band is not a band, nor is it an
orchestra; it is a sort of combination of both. The trumpets are almost always muted. Occasionally surprisingly
beautiful effects are achieved, as when Mr. Whiteman's trombonist loosely inserts the end of a large megaphone into
the bell of his instrument .Derbies and tin cans are applied to the trumpets, trombones and clarinets with amazing
results. It is these variations in timbre, this experimentation in unusual tonal effects that constitute the principal
contribution of jazz to the science of music.
Another characteristic is the employment of fantastic, often bizarre embellishments. These arabesque
decorations are occasionally contrapuntal and always ingenious, but counterpoint is not of primary importance. "Jazz
was originally the introduction of portamento effects on the trombones," says Mr. Henderson. "Afterward the
ingenious players of the popular music found out how to produce the wailing, sliding tones on other instruments, and
now at last we have such a wizard as Ross Gorman, who can evoke the laugh of a hyena from a clarinet and the bark
of a dog from a heckelphone." These portamento trombone passages, and, by some phenomenal trick, portamento
effects on the saxophone, add that sensuous element popularly called "blue." It is precisely this strongly emphasized
sensuous quality that explains the great popularity of this type of music. It also reveals, under analysis, the artistic
limitations of jazz.
On the whole, jazz orchestration seems to follow a definite formula. The saxophone is the principal melodic
instrument. the piano and banjo supply the harmonic and rhythmic basis. The muted trumpets occasionally "take the
lead" and release the saxophones for more decorative purposes. Horns help out with the harmony. clarinets, tenor
and soprano saxophones cut capers and embellish the general design. This description is not all inclusive. The
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formula is capable of extension and variation. But on the whole the jazz formula appears to be clearly defined and
the jazz arranger stands out a competent craftsman who has learned his trade well, rather than as a creative artist.
Newman Levy.

JULY 17 - MUSICAL COURIER
JAZZ PRIZE. The accompanying letters explain themselves, and perhaps one should say that this attempt to
get a better word than jazz for the expression of American popular music in its present phase of development is
laudable. It is rather difficult, however, to see what difference the name makes; and it is still more difficult to believe
that any such effort will actually change the name or prevent people from talking about jazz, as long as it is jazz, in
the future just as they have in the past.
The thing to change is not the name but the music, and, in spite of what Mr. Davis has to say on this subject,
and what others have said, jazz is still jazz. A bit better, certainly, than the wild "ad libbing" of half a dozen years
ago, but a perfectly obvious development from that style. There are, indeed, rather more slides, kazoos, notes off
pitch, "effects," than there were last year, and though large sums are paid for arrangements, the arrangers do their
best to make their arrangements jazzy, which is what they are paid for.
However, may someone win the hundred dollars - and here's wishing good luck to a lively and vigorous
contest.
To the Musical Courier:
We are enclosing a copy of a letter and a story now in the mails, to every important broadcasting station in
the United States and Canada. They tell the story of our endeavor to obtain a more suitable word than "Jazz" to
typify modern dance music and song.
If you are agreeable to this idea, may we count upon your cooperation?
Very truly yours,
M. Davis
for Meyer Davis' Music
Philadelphia, June 26, 1924
Copy of Letter
Broadcasting Director of
Radio Station. Dear Sir:
Meyer Davis' Music, an organization of sixty-two orchestras and over seven hundred musicians, offers a
cash prize of $100 for a suitable word to take the place of "Jazz." The latter word is undignified. It is a misnomer. It
casts discredit upon modern dance music. The new word must avoid these errors and must be at once both dignified
and comprehensively descriptive.
Radio is today the one supreme medium for bringing this idea and this contest to the attention of the people.
We therefore ask that Radio Centers take up the matter seriously and announce this contest through their
broadcasting stations, with the understanding that contestants may address their communication to the broadcasting
station through which they receive the information, on or before August 15, 1924; that said communications be
forwarded to us at Washington and that the broadcasting station which receives the winning word will, for us, make
the award. The award will be made September 1, 1924.
Radio interests, by cooperating with us in this undertaking, will be contributing to a splendid cause, and we
feel that the resultant benefits will be of musical character,
Very truly yours,
(Signed) E. Y. Merrill
for Meyer Davis' Music.
Washington, June 27, 1924.

JULY 19 - MUSICAL AMERICA
EVA GAUTHIER NOT ONLY AN INTERPRETER OF JAZZ. Prima Donna Objects to Stubborn
Association with Merely This Kind of Music.
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Eva Gauthier says she is tired of being referred to as a "jazz singer." It would be more just to call her a
"Stravinsky" singer, because she has sung as many "Stravinsky" songs as she has jazz. Moreover, she insists that she
never has sung any real jazz. It was not jazz that she sang last season.
"Real jazz cannot be sung," she pointed out. "What I did was to select a few popular songs with original
melodies representative of the type whistled on the streets of any American village and present them as a group on
my concert programs. The success I have had with this experiment was really beyond my expectations, both
financially and as a feature of publicity.
"The idea occurred to me to take popular songs that had life in them, not the sentimental, saccharine, lovesick ballads we hear so much of, but songs with a 'punch' in them and 'go.' I tried to sing them with artistry. Such
songs have previously been relegated to cabaret and vaudeville house, where singers with uncultivated, saw-tooth
voices rasped them out. One of the composers of a song I selected was amazed when he heard my rendition of his
effort. He did not know his song was so beautiful as he had never heard it 'just that way.'
"So it simply occurred to me to sing these songs with 'tone and technic' as you might say, and see how
people would receive them. They were enjoyed immensely, to say the least, and I had innumerable requests
everywhere I went for them, even though they were not always scheduled on my programs.
"I do not think I lowered standards or made concessions to myself when I sang these numbers. Whether we
like to admit it or not, our popular music is an element to be reckoned with."

JULY 19 - MUSICAL AMERICA
JAZZ MUSIC NOT SUCH AS "ENFANT TERRIBLE" AFTER ALL BUT CLEVER ADAPTATION IN
CURRENT STYLE, SAYS SELDES by Gilbert Seldes (Gilbert Seldes, critic and champion of the modernists in all
causes, was, until recently managing Editor of The Dial. There and in Vanity Fair, to which he is a regular
contributor, he developed the new theories which culminated in his book of survey and criticism "The Seven Lively
Arts." Mr. Seldes, although trained in the Harvard tradition, takes his stand irrevocably against the pedantic and dull
in art. He is a thorough musician and he likes jazz. He is a dramatic critic with irreproachable ideals of the theater
and he likes vaudeville. He believes that Stravinsky is a genius, but that Charlie Chaplin and George Gershwin and
Irving Berlin are too. In the jazz invasion of the concert halls, Mr. Seldes has come forth, in the field of musical
criticism as the Lawrence Gilman of the jazz orchestras and the Boswell of Paul Whiteman.)
As far as it is known, the first jazz concert in the world was given in Paris several years ago, under the
direction of the brilliant young French musician, Jean Wiener. The first one in American was played by Paul
Whiteman in Aeolian Hall on Feb. 12 of this year (1924). The delay in America was due solely to that unhappy
familiarity which breeds contempt. Although musicians in Europe had for years been praising American popular
music, although Darius Milhaud had been studying jazz orchestration and Stravinsky had written a rag-time,
Americans knew the material too well to be impressed by it. It never occurred to anyone that our popular music, our
syncopated dance tunes, and our jazz orchestras had musical interest.
On this account I sympathize with Mr. Whiteman in his effort to eliminate the word "jazz," although I think it
would be better for us to eliminate our prejudices against the name. The confusions around the word jazz are so
many that a few simple propositions may be used to clear the atmosphere.
(1) There is no such thing as jazz music.
(2) Jazz is a method of playing music.
(3) The original jazz is now known as "sour music," It has points in its favor, but it has little to do with
American music of the present day.
(4) The present American popular music is a growing, developing and changing thing.
(5) Until recently the method of jazz has been applied almost exclusively to one kind of
music
music for the dance.
(6) The instruments of the jazz band are wholly legitimate and the uses to which they are put
create genuine music.
(7) The jazz band is in reality a small orchestra.
Jazz Merely Arrangement
Of these propositions, the first is fundamental. It means that whether you call it vulgar or refined you are
compelled by the facts to recognize the work of a conductor like Whiteman as music, if you take the themes from
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Verdi's "Trovatore" and make a piano arrangement, or put Isolde's melody into the flute when you play the Liebestod
from "Tristan" at a symphony concert, you are doing essentially the same thing as Whiteman does when he takes
"Limehouse Blues" and has it rearranged for his particular group of instruments. It has been the general superstition
that all you needed to do in order to "jazz" a piece of music was to debase it. The truth is that eighty-five per cent of
the music used by Whiteman is first made musically interesting by the treatment he gives it.
New material Demanded
Once you have separated the music from the treatment, the full significance of our current popular way of
making music becomes clear. Until a few months ago most of the music played by jazz orchestras was music written
to be danced. Sometimes a purely melodious song was adapted for dancing; sometimes an operatic air. But in the
main the object was to provide one-steps and fox-trots. This accounts for the "monotony" which non-dancers object
to, and it also accounts for the harmonic weakness of our popular music - because when you dance you must have
one thing - a spirited and specific beat; and when you dance you are indifferent to harmony. On the other hand, the
development of the orchestra has been so rich that it was possible for the music critic of the New York World,
Deems Taylor, himself a notable American composer, to say that Whiteman probably knows more about a small
orchestra than Richard Strauss.
As soon as the instrument was perfected it began to demand new material; it had won the praise of the
experts and it simply had to be given new fields to conquer. hence the appearance of the Whiteman band in the
concert hall and hence - even more important - the beginning of music written for the small orchestra, music
embodying characteristic American rhythms. Relieved of the necessity of considering the dancers' demand for twofour or four-four time and given every opportunity to exploit a wonderful orchestral combination to its limits,
American composers have before them the great chance of creating American music, not in imitation of European
but in their own idiom.
The opportunity came with the man. If he had done nothing else, there would still be gratitude enough for
Mr. Whiteman on account of his compelling George Gershwin to write his "Rhapsody in Blue." Here was the most
promising of the younger composers, curious about all music, full of the spirit of American music, and ready for
anything. And his rhapsody proved the whole point about the development of American music. For it was treated
even by the critics hostile to jazz as real music; at the same time it has its roots in the American soil. Its themes are
American themes; its rhythms have the unmistakable beat and retard and syncopation of American popular song and
dance music. But it is written to be heard, not to be danced. At one bound it takes jazz into a new field and to a new
triumph.
All this is very far removed from the catcalls and tinpan noises of early jazz. It makes one wonder what the
next step will be. One thing is fairly certain; that the word "popular" must no become a dead letter - the energy and
gaiety of the old jazz, the dash and swing, must not be sacrificed; for these, and not ugliness and impudence and
irreverence, are the basic things. At the same time the horizon perceptibly widens, and it is gratifying to note that
America is, at long last, recognizing something of its own. We have at last come to agree with Europe that we have
something precious in our hands.

JULY 24 - MUSIC LEADER
JAZZ NOT WHAT IT ONCE WAS. Long before the days of the Civil War the southern darkey field hands
in their hours of leisure crooned or danced to weird sounds with a fine, well marked rhythm, produced by their mates
from more or less crude musical instruments. That was jazz. Years passed, the instruments were improved, the
sounds became more harmonious and the wonderful rhythm remained, but as music it was still crude - it was still
jazz.
Then It got into the outside world in this way. The new dances - one-step, fox -trot, etc. - were the fad and
some musicians saw in that well-marked rhythm the very thing for the dances, so they adopted it in all its crudeness
and formed the first jazz band, which at once became a fad. What it played could not by an stretch of imagination be
called music, but the tempo was there and it was great for dancing.
Discords Disappearing
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The fad soon spread over the country and jazz bands by the score cropped up. But the din they made soon
palled upon the ears of even the dancers. Real musicians began to organize another kind of jazz band, with all the
well-marked tempos of jazz but with most of the discords gone and music and melody in their place. With this
change came a dislike for the name of jazz, which is not surprising, as the present so-called jazz bands or orchestras
bear no resemblance to the barbarous jazz bands which have almost completely disappeared, the only thing left
being the admirably accentuated dancing tempo they brought from the cotton fields.
As the bands have disappeared, why not the name? It doesn't belong nowadays. One might as well give the
name to the wonderful dance accentuation in the bass of all the great waltzes of Johann Strauss; to the dance
accentuation in the gloriously beautiful syncopated music of Victor Herbert; to the rhythmic beat of the Sousa
marches which give pep and zest to the bands which play then and the men who march to them; or to the many other
composers who put into their music that beat or swing of jazz only. None of this is jazz. It's music and jazz is not.
Whiteman's Music Not Jazz
It would be just as foolish to denominate the music played by Paul Whiteman's orchestra - he is the leader
and the controlling influence in his field, although there are Lopez, Lewis, and many others of renown - as jazz when
it is nothing of the sort. It is true that he takes liberties with the tempo set by composers, but so did (need ending)

JULY - MELODY
AMERICAN POPULAR MUSIC AND ITS PROGRESS As Seen Through the Eyes of a Dance Musician by Paul Specht.
This morning I was awakened from sleep by the tones of a fine violin coming from a room adjoining mine
in the Alamac Hotel in New York City, with the sweet strains of music drawn from the soul of the instrument by the
skilled touch of a concert violinist who was assiduously practicing a recital program of classics. As the beautiful
tones came floating in through my closed door, they roused memories of my own concert days of years ago when I
was touring the Middle West - a violin prodigy, but in reality a starving virtuoso. The playing of my violinist
neighbor caused me to think of past experiences and to contrast those old days with these of my present position as a
dance orchestra leader with its demands and responsibilities, and let me tell you that with the thinking came the final
conclusion that the jazz band leader of today must be somewhat of a musician if he aspires to give the American
public what it wants - "syncopation with soul!"
Pardon me if there seems to be any egotistical inference drawn by that last statement, for such was not
intended. It was written to openly answer certain critics and learned professors of music who splurge and splash
around in the public press with such assertions as, "jazz music is like whiskey, a powerful stimulant with a
depressing reaction," or, "the body will throw off the poisonous effects of the alcohol, but those of jazz are lasting,"
etc.
Briefly, if these critics refer to the jazz of the past - the noise, slam-bang, hit-or-miss-crack-crash style of
so-called music which once was prevalent - then they have fairly good reason for making a loud splashing, but if
they're supposed to be referring to the jazz music of the present day, they have no just cause. For one, I prefer to look
upon jazz as "rhythmic symphonic syncopation," a particular form of music that is fit for the ear and fit for the feet,
music which is elevating and NOT degrading, and to meet and bring out the intricate effects and tonal requirements
of this form of music means that both director and players must be constant music students as well as competent
musicians.
Many people seem surprised to learn that in order to hold their positions as members of the "top-notch"
dance orchestras the men must be schooled musicians; practically, conservatory trained in every respect - musicians
who have the musical taste and technical tact to phrase and color their individual parts. Six of my own band members
formerly were leaders of their own organizations, and four members have had training with large symphony
orchestras. "Symphonic syncopation" was originated by scholarly musician composers. Bach and Brahms utilized it,
and both Handel and Haydn used it effectively in oratorio. I am going to make the flat statement that the modern
dance music as played by the higher class jazz orchestras is doing more than anything else to bring the general
American public into a better and broader appreciation of our great symphonic ensembles.
When making up a modern jazz dance orchestra, particular care must be exercised in combining the rhythm
section, so that all tempos and the complex, alternating syncopated beats shall be uniform and precise. All these
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peculiar beats, phrasings and modern embellishments generally are written out and carefully scored by the arrangers,
upon whom a great deal depends.
The brass and reed sections must also be selected with care, so that their particular qualities of tone will
blend with each other, and this is especially true of the saxophone section. Constant rehearsing, too, necessarily
forms an important factor, and all rehearsals must be conducted carefully if there is to be developed the "clock-like"
synchronization of every syncopated detail that places our modern rhythmic, syncopated detail that places our
modern rhythmic-symphonic-syncopation on a music plane far higher than that of the old noisy jazz which originated
with the African negro.
Both the radio and phonograph have been proved broad factors in the development of - Jazz! America's
Music! In the smaller cities and towns the five or six-piece jazz bands which once were the popular craze are
forming themselves into larger groups of from ten to fifteen pieces, and these are reaping rich benefits from the
broadcast sowing of the big Metropolitan orchestras by listening to the regular radio broadcastings of the big
ensembles and imitating what they can of their style and effects; they also take a phonograph record and play it over
again and again, absorbing all the color phrasing and peculiar details of arrangements used by some famous leader
who either has paid big money for such or else lain awake nights thinking them out for himself, so that he can
continually supply newer novelties and thereby retain his supremacy against a competition which rapidly is bringing
this unique native development to the fore and thus compelling the attention of the whole music world. Certain it is
that the so-called and grossly misunderstood "American Jazz" seems almost to be equaling the American dollar as
the American trademark of American notoriety in Europe, Asia and even Africa, and apparently is spreading to the
four corners of the earth.
Last summer my orchestra played a series of varied engagements in London and Paris. Previous to my
personal appearance there I had the pleasure of sending to London two typical Specht orchestras, and these
musicians were the first American disciples to spread the gospel of American rhythm by playing rhythmic symphonic
syncopation for Europeans. Our experience in the way of a welcome over across conclusively proved that at last
Americans had something in the line of music which our European cousins could not imitate - a new art that required
study in America for its learning.
Wherever we played, police aid became actually necessary to handle the crowds which assembled and
packed the places of our performances. English musicians became so alarmed at our popularity that they advised the
Union not to allow us to play a "command performance" before the King and Queen at a summer garden party.
Again, although we sailed for home on the same Canadian pacific liner that carried the Prince of Wales on his recent
trip to Canada, we were not allowed to play for His Royal Highness. Immediately after our departure for America,*
the Union and Labor groups in power held meetings whereat they decided to bar American syncopators from
England, because they feared that further American invasion would put English musicians entirely out of a job.
French musicians have since then take the same stand.
It is not unlikely that in due time foreign Unions will be converted to the justice of the idea that American
musicians should be permitted free access into their countries. Why should they not, especially as our own leniency
permits their members to pour into America is unlimited numbers? One triumph for us already has been scored in
England in favor of the idea: The Reverend Wilson, rector of soho, at the time of our engagement in England wrote
the daily papers strongly, favoring the advisability of the masses hearing our theatre performances. He suggested that
American dance music is far from being an unfortunate substitute for the old type of jazz held responsible for the bygone dances of degradation.
In the spirit of fair play and international rights, I am making an appeal to the authorities at Washington to
pass legislation which will bar from this country those English and French musicians who are greatly sought by our
theatre and symphonic orchestra managers, until the American dance musician is granted the like right to enter
foreign lands.
When the present status of American dance orchestras and leaders is considered, it must be admitted that
this form of music has made tremendous strides forward. The modern dance combination is no longer placed back in
some obscure corneer "'neath the shade of the sheltering palms." Rather are they the special attraction, and this fact
alone symbolizes a dance-music renaissance. The general deportment, personality and true "showmanship" of leader
and men is at once the cause and effect of the will of the people who have wearied of the uncouth. At last we have
playing dance ensembles which give the American people genuine music pleasure and this country musical
supercedence over Europe, the original great art centre.
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JULY - MELODY
JAZZ - THE NEWEST MUSICAL PHENOMENON by Clarice Lorenz. Jazz Triumphant - Jazz music,
sweeping steadily along toward complete respectability for months, promises to attain its goal in the proposed
establishment of a "chair of jazz" in the American Academy at Rome. Together with the news of this projected
exaltation of our native music comes the endorsement of Leopold Stokowski for the swinging rhythms and disturbing
minors of present-day jazz, which he sees as America's distinctive contribution to the world of music.
Abroad, jazz is recognized as American music, a unique contribution to the world's culture. At home, we
are slowly coming to take the same view of the matter, and to develop this musical founding, which the negro
orchestras of an earlier day left bawling lustily and in rag-time upon our national doorstep. Gone are the cow bells,
the sirens, the juggled drumsticks, the wild acrobatics of the Negroid jazz band, and in its place the smoothly
wrought but still pulse-quickening strains of "classical jazz."
Sound and scholarly American composers are already at work on jazz themes; they can not touch the rich
store of negro folk-music without giving their compositions the lilt of jazz, which somehow, as Dr. Stolowski says,
does seem to be "an expression of the times, of the breathless, energetic, super-active times in which we are living."
(New York Evening Post editorial)
The bulk of papers written about jazz are sprinkled throughout with question marks. Few writers really
profess to know what jazz is and, if they know, cannot explain. Its genealogy is traceable, but not so its substance.
Carl Engel, who is now head of the Music Department in the Congressional Library at Washington, D. C.,
comes closest to venturing a clarified diagnosis of this epidemic, in a paper published in the Atlantic Monthly, 1922.
He writes:
"Jazz is 'rag-time,' plus 'Blues' plus orchestral polyphony; it is the combination, in the popular music
current, of melody, rhythm, harmony, and counterpoint. Each of these four ingredients bears racial features which are
unequivocally American. Yet this Americanism is not exclusively a tribal one; it is not content to borrow from the
negro, to filch from the Indian. What marks of oriental inflections it shows hail from the Jordan rather than from the
Congo River. While the primitive syncopation was taken over from the colored man; while the Semitic purveyors of
Broadway 'hits' made us an invaluable gift of their more luxurious harmonic sense, the contrapuntal complexity of
jazz is something native, born out of the complex, strident, present-day American life. chaos in order, orchestral
technic of master craftsmen, music that is recklessly fantastic, joyously grotesque - such is good jazz; a superb,
incomparable creation, inescapable yet elusive; something it is almost impossible to put in score upon a page of
paper.
"Jazz is abandon, is whimsicality in music. A good jazz band should never play and actually never does
play the same piece twice in the same manner. (The best 'rag bands,' it may be remembered, got their engagements by
advertising the fact that they couldn't read a note of music.) Each player must be a clever musician, an originator as
well as an interpreter, a wheel that turns hither and thither on its own axis without disturbing the clockwork. Jazz
depends on the many and contrasting voices of a band united in a single and spontaneous rhythmic, harmonic, and
contrapuntal will."
In his defense of jazz, Engel points out that "almost every race and every age has known social conditions
which result in an unloosing of instincts that nature wisely taught us to hold well in check, but which, every now and
then, from cryptic reasons, are allowed to break the bounds of civilized restraint.
"The worst of our present dances are not beginning to approach in barefaced wickedness the almost
unbelievable performances of our forefathers for which we need not seek much further back than the time of the
French Revolution, when the 1800 dance-halls of Paris were not enough to hold the whirling pairs, but dancing went
on gayly in churches and in cemeteries.
"And let us admit that the best of jazz tunes is something infinitely more original - perhaps even musically
better - than the so-called 'popular music' that America produced in the 'good old days,' that golden age which lives
only in the mythology of disappointed sinners.
"I have not given the subject sufficient study to say definitely at what point the course of popular American
music took a new turn, but unless I am very much mistaken, 'The Magic Melody' by Jerome Kern was the opening
chorus of an epoch. It is not a composition of genius, but it is very ingenious. While it is almost more tuneless than
we 'Everybody's Doing It,' if that be possible, and largely adheres to the short, insistent phrase, it stands on a much
higher musical plane. Its principal claim to immortality is that it introduces a modulation which, at the time it was
first heard by the masses, seized their ears with the power of magic. And the masses, for once, showed excellent
judgment.
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"In jazz we have something that is a more typical,, a more comprehensive expression of the modern
American spirit than all our coon songs, our pseudo-Indian wails, the regional songs of a hundred years ago, the
tenth-rate imitations of vile English ballads, the imperfect echoes of French impressionism. Good jazz is enjoyed by
capital musicians, by men who are neither inordinately immoral nor extravagantly uncultured. It has fascinated
European composers like Stravinsky, Casella, Satie, as Debussy was fascinated before them by rag-time."
Here Mr. Engel cites several well-known European and American composers of classical music, who have
been and still are featuring jazz strains, and winds up:
"What more conclusive evidence could you demand to prove that jazz - good jazz - is not void of musical
possibilities, not wanting in musical merit? If the fastidious musician succumb to it, can you blame the people of
America and Europe for liking good jazz? Milhaud, the famous French composer, expresses the necessity for jazz in
about as unique a manner as is possible. He calls it 'a violent protest against the thin politeness, cloying sweetness,
and damn respectability of yesterday's chamber music - a rebellion, the nature of which had never before occurred in
the entire history of music.'
"Jazz," ventures a voice from the gallery, "is music with exaggerated rhythm, and, unquestionably, it is the
rhythm 'that gets you.' The drummer is the most potent and powerful of all jazz members. His weapons: the snare
drum, cymbals, triangle, wooden blocks, slap-stick, xylophone, and other percussion instruments create a fantastic
riot of accents that leaves no peace even to a paralytic.
"Jazz is written today so that it will appeal to the feet - not to the heart or intellect. In other words, melody
is a second consideration and almost entirely sacrificed to rhythm, so that the feet may 'hear' and respond.
"Unfortunately little can be said for the authenticity and merit of these jazz melodies. Most of them are
flagrant 'steals.' Take for instance that song which made rich men of several people and nervous wrecks of thousands,
viz, 'Yes, We Have No Bananas.' In the chorus of this number there is not a single original note. It is the most brazen
example of plagiarism, made up of snatches of the 'Hallelujah Chorus,' 'My Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean,' 'I Dreamt I
Dwelt in Marble Halls,' and 'Seeing Nellie Home.'
"Nevertheless, in the face of these spurious findings in America's dance music, together with its
suggestiveness, none but a Pharisee can treat jazz with pious horror. The most refined and aloof of highbrows hasn't
the courage or desire to condemn it while it is going on about him. The most seething critic abuses jazz only when
the music noise has ceased and the exhilaration passed. Such is the way jazz makes slaves of the lowly and the
mighty! Even the gentleman, who writes worriedly, 'Can nothing be done to bring better music to American
communities?' admits that, although his soul loathes jazz, he listens with not the least bored, snobbish insouciance
when he finds himself in the center of a jazz corroboree, but with what he imagines to be serene toleration.
"And why? Because both jazz and these people are elementally human."
The origin of jazz is widely claimed. Naturally. Most credible of all claims is that one laid in a Chicago
cafe, where one Jasbo Brown, a negro musician who used to double with the cornet and piccolo, was wont to play
orthodox music when sober, but moved to scream a melody with strange barbaric abandon when gin-soaked. One
evening a young woman frequenter, tired of the conventional manner in which the music was being played, called
out, "A little more Jasbo in that piece!" The cry was taken up. "Jazz! Jazz!" and jazz music was christened.
Not since the days of the financial panic of '98 has the country vibrated so generally with various and mixed
feelings as now in this jazz era. It is a topic from the discussion of which no one is exempt. The old and rigid deplore
it; the young and frivolous play it and dance it. And everybody succumbs to it.
Recently, several college professors, church and theatre organists, composers and jazzists in Boston
assembled in an effort to hold a forum on the question of "Jazz: Its Origin, Rights and Possibilities." But
unfortunately all present were "for," and as we are aware, no symposium is complete without a few "gains." At least
there should have been present (1) a physician to advise that jazz is responsible for most of the present-day ills; (2) a
penologist to inform us of the dangers jazz and its associations have for the adolescent, and (3) a psychiatrist to tell
of the number of asylum inmates whose diagnosis charts read "jazz-shock."
At any rate, a series of original ideas from the various speakers was well topped off by a concert heard from
Leo Reisman's orchestra, who demonstrated jazz "as was," and jazz "as is." Professor John P. Marshall, head of the
Music Department of Boston University, who opened the discussion, talked about the future of jazz in America. Said
he:
"Is this music going to live? I think not, for it has many times been proved that popular music indicates the
feelings of the times, and people change in each decade. We may be swept by a great religious revival, for example,
in the next ten years, and if we are, the characteristics of popular music will reflect that change. On the other hand,
the world may be turned upside down, governments overthrown, and our whole method of living changed, and if that
happens popular music will reflect the feelings caused by this upheaval.
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"It has been said that you can trace the entire history of France, socially and politically, in its popular music.
I believe that five hundred years from now it will be possible to do that in America. Not only in popular music, but
in serious, the whole trend today seems to be toward more complicated rhythms, more and sharper dissonances, with
less and less of old fashioned, stereotyped melodies. Furthermore, that which is extreme today becomes accepted and
common place tomorrow."
Then Henry Gideon, organist of the Temple Israel, appeared and made the naive confession:
"What I like about jazz is that it puts my conscience to sleep! I bought my first phonograph records only
recently. My friends think I have symphony orchestra records, but as a matter of fact I play jazz records almost
exclusively. I do my 'daily dozen' to the tune of Paul Whiteman - not Walter Camp. I haven't nearly so much respect
for Camp, because he lifts his finger and says solemnly, 'Now you must do thus and so in order to keep well!' Jazz
says, 'To h'll with your health! Dance, and be happy!' Camp's records command! Whiteman's records effervesce; they
bubble over with wicked animation.
"The cut and dried popular song of Europe had a great deal to do with jazz. Our boys, when they were over
there during the war, simply couldn't put up with the French folk song. There was a mawkish sentimentality about it
that didn't agree with their mood. They wanted a song with punch to it. So they went to work and put rhythmic
interest in these songs jazzified them. And rhythmic vitality is a very important feature in musical expression.
"I remember the first ragtime lyric. It came out on the dawn of the 20th century, and ran something like this,
I believe:
Mr. Johnson, turn me loose,
Got no money but a good excuse;
Mr. Johnson, I'll be good.
"In this you find no departure from the popular coon song except rhythmic interest that comes through
syncopation. By and by syncopation paved the way to a rhythmic break - a rebellion. One of the most marked and
startling rhythmic surprises is a sudden 4-3 in a 4-4 measure. And it is not done mathematically at all, but with the
most remarkable convincingness. Another element is the unity impulse. The jazz composer today does not say, 'What
does the law ordain?', or 'What had I oughter do?', but 'What do I feel like doing?', and that is the only real creative
urge. New color is the third element-the variety of percussion instruments. Here now, there is considerable danger of
clap-trap, because the percussion man has so many means at his disposal; but he is really a fine artist-more sensitive
to color than many serious choir singers and organists.
"Jazz probably did spring from the American negro, because in it is apparent all the characteristics of the
negro: rhythmic urge, passion for color, vein of melancholy, and liberation from Egyptian bondage. Whether its
elements are African or American is of no matter. The thing I like most about jazz is its sincerity. It is honest,
inevitable, and primitive. I like it because the people who sing and play it are so much in earnest. They simply must
'jazz or bust.' "
As for Professor E. Burlingham Hill of Harvard University's Music Department, he owns that it is the
"rhythmical animation in jazz that 'gets him." In 1922, when in Paris, Maurice Ravel demanded of him, "Why don't
you American musicians use your jazz rhythms in compositions?"
Hill said that France, conservative though it is, has long ago adapted our jazz style to their harmonies; that
highbrow musicians in Paris are wild over it, but that they make a complete failure of executing it. "Foreign
authorities seem to think that jazz is the one original thing we've done here in America," Mr. Hill concluded.
And Leo Reisman, who has been "jazzing" for six years, discussed the matter of rhythm in American dance
music.
"Rhythm," he stated, "should be secondary to the melody; there should be no heavy counter-melodies to
drown out the melodic voice. When you dance, you are observing the rhythmic outline-not actually the rhythm of a
piece. What makes dance music fascinating is the subtlety-the quiet suggestion of rhythm. If we force it down your
throat by playing so loud that we really stamp out the rhythm, we don't hold you-we lose you.
"Syncopation I call a natural lift-something to raise the weight of your foot off the floor when you are
dancing. There should be a kind of pendulum action between dance music and the movements of your feet. Every
down beat of musical rhythm should automatically raise your foot, and vice versa-one to lift, one to pull down."
Jazz is in truth a national problem for American people, because while it radiates glimmering joys, and so
has distinctive therapeutic value, it can and often does force upon its listeners primitive vulgarities. Reformists,
however, who start off with pick and shovel to "lift" jazz out of the muck of its "immoral hypnotism, its looseness, its
suggestion of mixed and undisciplined human impulses" will certainly be defeated by their own efforts. For jazz is
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the sort of thing that thrives on adverse criticism and condemnation. It is the birth of a new era in music whether the
"prevailing post-war restlessness of the world" had anything to do with it or not. In the beginning, all things are
crude, and only symphatic consideration and intelligent thought will uproot the unsavory elements and develop this
inartistic art into a "wholesome release" - the play impulse in music! "Jazz is a station-not a destination!"

JULY - ETUDE
GETTING DOWN TO THE TRUTH ABOUT JAZZ - Next month THE ETUDE is going for Jazz. We will
have both sides fairly represented. There is a world-wide interest in Jazz. It is an American creation. Many serious
musicians have seen certain qualities in it that make them believe that it may have an influence upon American
music. Will that influence be beneficent or disastrous?
Of course, Jazz has improved in the last ten years. There was a time when Jazz meant nothing but the
stridulous noises made by spavined female morons over the footlights and the lacquered pates of the unregenerate
gentlemen in the front rows of cheap theatres. Since then Jazz has been re-created by clever musicians until at the
present moment millions and millions of Jazz records are in American homes.
We are convinced, however, that the habitual playing of Jazz is very dangerous to many piano students.
Here is a letter which has just come from an ETUDE friend in Ohio, who desires help from the Teachers' Round
Table Department. Thousands of teachers could relate similar instances.
"I would like to take up the study of piano again after two years of playing nothing but jazz. I find that my
technical ability for playing 'classic' music has disappeared. Can you give me a series of exercises which will give me
sufficient practice to enable me to continue my studies in one or two months?
"I had just finished Bach's two-part inventions, when I was forced to stop my lessons. Those I can still play
because they are ingrained in my brain and always will be; but if I try to play scales and arpeggios in thirds, etc., with
any degree of velocity, I discover my deficiencies. Also my touch has become hard and metallic!"

JULY - MUSICAL OBSERVER
EVA GAUTHIER COMMENTS ON HER EXPERIMENT IN JAZZ. "Don't call it jazz, said Eva Gauthier,
upon our inquiry as to the success of her experiment during the season just passed.
"Although most popular American music is usually spoken of as jazz, as a matter of fact, real jazz cannot be
sung. What I did was to select a few popular songs with original melodies representative of the type whistled on the
streets of any American village, and presented them as a group on my concert programs. The success I have had with
this experiment was really beyond my expectations, both financially and as a feature of publicity. My departure from
custom was discussed pro and con in newspapers and magazines all over the country, although I did not inaugurate
the plan as a means of publicity.
"The whole thing was a experiment, an innovation. The idea occurred to me to take some popular songs that
had life to them, not the sentimental, saccharine, love-sick ballads we hear so much of, but songs with a 'punch' and
go, and sing them with artistry. Such songs had previously been relegated to the cabaret and vaudeville house, where
singers with uncultivated and saw-tooth voices rasped them out. One of the composers of a song I selected was
amazed when he heard my rendition of his effort. He did not know his song was so beautiful as he had never heard it
'just that way.'
"So it simply occurred to me to sing these songs with 'tone and technic' as you might say and see how the
people would receive them. They were enjoyed immensely, to say the least, and I had innumerable requests
everywhere I went for them, even though they were not always scheduled on my programs. After all, one of the
primary functions of any art is to make people happy. Some of these modern songs have an element of life in them
that stirs the blood. When I launched out on 'Alexander's Rag Time Band' and 'Carolina in the Morning, ' two of the
most popular numbers, a spark of animation seemed to electrify the staid concert goer. His features unbended a trifle
and wreathed themselves into a smile; he otherwise relaxed and stretched out a bit. In other words, he found it very
easy to let himself go in a sort of abandon and to enjoy himself. I am speaking of the usual type of concert audience
one finds throughout the country and of its reaction to these numbers.
"Both the initiated and the uninitiated enjoyed them and they served an additional purpose to the latter. The
word 'educational' has been applied rather consistently to music of a serious nature with the result that the so-called
man in the street is scared of the usual song recital. He does not want to be educated; that is, not while he is
conscious of it. He will, however, go to a concert, as he goes to the theatre - to enjoy himself. Consequently, my
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popular group served to attract many of these concert alienists to my recitals. It is in accordance with the principle
that any up-to-date storekeeper uses to get people into his store. Once in, he tries to sell to them, but the important
point is to get them in. Consequently when I can induce people to a recital with the promise of something they know
and enjoy, they will also give ear to the more serious music. Probably they will enjoy that music, too. At least they
will strike up an acquaintance with it and i will do my best to sell them. Any educational plan in music, such as the
following, for instance, 'here, this is good for you, take it,' cannot be foisted upon the uninitiated with any startling
results. The thing should be a bit sugar coated.
"Nor do I think I lowered standards or made concessions with myself for singing these numbers. Whether
we like to admit it or not, our popular music is an element to be reckoned with when we speak of the music of
America. It is American in every respect, representative of the life, the customs, the touch and go of this young and
energetic country. While I am not attempting to defend it, who knows but that it may be the beginning of the really
significant in American music! When such writers as Gershwin, several of whose numbers I sang on tour, began to
turn their hands toward so-called jazz, it is a beginning, to say the least. Paul Whiteman has certainly been having
tremendous success throughout the country in his exposition of 'American music.' It has an appeal, undeniably a great
appeal.
"The critics commented quite copiously in their reviews of my recitals and were in turn complimentary,
conciliatory and non-committal as was Henry T. Finck, who said quite frankly that he did not understand modern
music. But a critic usually seizes upon an innovation for a generous allotment of space. It enables him to bring out
and exercise an unused set of words which are not ordinarily employed in the daily critique. Thus the opportunity is
embraced with zest. All told, the experiment was an unmitigated success and I intend to follow it out along the same
lines next year, using different music, of course, and with the slogan, 'From Java to Jazz,' beginning with Javanese
folk songs and concluding with some present day American music."

AUGUST - METRONOME
ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS FOR NEW NAME FOR JAZZ. According to Meyer Davis, whose music is
familiar to millions of Radio fans, the word "jazz" does not represent a true description of modern music for dance or
song. Mr. Davis further states that the dance music demanded today is far removed from the style of a few years ago
when the wheeze and shrill of the clarinet, the blare of the trumpet and the banging of the drums pleased the majority
of the people who became dance enthusiasts for the first time. This taste has changed for the better to a remarkable
degree, and dance music has improved accordingly. But we still call it "Jazz."
Mr. Davis, who is reported to have amassed a fortune through his ability to successfully cater to the tastes of
our various music and dance lovers, provides music for many of the most important hostelries and pleasure resorts in
the United States, as well as for entertainment in the homes of a large number of the outstanding members of the
social elite. He should therefore be qualified to determine what the trend of music has been, what it is now and what
it is likely to be in the future. In other words, his finger is ever on the pulse of America's social activities, which form
the guiding influence for the development of American music for entertainment purposes.
Mr. Davis, in his desire to obtain a more truly descriptive word for dance music of today has offered a prize
of One Hundred Dollars for a name to displace the word "Jazz." This prize will be given to the person - man, woman
or child - who sends in the name which will be acceptable to himself and to the executives of his organization. There
are no restrictions in this contest, except that the number of names submitted by any one person must be limited to
five and must be mailed to Meyer Davis Music at the New Willard Hotel, Washington, D. C., or the local or nearby
Radio Broadcasting Station on or before August 15, 1924. The award will be made September 1, 1924.

AUGUST - METRONOME
THE BANJO TODAY AND YESTERDAY by Bert Fandel. Fifteen years ago when banjo players were a
rarity and as far between as the proverbial "hens' teeth," I was much in the general admiration because I carried
around with me at musical performances a banjo mandolin. I played this instrument at this time and was quite alone
in the field, having at all times too many assignments and work enough for a flock of pack mules. I was commonly
called "the fellow with the tin fiddle," as I carried this instrument about in a violin case to all my engagements. I was
also called the "fellow with the frying pan," and my popularity increased as I played the banjo mandolin for the
people. They liked the musical tone, the melodious and the strumming effects, and because it was an unusual
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instrument in the orchestras of that time, naturally it attracted great attention. ( Sic: Editors note: The first banjo part
I have found published for dance orchestra is in 1911)
To speak with all modesty, I was in so great demand that I had to take two tyros? of the instrument and
break them in for the work. Most of the places at which I appeared with orchestras would request the orchestra leader
to have me come again with my frying pan. This demand, I say, was responsible for my instruction of the new men
and these afterward covered themselves with glory as the popularity of the banjo began to become manifest. They
with myself were the first banjoists about the city of Boston.
At that time it would have seemed a pipe dream to contemplate the position of the banjo today - a necessity
in every orchestra, in the home, the fraternity house and on the vaudeville circuit, not to mention the hundred other
instances in which it has gained a reputable standing. When one observes the banjos that are with every first class
orchestra today it is hardly believable - the vast difference even in the period of the last ten years.
The banjo mandolin at that period of development had much of the violin and mandolin tone, and the
musicians catered more to lead and melody playing. In this particular their work was commendable and well adapted
to the demands of the orchestras of that day. But the story was not always to be such. The banjo was an infant, and
since it was much pampered and catered to, development was its great point. And what have we today? The banjo
tone in a changed instrument. Fundamentally there was no great change in the appearance of the instruments except
in the alterations of length and greater body expansion. The difference was in the fact that the banjo was now tuned
like a viola in fifths as opposed to the former tuning of thirds. The banjo tone, the true and characteristic sound found
in the regular and tenor banjos of today, was born of this change and the instrument began a rise in esteem and
general popularity that has as a yet not come to its full peak. Today we have the banjo fully regarded as an essential
of every dance orchestra, and the future of the banjo is assured as long as rhythm is wedded to the soul of music.
The developed banjo, the instrument with the longer neck and the larger body, brought with it a change in
the attitude of the players. Striving for leads and melody effects became supplanted by the desire and strife for
rhythmic effects and chord production. Snap and solidity of tone were as much desired by the banjoist as melody,
and the rise of the modern dance, with certain well defined steps by making accentuated rhythm, increased the
regime of the banjo in that field. The change brought about a newer and keener interest in the banjo as an instrument
worthy of a life's devotion, and the flocking to its standard began with a merry rush. Today we have thousands of
banjoists, young and old, earning a livelihood with the instrument, and in the cases of the more skillful performers,
their remunerations run into the very select figure column. Many musicians who have had the foresight to see the rise
of the banjo, have done well in its mastery and their lucrative gains have well rewarded them for their work with this
eminent string instrument.
As may well be expected the large salaries paid to the banjoists of the larger and even the small orchestras
had to find some outlet of their own. Would the banjoist of the best orchestra in the country be satisfied with the
instrument played by a fellow banjoist in the merest hamlet? Naturally he would want something a little superior,
something distinctive, something with a deluxe touch. Then we see the rush of beautiful instruments to the market,
the beautiful gold models with the inlaid resonators, the silver models with the brilliant flanges, the gorgeous and
resplendent super-banjos found on the vaudeville stage, in the spotlight everywhere, the admiration and wonder of all
observers. The made to order models began to appear and the little notes of distinction, so pleasing to the individual
banjoist, came to be required.
It is only necessary to state that the production of banjos has increased 25 times in the last ten years for one
to realize just where the banjo is going in the future. Here is no stopping place, with the American youth pop-eyed at
the accomplishments of the banjoist on the stage and in the dance orchestra. These youths, if they wish to play an
instrument at all, will lean toward the banjo because it has that young and vigorous appeal, and because it has beauty
and brings glory with its mastery. Banjo production today is on the rise and there is no sane reason to offer for any
slowing up of minufacture.
Over 25 years in the banjo industry has been my experience and I have ability to play all the instruments of
the string family. I have been connected with the Vega Co. for the past 20 years and have seen the banjo grow like a
wave that rushes momentously to the shore. I look for a greater banjo business with the coming years and think that
the present high regard of the banjo as a musical instrument will not lessen with the oncoming years.

AUGUST - ETUDE
WHAT IS JAZZ DOING TO AMERICAN MUSIC? (Editors note: Paul Whiteman was born in Denver,
Colorado, where his father, Wilberforce James Whiteman, has been the superintendent of music of the Public
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Schools for over half a century. The elder Whiteman is said to have inaugurated the first orchestra of size in any
American public school. He also conducted several amateur orchestras and employed orchestras in large choral
concerts which he presented. His son was thus brought up in an atmosphere of music. Because viola players were
hard to find, he started playing viola in one of his father's orchestras. He then joined the Denver Symphony
Orchestra, conducted by Ragael Cavallo. He continued his musical education under a pupil of Henry Schradieck, and
also with Max Bendix. For a time he played with the Russian Symphony Orchestra, and at the time of the San
Francisco Fair joined the San Francisco Symphony Orchestra. He also played with the Minetti String Quartet.
"There seems to come a time in the career of every man who does any thinking whatever about his future
when he realizes that he must do something very radical or he will never advance one inch beyond his present
position. He must pull up his tent posts and move on to other and newer fields in order to succeed. That was the
condition in which I found myself in San Francisco in the year 1915. I realized that I had worked and studied very
hard all my life. I realized that I had played in large symphony orchestras for years; that I knew the classical
literature of the orchestra from the viola desk; that I was working from morn to night in the orchestra, in the quartet
and also in a hotel orchestra, and that all I was getting for this experience and this hard labor was $125 a week. There
was no future ahead and I was ambitious.
"Just then jazz was commencing to draw the attention of the American people. At that time jazz was so
outrageous that most musicians were nauseated at the very thought. Jazz meant then any group of nondescript
instruments, aided and abetted by a strong-armed drummer who was a veritable percussion virtuoso on all of the
implements of the kitchen. He was also supposed to be a humorist and demonstrated his humor by juggling with his
drum sticks. The leader, whether he played the violin or the saxophone, often introduced a lot of clowning that never
failed to entertain the audience.
New Characteristic Instruments
"Yet here was something that was breaking down certain contentious long considered sacred in that
outrageous dance combination of piano, violin and cornet. Here came the banjo with its distinctive character; here
came the muted wind instruments, and, more than this, extremely clever performers upon these instruments, who
could produce new and striking effects. Enter the saxophone family. The saxophone was invented in Paris by
Adolphe Sax (himself an exceptionally fine flutist and clarinetist). At first Sax set out to improve the clarinet; but in
1842 he invented the conical-bore, metal wind instrument with one reed, which bears his name. He went from his
native Belgium to Paris to show the instrument with its new and distinctive tone, to Berlioz. Berlioz, with his ear for
tonal color, went into raptures over it. His instruments were adopted in French bands and in some bands in other
countries. Sousa uses them in large quantity in his remarkable organization. The saxophone has also been demanded
at times by composers for the symphony orchestra. It was not, however, until the introduction of the jazz band that
this instrument with its peculiar mellow, appealing character, as well as its humorous possibilities, came into its own.
Now it is the Caruso of the Jazz Orchestra.
Definite Scores
"The possibilities of the musical combinations of these instruments intrigued me. At that time literally
everybody who played in a jazz band 'faked' or 'vamped,' or, in the best English, improvised. There was nothing
intelligently and beautifully scored for these unique groups. I realized the immense possibilities of the thing, and was
the first to arrange for definite accurate scores of popular themes done with the same detailed care with which the
symphony instrumentation is prepared. Many of my early scores were written by Fredi Grofe, who had a genius for
characterizing the instruments and filling in intermediate parts so that there would be no thinness. More than this, the
compositions could be played every time with the same effect, which was impossible in the old-fashioned jazz band
in which each player felt it his duty literally to compose the piece with each performance.
"At first I realized that the jazz orchestra required most of all an insistent background of rhythm. For this I
employed the banjo, using it largely as a percussion rather than a melodic instrument. Then I realized that there was a
great deal of horrible blare and noise about the old-fashioned jazz orchestra that was wholly unnecessary and would
soon disappear before more musical effects. Musical effects do not come from poorly trained or unmusical players.
In order to get the best results I must get the best players. Naturally, the best come to the top and demand more
money. It is, like in everything else, a matter of supply and demand. Really very fine jazz players are quite rare. The
leading player in my best orchestra will earn about $600 a week through the year. Most of the other players in the
leading orchestra will average $300 a week. But this is an exceptional orchestra at the Palais Royal, and has played
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on both sides of the Atlantic with great success. The men are picked for their personalities, their musicianship and
their versatility. They must hake a good appearance at all times. The leading player in my Palais Royal orchestra
plays fourteen different instruments, and often uses all of them in one program. At present there are over four
hundred men employed in the fifty-two Paul Whiteman Orchestras located all over the United States and in Paris,
London, Havana and Mexico. All these orchestras receive careful supervision and training, and play according to
specific directions which I have personally prepared.
Sousa's Definition
"I am often asked, 'What is jazz?' I know of no better definition than that given by Lieut. Comm. John Philip
Sousa, U. S. N. R. F. He derives the word from 'Jazzbo,' the term used in the old-fashioned minstrel show when the
performers 'cut loose' and improvised upon or 'Jazzboed' the tune. The trombone guffawed, the cornet shrieked and
the clarinet wailed to the banging of the drums. The effect was a breakdown of the worst kind. From this wild din,
however, has come the jazz which is commanding the attention of serious musicians everywhere. When I was in
Paris with my orchestra this year I met many distinguished musicians who came with eager curiosity to hear some of
the new tonal combinations. I found that they were only mildly interested in the magnificent works of such American
composers as MacDowell, Carpenter, Chadwick, Cadman and others. 'We know all that,' they said, 'but jazz is a new
note-something different, something peculiarly American, like the Sousa March. We want to know about jazz.' Here
was the recognition of this new American note that I had identified in the old-fashioned jazz of a decade ago. This
encouraged me to give a concert in Aeolian Hall with my leading orchestra-several members of which, by the way,
have played in leading symphony orchestras. The concert was attended by foremost musicians, such as Damrosch,
Wagner, Rachmaninoff, Mengelberg, and others who have been most enthusiastic over the possibilities of this new
tonal combination. This was a combination of twenty-two men, thus:
8 first violins
3 saxophones
2 trombones
2 horns

2 pianos
drums
banjos

Note, however, how such a combination might work with the kind of players I employ at the Palais Royal. Could
such a versatile group, capable of changing the instrumental registrations at instant notice, be found elsewhere in the
world? Here are the names of the players, with the number of instruments they may employ in our regular programs.
GORMAN: E-flat saxophone, B-flat saxophone, E-flat alto saxophone, oboe, hecklophone, B-flat clarinet,
E-flat clarinet, alto clarinet, bass clarinet, octavin.
STRICKADEN: B-flat soprano saxophone, E-flat alto saxophone, B-flat tenor saxophone, E-flat baritone
saxophone, oboe, clarinet.
BYERS: Flute, B-flat soprano saxophone, B-flat tenor saxophone, C-soprano saxophone, E-flat baritone.
BUSSE; Trumpet, flugelhorn
SEIGRIST: Trumpet, flugelhorn.
MAXOM: Trombone, euphonium, trumpet.
CASSIDY: Bass trombone, euphonium.
ARNEN: Tuba, string bass.
LANG: Piano, harp, celeste
PUIGATUE: Banjo, drums and kindred instruments.
The Violin as Obligato
"To this group I add the violin which is employed as an obligato instrument most of the time and not as a solo
instrument. Thus, you see, twelve men have a range of forty instruments, and have opportunities for variety in tone
color, prescribed by our scorings, which is, to say the least, unusual. Some of the phonograph records of this group
have been sold by the million, and have been heard around the world. This orchestra was the first of its type to tour
as a 'straight' orchestra, that is, without clowning or absurd action upon the part of the members. It was the first to be
employed in a big Broadway musical show in a special scene set for it. It was the first to give a jazz concert in a
foremost concert hall.
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"Often I am asked the secret of my success in this field. One secret is that I do not attempt to go out of the field. I
know that it is something distinct. I do not attempt to compete with the symphony orchestra; and no one knows our
limitations better than I. Whether we are playing the simple, suave theme of a pathetic Negro 'blues,' or the shar,
saucy, pepful rhythm of the jazz tune, we strive to make the effect as thoroughly musical as possible; but we never
forget that we are distinctly a jazz orchestra with a new and delightful message to restless America-the America still
imbued with the pioneer spirit and never content to be permanently satisfied with the conventions handed to it by
Europe. We can not expect the man in the street, with a Police Gazette in his hands, to pay a large price to see
Ibsen's 'Ghosts.' He must be educated up to 'Ghosts.' He will be fascinated by jazz, and use it as a suspension bridge
to better things. I have seen this happen a score of times. It is musical education in its practical form.
Leading Composers Influenced
"That the leading composers of the world will be influenced by jazz goes without saying. One might assert
that they have already been influenced, if some of the recent scores of Strauss, Grainger and Carpenter are examined.
American jazz has circumvented the globe. Teachers of piano may not realize that the American child craves these
exhilarating rhythms, and that they may be written by able composers so that there is no taint of cheap or vulgar
music about them. When I played the famous jazz arrangement of Rimsky-Korsakoff's 'Song of India,' I was
maligned by many for lowering a great masterpiece. I have rather a sneaking idea that Rimsky-Korsakoff himself
would have been delighted with some of the tonal effects, and that he would have been amazed to find the whole
American public whistling a tune that he could hardly have intended for more than a comparatively few grand opera
devotees. The theft of tunes without credit to the composer is unpardonable; but if jazz will put a great masterpiece
into currency, all honor to jazz."

AUGUST - ETUDE
AMERICAN DANCE MUSIC IS NOT JAZZ. by Isham Jones. Jazz music. What is jazz? What is there in
favor of jazz music? Those questions have been asked many times, and I am appreciative of the opportunity to
express through the ETUDE a few of my own thoughts regarding this interesting topic.
What is jazz? Considering that all popular music is more or less termed jazz, I would briefly describe it as
modern, emotional music. It is expressive of the happy dance it is rhythm that is simple and yet inspiring. It is music
that is irresistible to the feet and at the same time appealing to the heart and head. It has been said that all music,
whether classical or popular, must appeal to one or more of those parts of the body. I believe, judging from the
popularity of certain numbers, that read the popular songs of to-day appeal to all three. Read the lyrics-the chorus of
a popular song. You will note that an appeal has been made to the heart through the sentiment expressed. You will
also not the appeal to the head, because each word easily inserts itself into the mind. Now this same lyric, set to
music especially composed for it and then played in a dance tempo, immediately appeals to the feet. Therefore, it can
be readily appreciated, composers of popular music are always striving to make an appeal to each of those factors.
It is now quite generally admitted that practically every popular hit of the day is based upon some music of
the past, some work of a famous composers, or, in many instances, old folk-songs. This is not always deliberate, but,
instead, is often quite accidental. I have known of some popular songs with parts of the melody almost identical with
certain parts of an old classic, and yet the composer had never heard that particular classic. This imitation is almost
certain, when it is considered that there are actually only twelve different tones in the scale as it is played on the
piano. The old masters had a virgin field when they were composing. The popular composer to-day uses only parts of
those twelve tones, and yet it is immediately duplication. It only takes two notes to make a tune, and some of the
most popular songs in recent years have been based on a two-note combination. And I also know as a fact that the
composer was unconscious of the fact that the same combination was used by the great composers.
Sigmund Spaeth, the noted music critic, one of the few real authorities on music who has made an honest
study of popular songs, has found considerable merit for which he commends the composer. This critic and author, in
his recent book "The Common Sense of Music," say...."If writers use the same plots, characters and literary forms
over and over again, why should not the composers of music have the same privilege?"
The successful popular composer of to-day, who is being given credit for the so-called jazz music, is
sincere. He is always striving for that wide appeal, and I am confident that in the future he will be given more credit
for his endeavors. Many of the recent song hits were composed with no thought whatsoever of jazz as the term is
used by musicians; instead, he had in mind a song with a melody that would appeal to the heart-lyrics that would
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appeal to the mind, and with a rhythm to appeal to the feet. Because the song is successful and played by practically
every dance orchestra, it is called jazz; but that is not my idea of jazz.
Jazz music, to a musician, means music that appeals strictly to the feet and without much thought of melody,
and is usually considered by them as the "down South negro type" of blues.
The most popular songs of to-day are of the ballad type, and usually the result of untiring work on the part
of the composer; and it is a great in justice to the composer, as well as to the song, to term it jazz. Many musicians
themselves are partly to blame for the misconceived thought as pertaining to the word jazz. Careful enough attention
in the past was not paid to the melody of popular songs, with the result that they were so syncopated and such radical
effects used that the appeal to the heart and to the mind was entirely lost. With many orchestras playing this style all
over the country, it would only be natural that the general term of jazz would be applied to all of the popular music.
However, I am glad to notice such a vast improvement in orchestras throughout the entire country. It has
been my good fortune recently to hear many "local" dance orchestras, and the improvement is a great credit to the
earnest endeavors of the musicians. There is no doubt but that phonograph records by the leading orchestras have
been a source of inspiration to these different dance organizations, and all with the result of better music for dancers
everywhere.
If, years ago, when dance music first began to be so very popular, it had been possible to have records of
the leading dance orchestras, I believe that the term of jazz would only be applied to its rightful type of music, and
that the dance music as played to-day would be known as American Dance Music.

AUGUST - ETUDE
JAZZ - LOWBROW AND HIGHBROW. by Henry T. Finck. If you ask fifty-seven different musicians for
a definition of Jazz you get fifty-seven different answers.
Does this mean that there really are fifty-seven kinds of Jazz? Not necessarily, although I was almost
convinced there must be at least that number when I came across the following advertisement in a magazine:
"Piano Jazz"
"By note or ear. With or without music. Short course. Adult beginners taught by mail. No teacher required.
Self-instruction course for advanced pianists. Learn 67 styles of bass, 180 syncopated effects, blue harmony,
Oriental, chimes, movie and cafe Jazz, trick endings, clever breaks, space fillers, saxophone slurs, triple bass, tricked
harmony, blue obbligato and 247 other subjects, including ear playing and musical invention. One hundred and ten
pages of REAL jazz. 25,000 words. a postal brings our FREE Special Offer."
If that isn't American-as American as Barnum-I'd like to know what is. Yes, ladies and gentlemen, we have
given the world a bran' new branch of music. You bet! Hoorah!
The Word is African
But hold on - isn't this new branch of music really African?
Well, the word may be, but what's in a word? Probably the following, which appeared some years ago in the
New York Sun, comes as near the truth as we can get:
"The word jazz is African in origin. It is common on the Gold Coast and in the hinterland of Cape Coast
Castle. In his studies of the Creole patois and idioms in New Orleans, Lafcadio Hearn reported that the word jazz,
meaning to speed things up, to make excitement, was common among the blacks of the South, and had been adopted
by the Creoles as a term to be applied to music of a rudimentary, syncopated type. In the old plantation days when
the slaves were having one of their rare holidays and the fun languished, some West Coast African would cry out;
'Jazz 'er up!' and this would be the cue for fast and furious fun."
Just so in vaudeville, "jazz her up" means "put in pep and ginger." Not necessarily speed, for "an
exceedingly popular jazz is the slow drag."
But if the word is African, how about the thing itself? Is jazz African, Afro-American, American, European,
Chinese, or what?
Answer: All of these things combined. It is a mixtum compositum, an e pluribus unum like the United States
themselves.
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Partly, no doubt, jazz - lowbrow jazz - is African. To our ears, indeed, there would be something decidedly
jazzy about most of the musical performances of wild African tribes as described by explorers and missionaries.
What with their drums and gongs and rattles and an endless variety of instruments unknown to us, we would feel like
calling them musical orgies rather than performances.
And yet I am sure Percy Grainger is only one of thousands of highbrow musicians who would, like myself,
be hugely delighted if they could listen now and then to some of these musical orgies in place of the dismally
"civilized" entertainments usually given in our concert halls.
Boisterous and Barbaric
We must, however, be on our guard not to assign a Negro origin to everything we hear that is boisterous and
barbaric. The other day I read in a newspaper that the Parisians still like the Negro style of jazz, in which the players
indulge not only in musical horseplay, but also, in gestures and antics of the same style. But it was in a description of
a performance of a white jazz band that I read about a banjo player who tossed his instrument in the air; also of a
piccolo player who, when drunk, indulged in "wild, barbaric, lawless sounds;" and also, concerning another players,
'when he put his tomato can on the end of his cornet it seemed as though the music, with its strange quivering
pulsations, came from another world (one guess as to which world)."
Banjo, Saxophones and Slide Trombones
The banjo is an African instrument, yet it was at a concert by Paul Whiteman's orchestra of white men that I
heard the most amazing stunts ever performed on it - a whirlwind of sound that took one's breath away.
The saxophone is an essential ingredient of a jazz band, but the saxophone is not African. It was invented
by a Belgian called Sax, and thousands of American boys play it at home, in school and in processions. The French
army adopted it many decades ago.
The late Victor Herbert's attitude toward saxophones was amusing.
"I can write for them," he said, "but I never could conduct them. They make me nervous."
The trombone, too, is not African, and what would jazz be without the trombone?
It is significant that the first trombonist of the Boston Symphony Orchestra, Fortunato Sordillo, four years
ago wrote a book entitled "Art of Jazzing for the Trombone," in which he says that the term jazz as used in his book
"is practically synonymous to glissando." "For humorous effects," he adds, "the jazz trombonist burlesques his
glissando by smearing the tones." He refers to Ravel's "Rhapsodie Espagnole," in the fourth movement of which
there is a passage where the first violins play an ascending chromatic glissando and at the same time the cornets and
trombones have glissando passages; the whole effect being a sort of glorified jazz. Yet this was not played by dance
hall performers, but by the Boston Symphony Orchestra.
There is another jazz book on the trombone. Its author is Henry Fillmore, who says: "The jazz effect in
music is supplied by the humorous qualities of instruments. In the brass family the slide trombone, because of its
slurring possibilities, may be called the premier jazz producer." It is with this slurring (jazzing) characteristics of the
slide trombone that his book deals. But that is only one of the many (fifty-seven) aspects of jazz.
Ragtime not the same as Jazz
In the minds of many persons, jazz is foolishly mixed up with ragtime and syncopation. These, also, are
often attributed to Negro influences; but, as Nicholas G. Taylor wrote to the Musical Courier from Sierra Leone,
South Africa, "there is more syncopation in Bach's Well-tempered Clavichord than has ever been used in the whole
realm of jazz music, which is more closely associated with the fox trot, the one-step and other steps."
A good snapshot of jazz playing has been penned by Gamewell Valentine: "Syncopated music is almost
explained in its name. In this kind of music the accent is shifted from a regular strong beat to a weak or unaccented
beat, making the time seem ragged. But jazz music is syncopated music that has become demoralized by harsh and
superfluous embellishments. The more complex the embellishments and the greater the variety of brutish noises, the
more perfect the music approaches jazz as a limit. All sustained tones are repugnantly colored. All pauses and rests
are substituted for sharp and repulsive additions. Jazz music is saturated and concentrated to its ultimate capacity.
When made by an orchestra, the inharmonious, simultaneous jazzing of the cornet, violin, trombone, saxophone,
drums and xylophone converges into a tuneless medley; time, not rhythm, only remains."
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"The Grandpapa of Jazz"
Such musical pandemonium, such "fast and furious fun" is clear above all things to lovers of jazz. But it is
far from being a new thing under the sun. Savages, barbarians, ancient civilized nations, in their orgies, had it. So,
perhaps, the scholarly Carl Engel, chief of the music division of the Library of Congress, has bestowed too much
honor on Philippe Musard in calling him "the grandpapa of jazz."
Musard lived in Paris, 1793-1859. His orchestra of 70 at the Bals de l"opera included fourteen cornets and
twelve trombones. "At some phrenetic climax of a quadrille the tonal volume of these instruments would be
increased with the racket produced by the breaking of chairs or the firing of pistol shots. The dancing multitude
howled."
Symphonic and Operatic Jazz
Now let us change the scene from ball room to concert hall. "After a long pause begins the third part with
the rugged Frere jacques. It sounds like a grotesque funeral march a la Callot. A muted double-bass begins, a
bassoon and cello follow, then bass tuba and a deep clarinet. An oboe bleats and squeaks thereto in the upper
register. Four flutes with the cornet drag the orchestra along with them; the shrill E-flat clarinet quacks; over a
counterpoint in the trumpets the oboes are tooting a vulgar street song; two E-flat clarinets, with bassoon and flutes,
parodistically pipe wretched stuff, accompanied by an m-ta, m-ta in the percussion."
No, gentle reader, the Above is not a description of a novelty played by a Lopez or Whiteman jazz band. It
was written by Paul Stefan about the first symphony of Mahler, whom Willem Mengelberg regards as the equal of
Beethoven, if not the superior.
To be sure, the bark in this case is worse than the bite; in other words, Stefan's description is rather more
jazzy than the music he describes. But Mahler liked jazzy effects in music, as when he doubled the piccolos,
whistling shrilly through the storm-bent ship's masts in Wagner's Flying Dutchman overture.
Richard Strauss was fond of jazzy effects. His best-known efforts in this direction are in Till Eulenspiegel's
Merry Pranks, Don Quixote and Salome.
The jazz writers and players of our day make a specialty of muted instruments, especially brasses. Strauss
anticipated them so far as the tuba is concerned. A muted tuba is heard for the first time, with other muted brasses, in
the sheep episode of Don Quixote, where the baah sound is thus cleverly imitated.
Rather jazzy, too, is the practical joke played by some noble dames on the Don and Sancho, who were
placed blindfolded on a wooden horse which is to transport them through the air thousands of miles to a place where
a giant will meet them in combat. The whistling of the wind about them is indicated in the orchestral score by
chromatic flute passages, harp, and drum roll, in addition to a special wind-machine.
Of operatic jazz, there is a gruesome example at the moment when the horrible Salome peers into the cistern
while Jochanaan's head is being chopped off. There is a sound like a stertorean groan produced by pinching the
highest string of the double-bass (playing all alone) at a place between the finger board and the bridge, and sounding
it by a quick jerk of the body.
There is a donkey in Puccinni's opera, Sour Angelica, which gave him an opportunity to indulge in an
orchestral braying joke. It is as cleverly done as the baa-ing of the sheep in Strauss's Don Quixote.
New Realms of Sound
I have just said that jazz players make much use of muted instruments. Audiences greatly enjoy these
sounds. Fritz Kreisler and other great violinists produce some of their most ravishing effects with the sordino; their
predecessors have done so for many generations. There is nothing African about it.
In the other direction - the augmenting or amplifying of sounds - the jazzmen are pioneers, and they deserve
much praise for their innovations, which point the path to timid symphonic writers, afraid of doing something new.
"What do you think," writes an enthusiast, "of a trombone that sings through a megaphone with a perfectly
legitimate tone, full of vibrato (not tremolo), and sounds more like a magnificent baritone voice than anything else,
an entirely new tone color for any orchestra - only 'any' orchestra doesn't have a trombonist that can produce it." Paul
Whiteman's band has him.
On this point, Whiteman has remarked with pardonable pride: "There is no orchestra of similar size that can
offer anything like the variety of tone .combinations that a jazzorchestra such as ....that a jazz orchestra such as mine
has heard. I know of an organization anywhere with so many virtuosos on their special instruments. My wood and
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brass men, of course , have to know at least half-a-dozen times as much about their instruments as a symphony
orchestra playaer on the same ones. The possibilities are there we make a demand for them-and the men respond.
Who ever heard of a protamento on the clarinet such as Ross Gorman plays? Technically speaking, there is no such
thing on the clarinet-but there it is."
The plain truth is that our highbrow composers have got too much into a rut, copying the instrumental
technic and combinations of European masters with tiresome monotony instad of finding new things for their own
use. thus it has come about that jazz gets credit for everything now that comes along. Let me give an interesting
illustration of this statement. In a recent number of the Popular Mechnaics Magazine I found pictures of several new
instruments which the editor's headlines classified as jazz. "Musical Plug for Horns Creates Jazz tones' is the heading
for one of these, and we read concerning it: "Distorting the tones of cornets and trombones to get 'jazz' music may be
accomplished by a recently invented device that fits the bell of the instrument like a plug. Moving it back and forth
produces wavering, sounds. It can also be fixed so that the ptich swells not change. A perforated disk over the end of
a vibrator at the end of a metal tube blends and spreads the notes to a peculiar blare."
"Jazz Instruments Minus Key 'Played' by Humming" is another heading. concerning this, we read: "Producing music
with a 'jazz' effect, a keyless reed instrment is being made which can be played by any one who can hum a tun.
Equipped with a rest, it can be kept in the proper position without being held by the hands, and can be used to
accompany any selection. Having sufficient volume and carrying powewr, it is suitable for orchestral work."
It is obvious that along such lines an endless variety of new musical sound can be devised. How infinitly
more interesting this is than the silly imitating of foreign cacophonists who perpetrate commonplace melodies dished
up in dissonanted sauce.

The foolish cacophorists
We do not know anything in the world quite so foolish as the attitude of these so-calle dfuturists. They
admit frankly that their music is ugly, nay, hidous; but in ten or twenty years they say, it will be liked. Little do they
know the public! Imagine women and men going patiently for ten or twenty years to listen to things that distress their
ears and bore them to death, in the hope that they will like them ultimately! now long does a radio fan listen to a
thing that bores him? If the Futurists had their way, all conceret halls would soon be closed indefinitely.
Fast and furious Fun
How much wiser the jazz makers! They, too, sometimes make ugly music, but they do it with comic
intentions, which make all the difference in the world. In the last analysis, the quintessence of jazz is fun, or humor,
ranging from horseplay to the exuberant outbursts of animal spirits in great m...
Schubert used to amuse his friends by putting tissue paper over a comb and singing his Erlking through it.
That picture of the greatest of all song writers thus singing his biggest song with muted sounds and cormically
exaggerated expression gives a better idea of "American" jazz than anything. let us abe modest, Now listen. If the
greatest of all song writers was willing to "jazz" his greatest song, who dhould we raise our hands in horror at the
"jazzing" of other classics by cabaret bands?
This sort of thing may even have an educational value. theodore thomas used to say that all that the peopled
needed to like good melodies was to hear them often. thousands of cabaret goers hear good meldoies over and over
again, more or less distorted and many doubtless than learn to like them afterwards in their virgin beauty.
America is learning classical music through the jazz versions played by the dance orchestras, says Vincent
Lopez, the leader. "There is something in the rhythm of jazz," he claims, "which make you remember it without
effort. Only musically educated persons can hum a representative number of famous compositions. And yet every
one hums the jazz tunes almost unconsciously.
Hints to Bandsmen
Charles L. Buellaman has said of Percy Graingwer that the aamajgamates the music hall with the concert
stage." Hihg brow jazz, in the widest and most flattering meaning of the word, reaches its pinnacle in such works as
his "In a Nutshell," in which he introduces new percussion instruments like the Deagan stell marimba, the bass
marimba xylophone and the Swiss staff bells. His example opens limitless vistas of novel sound effects. condcutors
of jazz bands will learn much to their advantage by looking over Grainger's compositions.
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They can make use also of the amusing "Carnvial of Animals," by another distinguished compser, SaiantSaens. I shall never forget how keenly and hilariously the most serious-minded audience in New York enjoyed the
performance of this specimen of high-brow Jazz by the Beethoven Association in Aeolian Hall.
American men could be more easily lured to concert halls if humorous works like that were frequently
introduced. On this subject I have written in my latest book, "Musical Progress,<" under the head of "Don't Be Too
Awfully Dignified." Concert going is at a low ebb just now. It could be "Jazzed up" by heeding the advice given in
that chapter better than probably in any other way. Nothing pays like humor."

AUGUST 2 - MUSICAL NEWS AND HERALD
THE NATURE AND FUNCTION OF JAZZ (The Golders Green Branch of the B.M.S. cannot be
described as conventional after their meeting this month, when Mr. Leigh Henry gave a witty, logical and closely
reasoned lecture, 'A Synopsis of Syncopation.'

Jazz invades Concert Hall
Jazz, said Mr. Leigh Henry, was a victim of musical snobbery. People pretended to a love of 'high-class
music' which many did not sincerely feel. Few people considered the correspondence between the characteristics of
modern popular syncopated dances and songs and the old airs which, taken from the folk-lore of the time, inspired
the great Tudor composers, and were the sources of such classic forms as the suite and the symphony. Yet the
European-American world was concerned. Many condemned the 'moiseiness' of jazz; yet those same people, who
feared to express pleasure in 'vulgar' music, would attend concerts and enthuse over long-winded works of machinemade cacophony with a great sense of superiority and musical good form, simply because these tedious works were
written by Herr Doktor Richard Strauss and were pompously designated 'tone-poems' and symphonies. Much of the
supercilious attitude of jazz-condemnation was sheer precious pretense and humbug, sheer musical snobbery. Last
century had heard precisely the same vituperations against the valse, which had since provided the basis for some of
the world's sublest and most original art-music, - attacks couched in almost identical terms.
False sentiment had also much to do with the aversion of some to jazz. The 'Weep-and-the-world-weepswith-you' school of music-lovers found its gay rhythms and ironic characteristics too much in the nature of a parody
of their would-be-impressive, dismalities, which they termed 'taking art seriously.' Music was certainly a serious
matter as presented by such people, - as serious as sickness, which, in some phases it resembled; indeed he always
referred mentally to a certain kind of alleged musical soulfulness as musical influenza. One beneficial effect of jazz
was that it had at least done something to liberate popular musical taste from the tyranny of the snuffle-and-sob
school of stereotyped sentimentality which created the cheap ballad. Another beneficial effect of jazz was that it had
broken through the half-paralyzing clichés of the German metronomic conception of rhythm, the four-square
rhythmic forms rendered halt and lame by the monotonously regular time-beat. Many deplored that jazz was 'vulgar,'
that it had nothing noble about it in the sense of German classicism. The greatest music and the most important
classical musical forms had always derived from forms designated vulgar in their own time; in the real sense of the
word, the folk-music which formed the basis of all art-forms was essentially vulgar. The tunes used by the great
Tudor masters were certainly vulgar in their day; yet their spirit, developed in their time in art-forms, gave the world
a great musical literature for voices and instruments, - the madrigals, the virginal pieces, the suite and sonata. It was
absurd for those who sentimentalized over folk-music or Elizabethan music to object in principle to the utilizing of
jazz rhythms in concert music by contemporary symphonic composers. Surely nobody could take exception to. 'The
Blues' when they considered the identical spirit of early English dances, such as 'The Dumps,' spiritually
corresponding , although differing in idiom as the two epochs differed. The same applied to the alleged silliness of
jazz-song words. Could anyone reasonably maintain this who could sentimentally find delightful folk-songs with
refrains such as 'Dumble-dum-deary,' 'whock-tod-di-diddle-dol-di-dey,' 'Fal-di-diddle-dyno,' 'Lalliibulera-Bullen-ala,' 'With a hey, derry-down,' etc.? Songs such as 'Somebody's wrong,' 'The Old Cat's Whiskers are turning gray,' and
'Talke, O Take Those Lips' (jazz version) were symptomatic of an age which found its inculcated sentiments slap up
against the cynical facts of so-called present-day emancipation, with its consequent disillusionment and yearning.
They were really subtly ironic commentaries on life, none the less subtle because couched in a sort of musical slang,
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slang especially in America, penetrated more vividly and graphically to the discrepancies between pretension,
humbug. False sentimentality, habitual platitudes and the facts of life and human nature than did the pedantic periods
of the rhetoricians.
Jazz might claim to have substantiated the past claims' of musicians to express themselves in parody,
comedy and caricature, rights which none denied their follows in the graphic and literary arts. Above all, if dissipated
the murky spiritual atmosphere with which what he termed the 'Manchester School' had enveloped music. The soul of
the modern musicians and music-lover no longer was forced to slop along in spiritual goulashes, drenched to the
knees in streams of tears. Yet jazz was not essentially superficial or inconsequent. The popular Victorian song was a
monotonous stereotype of three chord camp-harmony for the most part. Jazz composers were conversant to a degree
which few academics could equal with modern harmonic developments and had created fresh possibilities of
instrumental colour as original in their sphere as those of Monteverdi or Wagner, Gershwin, Kern, Confrey and
similar jazz composers were real musicians and classics in that sphere. Every representative composer of today really
reflecting his own time would be influenced by jazz, and this was already proven by its effect on musicians such as
Berners, Bliss, Casella, Carpenter, Debussy, Holbrooke, Milhaud, Poulenc, Satie, Stravinsky, and Whithorne. he felt
that jazz was a real art, with real art-potentialities, and at such he presented an outline of its growth in the evening's
programme.
Many well-known artists participated in the programme. This was divided into three parts. The first Primitive Expression, comprised an African Dirge for voice and orchestra, which, though modestly not stated on the
programme, transpired to have been scored, in a moving and impressive manner, by Mr. Leigh Henry, - and two
American negro Spirituals all sung by Miss Gladys Moger. The second part, - The Popular Phase, - gave 'Alexander's
Rag-time Band,' 'Mississippi,' 'The Old Cat's Whiskers,' and 'I'll build a Stairway to Paradise,' rendered with the most
infectious verse and humour by the same singer, accompanied by the Romany Band, under Mr. Henry's baton. The
orchestral item was 'Kitten on the Keys.' The final part, - Jazz Classica, - comprised works by Debussy and Poulenc,
and Leigh Nenry, with Mr. Dudley Glass as solo pianist and Miss Moger, Miss Olga Carmine (pianist), and the
Wood-Smith Quartet, in Poulenc's 'Rhapsodie Negre.'

AUGUST 16 - MUSICAL AMERICA
TWILIGHT DESCENDS ON THE GODS OF TIN PAN ALLEY by Oscar Thompson. Art Composers
Invade Field Held by Naughty Boys of Weird Melodies and Twisting Rhythms, Who Are Now Invited to Join Polite
Society. Comes now the twilight of the god in Tin Pan Alley. Though apparently popular as never before, jazz is
giving up the ghost.
Blared and blazed in Old World shrines of what is dignified as "good music," championed by pedants and
quidnuncs in colleges and conservatories, patted on the back by newspaper critics and magazine feuilletonists,
imitated and embellished by "serious" composers and given respectable place in the orthodox programs of recitalists
and concert organizations, jazz now finds itself without a future.
The paradox is one of international implications. Berlin, London, Paris, Vienna, Bucharest, Milan and, it is
suspected, Leningrad, are yessing with no bananas. Eva Gauthier, quondam priestess of the outre and the exotic,
breezes into Aeolian Hall with a group of Broadway shoulder-shakers. Paul Whiteman takes his Palais Royal
Orchestra into the sacrosanct precincts of formal art, and presents to an audience of the elect and elite a berg of
musical wild oats.
There too, George Gershwin rhapsodizes "in Blue" with an admixture of Liszt and pianistic rough stuff.
Victor Herbert applied his flair for orchestration to a suite composed especially to illustrate the art-jazz of the future.
Stravinsky, hierophant of the ultaists, and Ravel, most precious of the impressionists, lucubrate studies in the allcommanding mode. Deems Taylor, composer as well as critic, analyzes, vivisects, expatiates and extols, likening the
thrill of hearing Miss Gauthier's jazz group, as intercalated between songs of sundry alien styles and tongues, to the
joy of being accosted with real American cuss-words in the babble of far-off Cathay. Even the redoubtable Willem
Mengelberg, forsaking for the moment his unflagging and unfaltering war-horses, "Les Preludes" and "Heldenleben,"
writes enthisiastically to the press of the possibilities of this vital and vehement American music, one it has been
refined and adapted to art purposes.
Beware the Fate of Slang

- 586 -

Yet jazz, in the full blush of its seeming triumph after years of denial and deorecatuib by those who take
music seriously, is teeter-tottering to its fall, betrayed by its friends into the hands of its enemies. The arrangers have
done it near to death by bringing to it their refinements of instrumentation; the symphonists will hasten it to its
inevitable demise on the guillotine of exposition and development.
This eventuality is not perplexing to anyone who has observed what happens to verbal slang. In its heyday
the freshness and expressiveness of slang, its color, its flash, its "pep," its directness and its force, commend it to
uncritical multitudes, it is popular in the same sense that the one-finger tunes of a George Cohan or an Irving Berlin
are popular. Its nub is in the carelessness of its demonic spirit. Word-purists shun it while it is fresh and expressive.
But in the end its own popularity kills it off for general usage. It stales and pales. The crowd drops it - off with the
old phrase, on with the new! But once it has become platitudinous and old-fashioned, slang finds its way into the
dictionaries. Its zest gone, "good writers" are no longer ashamed to employ it, and especially is it certain to assert
itself in the language of slow-moving pedants.
What manner of man now makes use of that once lively verb "skeedaddle," or its venerable second cousin,
"absquatulate"?
Has Critics Baffled
Jazz is , or was, musical slang. Other musical slang preceded it; more will follow it. In efforts to define this
once decried American commodity, critics and composers have been hard-put to tell why the newer jazz is something
distinct from the older ragtime, the most satisfactory explanation, perhaps, being that of Henry T. Finck, who
observed that the essential of jazz is its clowning or horseplay - in other words, its funny noises. The trombone's
portamento, the grunts and snorts of the bassoons, the squeals of the strings and lighter reeds - as when "someone
steps on the piccolo's tail" - these, to Finck, are the essentials of jazz.
Deems Taylor has sought it in rhythmical zest and variety - a variety, by the way, which his intimate
colleague. (the word is Taylor's), Lawrence Cilman, has been disposed to deny. Taylor has hit upon what to him is
one of the secrets of the fascination of jazz - a tendency for the harmonization to anticipate the melody, rather than to
tag along after it - thereby giving it a propulsively forward motion. But it would not be difficult to find examples in
music centuries old of the very rhythmical and harmonic devices employed ad nauseam by the jazzists, just as
examples of syncopation were readily forthcoming to eliminate ragtime from consideration as anything very new or
different in music.
Finck, with his definition of "funny noises," comes very near the mark. But not all music which can be thus
described is jazz. Prokofieff's unlamented operatic burlesque, "The Love for the Three Oranges," attempted to
assault the irrisibles by all manner of freak sounds. It was not jazz. Stravinsky in his "Renard" produces
grotesqueries and grimaces, and even Schoenberg's "Pierrot Lunaire" has a way of making faces at our ears. Neither
is jazz. There can be musical clowning which does not partake of jazz, because jazz has its locale as well as its type.
It is a neighborhood argot - the musical slang, not of Paris or Vienna, of Madrid or Rio, but of New York's Tin Pan
Alley
In Syncopation's Heyday
In the true jazz heyday, now two or three years passed, jazz made no pretensions to musicianship. It sprang
for the most part from under the fingers or between the puckered lips of men who had no idea why one tonality is
major, another minor. They could not so much as write down what they pecked out on the black and white keys, and
the hack transcriber was indispensable. So long as he remained a hack all was well. What really counted was not the
melody or the harmonization, but the way the clown orchestra snorted and roared, thumped and bleated, often in the
most extemporaneous fashion. Few of the original jazz effects were to be found on paper.
But a new class of musicians was coming up to oust the hacks. Today there are an amazing number of men
who have sat at the feet of Strauss and Mahler, Debussy and Rimsky-Korsakoff, and who have there acquired no
mean facility in orchestration. Many of them once aspired to be composers of symphonic or operatic music, but they
either lacked the creative gift or wearied of waiting for opportunities that never came. So they turned to the one sure
way of capitalizing their talents and studies - the scoring of the music of others. Obscure as they are, they can
provide combinations, clang-tints and timbres that would have astounded Berlioz. Possibly their bank-rolls would
have amazed him even more.
Ousted from Native Haunts
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The one-fingered gentry, perhaps unduly awed by that which they could not understand, turned to these
technicians and colorists. Jazz began to alter. Hurly-burly diminished. Sonorities replaced shouts and sniggers. Crude
toboggans were transformed into glittering glissandos. Sounds that were almost obscenities assumed the gentility of
polite drolleries. Rhythms that had once been Zulu or Hottentot took on the characteristics of Russian Hopaks and
Spanish Fandangos. "Till Eulenspiegel" and "The Apprentice Sorcerer" ousted the crowing rooster and the braying
jackass. Tunes were as hopelessly cheap and banal as before - except when stolen from some "classical" composition
- and only seemed the shabbier for their sheenful dress. The practice of jazzing melodies already well-known came
into fashion and indicated how helpless the Tin Pan Alley crew were to evolve anything of their own which could
rightly wear the spangles the arrangers devised for them. They and their coadjutors were fast becoming parodists even cartoonists - but their very own, the essence of jazz, was slipping from them. It is not too much to assert that a
preponderance of the popular music of this year 1924 which still passes for jazz, because of a bit of rhythmical
jugglery and a device or two of instrumental style, is no longer jazz at all. It is "La Paloma" orchestrated a la "Coq
d'Or," or "Little Buttercup" combined with "Star of Eve" and the "Toreador" song, scored according to Strauss'
"Rosenkavalier" and Ravel's "Daphnis et Chloe."
Respectability Achieved
With jazz thus strayed or stolen from its original purpose, it now invades the concert halls. Art composers,
whose own attempts to imitate the music of the masses invariably have lacked the vitality and appeal of the genuine
commodity, begin incorporating effects and borrowing ideas - as they have done all through the history of music,
utilizing in the art-forms turns and phrases, accents and oddities of pace, which have sprung up from no one knows
where - more likely in the barber shop than the conservatory.
It is a case of slang getting into the dictionaries. It may be very useful there. It may mean a material addition
to the art vocabulary. But its slang days are over. Once it is a cast-off, the whilom pet expression of the man in the
street is deader than death itself, in the parlance of the plebe.
Composers of symphonic music, of songs, of operas, even of that most patrician of tonal arts, the string
quartet, may profit, indeed, through the added word. Especially may they be enabled to give their music the stamp of
something really autocthonous and nationalistic. Technically they have before them some useful examples in what
may be accomplished with ensembles of relatively small size. Moreover, there is real reason to hope that a
considerable number of those who have traveled along with jazz through its various transmogrifications will go over
with it to the musical aristocracy.
But Tin pan Alley must discover new musical slang, or the progeny of those who have wriggled to the
eccentricities of "The Roadhouse Blues" will hunt out another alley.

AUGUST 21 - THE MUSICAL LEADER
TRADITION: REAL AND IMPORTED by Marion Bauer in the Sackbut, London, August, '24.
A short time ago it was my privilege to assist at a celebration of the fourth centenary of Ronsard's birth; the
program was given at the chateau d'Ambroise, in Touraine, in the very room where Ronsard held his conferences. I
was deeply impressed by the mediaeval beauty of the old castle, by the stateliness of its architecture and the obvious
age of its towers and ramparts; but the impression stamped in my brain was a realization that became an emotional
experience, of the meaning of TRADITION. The little peasant children passing to and fro under the old watch tower
that antedates the discovery of America, have the daily reminder of an antiquity replete with history and romance;
they know without knowing that they know, that here a great French poet lived and worked and a great Italian
painter, Leonard da Vinci, lived and died, and for several centuries before he was re-interred they passed his tomb,
and saw his name and a statue raised to his memory.
This tradition, this subconscious background that Europe possesses abundantly, is so frequently held up to
the American as a lack and an irreparable loss in its art expression, that the question forced itself upon us. Is there
nothing in America to make up for the absence in its cultural consciousness of this historical and romantic
inheritance?
As if in answer to this query, there passed before me a mental panorama, the Grand Canyon of Arizona, the
Rocky Mountains, the great snow-capped peaks of the Pacific slope, the Columbia River, the Hudson, Golden Gate,
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Niagara Falls, the great stretches of sand and sagebrush that are as vast and lonesome as the sea! Hardly the reaction
to such great natural beauty must sooner or later result in a great art expression! But unfortunately this is a day of
civilization, of cities, of high-speed inventions, of intellectualization rather than insensibility, of sophistication and
artificiality, of brutality _____"devil-take-the-hindmost" philosophy, and the artists have become hardened against
both tradition and instinct. Aside from its marvelous natural beauty, what national characteristics has America to
offer.
In the first place the outsider has a very decided idea, a preconceived impression of what is American; the
mad-boy, the highwayman, the Indian, the Negro mimic of our fathers have given way to the more recent _____
impersonations of political bosses, oil magnates, promoters of "get-rich-quick" transactions, the pro____ type crude
and untutored, young women who have emancipated themselves from conventional re______and good breeding, and
jazzists. This forms an incomplete a picture of American national life as would one of England that dealt only with
the coster _____, the cockney, or the middle-class tradesman. There exists, however, an "Americanism" definite but
insensible, which is the result of environment rather than mere heredity. It is the "Americanism" that the
____assimilates after a few years' residence in out _____, and it is this elusive quality that must be expressed in our
music before we can claim a national _____ It is the spirit of the pioneer that sent out grandparents and parents
(many of them foreigners) across the plains in the "covered wagon"; it is the spirit of youth and enthusiasm of a
civilization still new; it is the spirit that works out our gigantic commercial probably with the same fervour and
vision with which an _____ creates; it is the spirit of an inspired sculptor carves the unfinished block of marble.
Next few paragraphs left columns can't read.
His aim was not to write American music, but music. He was an internationalist, but he passed away before
nationalism had been beaten into a fury by the war! Even though European musicians fail to find the Americanism
that they expect, it is there, nevertheless, in the fancy, imagination, refinement, and poetry that he drew from his
surroundings. The claims are so often made that we have no folk music, and that no national idiom can be created
without the basis of folk music. Before admitting the absence of this indispensable ingredient, I should have to point
out that due to the nature of our population we have united the folk music of all nations, and out of this
amalgamation we have constructed our music. But in this day of specialization and of strong feeling for nationalism,
we seek for something that is not a direct inheritance from parents, French, English, German, Russian, Italian, etc.,
and we are forced to the issue of looking into ourselves for something to which we may attach the label, "Made in
America." It is the earnest desire of the young composers to create an idiom that will be "typically American" and
still will bear the seal of solid musicianship and abundant technical knowledge. We epitomize the spirit of adventure
and daring in every other phase except in musical creation. Everything point very strongly to the probability that this
"typically American" idiom has been uncovered in 'jazz' which, of course, is a development of a real folk music, that
of the negro. The objection may be made that the negro folk music is not an American folk music, but "jazz" is not
negro music. It is the result of negro music played upon by American influences and social conditions. It is a far cry
from the "coon song" of minstrel show and vaudeville fame of twenty years ago to the elaborate orchestration and
complicated rhythms of "jazz" of today, but it is a logical evolution. There is another logical reason for "jazz" to find
its way into polite society. There has been a violent reaction in Europe, particularly in France, against so-called
impressionism, pink teas, pastel colorings and "atmosphere" doubtlessly an aftermath of the war. Instead we find a
reversion to the primitive which seeks expression in brutal dissonance, strong elemental rhythms crude melody, and
unexpected orchestral combinations. The composers try to put colour, life and vitality to music, and no matter how
violent the result may seem at the present moment, out of all this experimentation will probably come a balance that
will be significant in its effect on the music of the future. Several of the European composers of today, Stravinsky,
Darius Milhaud, Casella, Jean Wiener and Clicquet-Pleyel - have found these elements in "jazz"; but why should not
the American composer to "the manor born" see these same possibilities and use them? We have John Powell's
"Negro Rhapsody" for piano and orchestra, Henry S. Gilbert's ballet "Place Congo," John Alden Carpenter's ballet
"Krazy Kat" and Harold Morris's chamber music; all works in large form, showing the influence of negro folk music
and "jazz." Louis Gruenberg has been recently making experiments which conclusively show the possibilities of the
"jazz" element, taking it absolutely away from the prevailing idea of being merely a dance measure, and using it as a
psychological factor in serious compositions which are "the last word" in technical sophistication and modern
orchestral knowledge. These compositions are of a type that would have been written by none other than an
American; at the same time they are mature, original works along unbeaten tracks.
Whether this utilization of the "jazz" and the negro spiritual will ever really become a national classical
idiom remains to be proven by its future development and durability.
The Indian is another Americanism that has given local colour as well as melodic and rhythmic material to
the composer. Thanks to the devoted research of a few musicians. (Arthur Farwell, Henry S. Gilbert, Harvey
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Worthington Loomis, Arthur Nevin, Natalie Curtis, Carlos Trover, etc.,) we have gramophone records written
records, and government reports of thousands of Indian themes; we also have numerous compositions that have had a
popular vogue, like Charles Wakefield Cadman's "The Land of the Sky-blue Water," and Thurlow Lieurance's "By
the Waters of Minnetonka." These themes, comprising war dances, love songs, hunting songs, labor songs,
ceremonials, religious chants, medicine songs, and game songs, have considerable variety and represent many tribes.
They present to the composer with fertile imagination and sufficient technic every element necessary for successful
and artistic expression.
Outside of jazz, negro spirituals and Indian themes, we have other sources of quasi-folk character, such as
the charming Creole songs of New Orleans, the "Longsome Tunes" of the Kentucky mountaineers, old English folk
songs which have remained intact and have but recently been discovered, and have been transcribed by Howard
Brockway; Stephen Foster's songs like "Old Black Joe" and "Old Folks at Home" which are regarded as veritable
folk music; other songs like those of Foster's which were instigated by the Civil War (1861-5); the old California
mining songs of '49 which have practically been forgotten; and the street songs too old to remain in the repertory of
the "newsies," yet too new to have acquired the dignity of folk music. John Powell has shown in his piano pieces, "At
the Fair" etc., that he understands the value of this type of American material. Leo Sowereby, also, in several early
works has reflected something characteristic. Emerson Whithorne, in his "New York Days and Nights" with the
characteristic titles, 'On the Ferry,' Chimes of Saint Patrick.' 'Pell Street' (Chinatown), 'A Greenwich Village Tragedy'
and 'Times Square' has succeeded in presenting in piano music something essentially American and modern.
The American has without doubt grown into a realization of the value of native material and atmosphere,
demanding a technic essentially different from that of the Old World. In the past, he has wandered over the race of
the European world looking for the 'blue bird' only to find it eventually like mytyl and Tyltyl beside his own fireside.
The development of music appreciation in the United States in the last twenty years is incredible. In all
branches of the art - pedagogic, interpretive and creative, we have made great progress. Music has become a
necessity, and is no longer regarded as a mere superfluity of a luxury. Audiences have been created and educated
throughout the country by means quite unknown to Europe. Music culture, like any business venture, is dependent
for success on the law of 'demand and supply'; lacking the government subsidy which exists in France and in many of
the important European countries, private individuals with fortunes, a vast federation music clubs, private
conservatories and settlement music schools for the poor have spread the gospel of music, with the result that in New
York alone the number of concerts has doubled in the last ten years. The artistic standards have been raised although
we still hear much mediocrity in America as we do also in the European centers.
We are not chauvinistic. In fact we do not give sufficient encouragement to raise the average of American
talent above mediocrity. The answer may be made that water cannot rise above mediocrity. The answer may be made
that water cannot rise above its own level, but I firmly believe that opportunity is the greatest means of development.
We need both opportunity to grow and the early fundamental training, the lack of which so often clips the wings of
talents that really could become significant. It is this early fundamental training that France understands so well the
need of and meets through her national conservatory. The government has for years supplied the ind of an education
to the youth that has given the French musician the background of firm technical training. The standard of
musicianship in the Old World is unquestionably superior to that of the new. The thoughtful people of America
realize this short-coming and are working earnestly through available avenues to remedy this lack. America is today
in the vanguard of those studying the musical psychology of the young.
The field in which the most marked progress has been made is in symphony and chamber music. Besides
the four oldest orchestras; the new York Philharmonic (which has already celebrated its seventieth birthday), the
New York Symphony, we have great symphony orchestras in Philadelphia, San Francisco, Los Angeles, Cleveland,
Minneapolis, St. Louis, Cincinnati, and Rochester, many of which challenge comparison with any similar
organization in the world. Not one of these receives a cent from the government as is the case in Europe. The deficits
in every instance are made up by the guarantors, sometimes an individual and sometimes a group. This enumeration
includes only orchestras of first rank, but in addition to these are excellent orchestras in many of the smaller cities.
(rest of article classical in nature.)

AUGUST - MUSIC TRADE NEWS
JAZZMINIA - THE HOME OF THE SAX. Just about midway between Windsor, Ontario, Canada and
Chicago, Illinois, U.S.A., is the high pressure area that is responsible for all of the world's jazz.

- 590 -

On the map, the center of this area is Elkhart, Indiana. But in common American parlance it is more often
referred to as "The Saxophone City," or "Jazzmini." About eighty-five per cent of the wind instruments made in
America are made in Elkhart and many of the highest grade instruments are made by the Buescher Band Instrument
Company, under the personal supervision of Ferdinand A. Buescher.
Mr. Buescher grew up in Elkhart and the band instrument industry in America grew up with him. Prior to
the advent of F. A. Buescher as a manufacturer, the American market for wind instruments was supplied to a
considerable extent by the British firm - the Bessons, the Booseys, etc., and to some degree by French, Austrian and
German manufacturers.
It was just about fifty years ago that F. A. Buescher, with a capital of less than $500, began manufacturing
operations in a little wooden building. He built up a business running close to $200,000 a year on brass instruments
before he went into saxophone manufacture on a large scale. Today this company makes and sells three and a half
million dollars (gross) worth of instruments annually, and the larger part of this business is in Saxophones.
Tens of thousands of Buescher Saxophones are made and sold every year. In fact it would seem that every
boy in the United States and Canada must own one. Still their popularity continues to increase. The American takes
to it naturally. It is as close to his heart as the harp to the Irish or the pipes to the Scot. So great is the love of the
Saxophone in America that Buescher actually makes them in nine different distinct models - ranging from the little
High Soprano in Eb to the deep-throated bass in Bb.
Other Buescher products include trumpets, Trombones and Basses. These have been greatly refined by
comparison with the European wind instruments. They blow easily and are very tractable because they are
comparatively light in weight. As a result the Brass Instruments proper - the Trumpet, Trombones and Bass, and to
some extent the Cornet, Mellophone, Baritone and a few others are very popular indoor instruments and go very well
with the Saxophone.
Muted effects are popular with Americans. The average trumpeter owns half a dozen to a dozen and a half
of mutes to stick to the bell, each lending a separate and distinct tinge to the instruments tone. The mute, it may be
said, has greatly popularized the Brasses for indoor playing.
Within the past ten years a host of great American leaders have played in London. Nick LaRocca and his
Original Dixieland Jazz Band played there, appearing before most of the Royal Family. Bert Ralton, with his New
York Havana held forth at the Savoy for years. Art Hickman's Five played there for several seasons. Then came Paul
Whiteman and Paul Specht, to mention just a few - and all of them are worshippers of the High Potentate of
Jazzminia - Ferdinand A. Buecher.
When the French Government threatened to deport all the American jazz bands from French hotels and
cafes, the High Potentate of Jazzminia wired the American Ambassador in Paris to get busy and talk things over with
laBelle France. This is the cable he sent to Ambassador Myron T. Herrick.
"As the largest manufacturer of Saxophones in the world and as an American citizen, I wish to add my
protest to that of Paul Specht and other American musicians against the action of the French government in banning
American Dance Orchestras. A Frenchman invented our national instrument, though we perfected it. Surely there is
work and glory enough for both French and American. Can you not intercede in the behalf of our musicians in
France? Ferdinand A. Buescher.
So great is the European demand for genuine Buescher instruments that the big Hawkes firm of musical
instruments dealers has recently taken over the agency for Buescher Band Instruments and Saxophones in Great
Britain.

AUGUST - MERCURY
JAZZ by Virgil Thomson. Jazz, in brief, is a compound of (a) the fox-trot rhythm, a four-four measure (alla
breve) with a double accent, and (b) a syncopated melody over this rhythm. Neither alone will make jazz. The
monotonous fox-trot rhythm, by itself, will either put you to sleep or drive you mad. And a highly syncopated line
like the second subject of the Franck symphony in D minor or the principal theme of Beethoven's third "Leonora"
overture is merely syncopation until you add to it the heavy bum-bump of the fox-trot beat. The combination is jazz.
Try it on your piano. Apply the recipe to any tune you know. In case you are not satisfied with the result, play the
right hand a little before the left.
The fox-trot, which appeared about 1914, is the culmination of a tendency in American dancing that has
been active ever since rag-time was invented in the early years of the century. The Viennese waltz and its brother, the
two-step, died about 1912. For two years following, fancy steps like the tango, the maxixe, and the hesitation, with
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their infinite and amazing variations, made anarchy in the ball-room. This was resolved by a return to the utmost
simplicity, and the common language of legs became a sort of straight-away walk. Any man could teach his partner
in ten steps his peculiar form of it, whether he called it the castle walk, the lame duck, or what not.
Soon after this primitive step became established ball-room dancing began to show the +
disturbance that shook all of polite society when the lid of segregation was taken off of vice and the
bordello irrupted into the drawing-room. Ragging, a style of dancing with slight foot-work, but with much shoulderthrowing; came home from the bawdy house bearing the mark of the earlier hoochie-coochie, a monotonous beat
without accentuation. It infected the walk-steps, had a convulsion called the turkey-trot, which proved too difficult to
keep up, and finally, calling itself both the one-step and the fox-trot, became national and endemic. The former
name, which merely indicated a tempo, is no longer used. The tempo of the latter has been expanded to include it.

The instrumentation is not an essential element in jazz, as anyone knows who has heard a good performer
play it on the piano. It is possible to practically any number or group of instruments, because, above the rhythmic
accompaniment, which also sets the harmony, it is contrapuntal rather than homophonic and does not require
balanced timbres. Certain instruments and effects, however, are characteristic, especially the use of the saxophone,
which, in pairs or in quartets, makes a rich and penetrating diapason, and the monotonous banjo accompaniment,
giving out the ground-rhythm - a rhythm so sonorous that it would be unendurable were not its hypnotic effect into
motor stimuli by bizarre cross-accents.
Another thing characteristic of jazz is the use of the glissando. It has long been common on the trombone. It
is also possible on the clarinet and the saxophone for about a major third. A descending succession of little glissandi
makes the "laughing saxophone." The Frisco whistle plays a continuous glissando; and the glissando on a plucked
string, introduced from Hawaii, has been applied to every stringed instrument except the banjo. It is difficult there
because of the frets and because the banjo, having no sound-box, gives a tone which, though powerful, is of short
duration.
With the growth of the contrapuntal style, enforced by disparate combinations, the varieties of wind tone
have been considerably extended. Passionate or startling expression has been found in all sorts of vibrati and fluttertonguing and in the covered tones of the muted trumpet and trombone, the muted clarinet, and the trombone played
through a megaphone. Most of these devices, of course, are not new. Rimsky-Korsakoff knew all the tricks on the
trumpet that you now hear in the dance-hall, and more. Berlioz employed the muted clarinet. Richard Strauss and
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Vincent d'Indy wrote for quartets of saxophones years ago. Stravinsky has even written glissandi for the horn! But
the megaphone trick, which takes the blare out of the trombone and makes it sound fat and oily like a euphonium, is
probably new. Certainly the use of a free-hanging mute is new, though when it takes the form of a tincan or a silk hat
it is surely no addition to orchestral elegance.
In the current jazz one hears piano figures that are ingenious, counter-melodies that are far from timid, and
experiments in instrumental balance that are of interest to any composer. The harmony itself is at times varied and
delicate. The blues formula - subdominant modulation with alternations of tonic major and minor - is simple and
effective. The chromatic (or diatonic) succession of dominant ninths so dear to Franck and Chabrier has become
popular, and the mediant or sub-mediant tonality offers a pleasing relief from the more obvious dominant. The
Neapolitan sixth is quite common and even the "barbershop" chord, the augmented six-five three, or German sixth, is
sometimes used in a manner that is not at all crude.
These characters of jazz are partially supported by serious music and partially contributory to it. Skillful
composers on higher planes snap up quickly any novelty that the makers of jazz invent. Union musicians play one
night at the movie, and the next night with the local symphony orchestra. They bring a few tricks to the latter, and
they take home a great many more. Orchestral and harmonic styles in jazz are still experimental and shifting. But the
essence of the thing remains the fox-trot with a monotonous rhythm underneath. That rhythm shakes but it won't
flow. There is no climax. It never gets anywhere emotionally. In the symphony, it would either lose its character or
wreck the structure. It is exactly analogous to the hoochie-coochie.

AUGUST - ETUDE
WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH JAZZ. First, Jazz, at its worst, is an unforgivable orgy of noise, a riot of
discord, usually perpetrated by players of scant musical training who believe that their random whoops, blasts,
crashes and aboriginal tom toming is something akin to genius.
Second, jazz, at its worst, is often associated with vile surroundings, filthy words, unmentionable dances
and obscene plays with which respectable Americans are so disgusted that they turn with dismay at the mere mention
of "Jazz," which they naturally blame for the whole fearful caravan of vice and near-vice.
Yet, in the music itself there is often much that is charming and genuinely fascinating when written and
played effectively. There is no more harm in well written Jazz than there is in a Liszt Rhapsody. Some of the tunes
employed in Jazz could be manipulated by a master into a composition of world currency and permanence. On the
other hand, many of the Jazz arrangements made especially for the talking machine records are among the most
ingenious and fresh bits of original orchestrating we have heard in years. Surely there is no harm in such things. They
provide rhythmic and melodic stimulation for thousands of people to whom such a musical prod is a real god-send.
What a humdrum life this would be without inspiriting music. True, you and we may get it from the RimskyKorsakoff Scheherazade, the Chabrier Spanish Rhapsody, or the Dukas Sorcerer's Apprentice; but there are others
whose musical taste may demand a more primitive form of syncopation and fantastic orchestration. We have no
quarrel with "Jazz" when it is artistically worked out, effectively played and done among decent surroundings.
Along in September, the Mayor of Philadelphia, Hon. J. Hampton Moore, one of the finest executives the
city has ever had, revoked the license of a leading theater playing a musical review based largely upon "Jazz"
extravaganza. The performance was so objectionable in its intent that even the calloused noses of the hardened
theatrical critics turned up with disgust. Naturally Jazz was blamed. The money loss of the producers was reported to
be immense - possibly $75,000. Some theatrical managers are never brought to their senses until they get a good stiff
kick in the pocket-book.
If the makers of Jazz desire to continue their success and provide musical entertainment that is inspiriting
without being offensive, they may take a lesson from experiences like this which are likely to increase in number
with the accumulating public indignation over the evils of Jazz.
Good Jazz can be a wholesome tonic; bad Jazz is always a dangerous drug.

AUGUST - ETUDE.
FAST AND FURIOUS FUN. How much wiser the jazz makers! They, too, sometimes make ugly music, but
they do it with comic attentions, which makes all the difference in the world. In the last analysis, the quintessence of
jazz is fun, or humor, ranging from horseplay to the exuberant outbursts of animal spirits in great men.
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Schubert used to amuse his friends by putting tissue paper over a comb and singing his Erlking through it.
That picture of the greatest of all song writers thus singing his biggest song with muted sounds and comically
exaggerated expression gives a better idea of "American" jazz than anything I know of. But Schubert was not an
American. Let us be modest. Now listen. If the greatest of all song writers was willing to "jazz" his greatest song,
why should we raise our bands in horror at the "jazzing" of other classics by cabaret bands?
This sort of thing may even have an educational value. Theodore Thomas used to say that all that the people
needed to like good melodies was to hear them often. Thousands of cabaret goers hear good melodies ever and ever
again, ore or less distorted, and many doubtless thus learn to like them afterwards in their virgin beauty. Americans
learning classical music through the jazz versions played by the dance orchestras, says Vincent Lopez, the leader.
"There is something in the rhythm off jazz," he claims, "which makes you remember it without effort. Only musically
educated persons can hum a representative number of famous compositions. And yet every one hums the jazz tunes
almost unconsciously."

SEPTEMBER - METRONOME
JAZZ REFERRED TO AS THE INVENTIVE SPIRIT OF AMERICA. Ignatz Waghalter, who has
conducted opera in Berlin for a period of twelve years, came to America last season and conducted several concerts
with the New York Symphony Orchestra, which had been engaged for that purpose. Some of his impressions of
"Music in America" he aired in the Berliner Tageblatt quite recently. Her they are:
"The American lives only for new ideas. There is nothing like 'today' for the American'; 'tomorrow,' Always
ahead! It's maddening! The same speed prevails in the field of music. It is surprising and admirable! New York is
now the music center of the world. Any one who is some one in the field of music foregathers there. One finds the
kings of the violin - Kreisler, Elman, Heifetz - and the titans of the piano like Godowsky, Hofmann, Rosenthal. And
those admirable orchestra! There is hardly a place in the whole world where one can find orchestras composed of
artists of all instruments as in America.
"The senior conductor, Walter Damrosch, an experienced sensitive spirit, has devoted himself to symphonic
music. His concerts embrace the whole orchestra literature up to today. Ossip Gabrilowitch of Detroit and Leopold
Stokowski of Philadelphia are other leaders in the field. Paul Whiteman with his orchestra created 'jazz' - typical
American music of unbelievable harmonic boldness and chromatic combinations of tricky and interesting rhythm - is
this the way leading to a new style of music? Perhaps! At any rate, 'jazz' is a new departure with possibilities not yet
surmised; it depicts the inventive spirit of America."

SEPTEMBER - METRONOME
AMERICAN POPULAR MUSIC AND ITS PROGRESS (As Seen Through the Eyes of a Dance Musician)
by Paul Specht. This morning I was awakened by the strains of sweet music . . . the music from a soulful violin
played by a concert vioilinist who was faithfully practicing a recital program of classics. It brought back to memory
my own concert days of years ago when I toured the middle west as a violin prodigy; but in reality I was a starving
concert artist.
Whether Fate decreed that my lot was to become a jazz band leader or not, that violin practicing next door
to my own room at the Alamac Hotel brought about a realization from my own past experiences that even a
successful jazz band leader of today must be pretty nearly a real musician to give the public syncopation with a soul.
Pardon me! if my inference seems egotistical but over the air I want to reply to the jazz critics and old
learned professors and the like, who continually splurge into the press in fits, declaring that "jazz music is like
whiskey; a powerful stimulant with a depressing reaction." Another critic says "the body throws off the poison
alcohol; but jazz is lasting," etc. Well, briefly, if you refer to jazz of the past, noisy slam, band style, the critics have
a good fair reason to shout; but if you or I refer to the present day jazz music, I prefer to think of it as "rhythmic
symphonic syncopation" now commonly called classical jazz, a particular brand of music fit for the ear and fit for the
feet; in other words it sounds as pleasing as it feels to the feet of the dance enthusiast; something that is elevating
instead of degrading.
Many people today seem to be surprised when I tell them that members of the topnotch dance orchestras of
today must be schooled musicians, conservatory trained in every respect, technic, who have taste to phrase and color
their own parts.
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Six of my own band members were formerly leaders of their own bands and four members have had training
with large symphony orchestras. Then too we have to select our brass and reed sections, particularly the saxophones,
with care so that their particular quality of tone will blend with one another.
Care must all be exercised in the selection of the rhythmic section, so that all tempos and complex
alternating syncopated beats are uniform and precise; as all these beats, phrases and modern embellishments,
including what we term stop "breaks" are generally all written out and carefully scored by the arrangers, upon whom
a great deal depends.
Then too, rehearsals are necessarily an important factor in the development of "clock like" synchronization
of every syncopated detail, and so when you hear a rendition of modern rhythmic, symphonic syncopation, in the
high class cafe, hotel, ballroom or over your radio, don't forget that it is a work of art and critics have no right to
confuse it with the old noisy jazz that originated with the African negro.
This symphonic syncopation was founded by scholars like Bach and Brahms, and so by adding a good share
of spicy rhythm we define modern American dance music, the greatest musical director the masses or art has ever
known. Do you realize that this form of music is a forceful stepping stone to stimulate interest in the study of music;
a step of musical development, distinctly American that is teaching the public to better appreciate our big symphony
orchestra; the radio and the phonograph have proven big factors in this development? In our small towns and cities
where the small 5 or 6 piece jazz band used to be the rage, today they are grouping into 10 and 15 piece dance
orchestras, imitating what they hear from the top notch dance orchestras who broadcast over radio regularly or often
they take a phonograph record and play it over observing all the musical arrangement, color phrasing and detail that
some prominent orchestra leader had either paid big money for, or else he has lain awake nights to think of some new
novelty or embellishment to retain his supremacy amidst a competition that is rapidly bringing this unique native
development to the fore, in other words this so called and grossly misunderstood "American Jazz" has probably
equaled the American dollar as the American trade mark of notoriety in Europe, Asia and even Africa. It has rapidly
spread to the four corners of the world.
Last summer my orchestra played varied engagements in London and Paris. Previous to my personal
appearance I had the pleasure of sending London two typical Specht orchestras two year ago. These orchestras were
the first American disciples to play rhythmic, symphonic syncopation for the Europeans, and while they paved the
way for my original band and other contemporaries, yet our own appearance proved to me conclusively that at last
Americans had something in the music line that Europeans could not imitate, a new musical art that they would have
to seek and study and learn in America.
The outstanding proof of this fact being that the police were on hand daily to handle the tremendous crowds
awaiting and packing the place up wherever we were playing in the theatre or restaurant. So alarmed did English
musicians become, that immediately after our departure for home the English musicians' union and the labor group
now in power held meetings and decided to bar the American syncopators from entering thereafter, fearing that a
further American invasion would put the English musicians out of a job. The French musicians and radicals have
taken similar action. Not only did the English make such decisions but while playing in England the English
musicians' union warned the Home Office not to allow us to play a command performance before the King and
Queen at their summer garden party.
Similarly we were not allowed to enter into an engagement to play for the Prince of Wales aboard a
Canadian Pacific liner enroute on his recent trip to Canada, at the same time we returned to America. The English
and French have tried to imitate us without success, while the British public want more American orchestras. In the
spirit of fair play and international rights, I am appealing to the authorities at Washington to pass legislation to bar
English and French musicians who are greatly sought by our theatre and symphony orchestras in America, until the
American dance musician is granted the same right to enter foreign shores, and don't forget that even the clergy of
England endorsed our modern dance music. The Rev. Wilton, Rector of Soho, wrote the daily papers an item
advising the masses to hear our theatre performances. I state these facts simply to prove my argument that modern
dance music is an art that should be particularly encouraged in the public dance hall where the old type of jazz was to
blame for the degrading suggestive slum dancing.
Modern dance instructors all endorse rhythmic symphonic syncopation as the savior of their business, as it
gives aesthetic dancing an opportunity to develop new steps and dances.
When you consider what the public today expects from a modern dance orchestra and its leader in the way
of deportment personality and showmanship, I am sure you will admit the advancement of this form of music has
made great strides. Orchestras are no longer set back in a corner, in back of sheltering palms, as though they had to
be ashamed to be seen. Instead, today they become the attraction and a positive necessity, for all high class
respectable amusement enterprises, hotels and restaurants.
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Now, then, if this form of music is like that critic's whiskey, with a lasting effect, then I prefer the stimulant,
although I am not a drinker, since I am convinced that modern dance music occupies a permanent place in the
development of America's progressive spirit.

SEPTEMBER 1 - MUSICAL TIMES
RAGTIME by Harry Farjeon. - I am not one of those who naturally delight in Rag-time. But this for myself
I can say; I am coming to be able (sometimes) not to be unduly conscious of it. In the first blush of its youth
_____but no! Rag-time never blushed. It was I that blushed, that memorable evening in Massachusetts, when first
burst upon my scholastic ear those distortions which have spiced syncopation out of its original purity. (O thou
Fourth Species, was it for such end thou wert designed and destined?) That music should have come to this! But
music alone would not have come to this. It is verbal accentuation thrust willy-nilly into an opposing musical scheme
that gives rag-time its true atmosphere; or, more precisely, it is an incorrect relation between the pronunciation and
the time signature. In Massachusetts this consoling reflection did not present itself, but the analyst in me has since
been freed from that momentary paralysis. To offer an example:

Were the above phrase instrumental there would be no suspicion of a triplet. The quaver C in bar two would
bear a slightly stronger accent than would the quaver D. But the first three syllables of the words 'walking along' fall
naturally into triplet rhythm, the syllable 'long' demanding an accent. And thus the negro would sing it, obtaining a
triplet effect lasting not (as is usual) one beat, but a beat and a half, and following this by a strong-accent note which
really occurs on the second half of the second beat. He does justice to the words by imposing their sway upon the
notes regales of the time-signature. The relationship between the two thus enforced produces an effect not only new
in folk-song, but different from the syncopations which have hitherto obtained in any form of music.
Now, it must not be thought that Sambo, in his academic enslavement by metrical purity, has found the only
way out of the difficulty. he might have chanted of his peregrinations thus:

or thus:

The third version would, indeed, indulge his idiosyncrasy to limited extent, for a mild syncopation exists in
the dotted minim. But how savourless this compared with the quaver tied to the minim boasted by Ex. 1! And how
bumdrum this triplet, fitted to its appointed place, beside that other, sprawling over a beat and a half! It is such subtle
distinctions as those between the first and third versions that make the true character of rag-time and embody its one
claim to be a contributor to art. And, naturally, the innovation thus initiated has spread from vocal to instrumental
music, and one can now perceive the raison d'etre of similar effects which have never been wedded to words.
A few sentences back I referred to folk-song. It is as the most prominent modern example of this ancient
method of expression that rag-time chiefly merits critical attention. What is there in folk-song besides rhythm?
Melody, and the suggestion of harmony. I say 'the suggestion,' because such songs exist as independent tunes; there
is no folk-song that does not bear being given without accompaniment. Now, the popular music of our hoary past
sprang into being in the times when harmonic understanding was either non-existent, rudimentary, or limited; but the
feeling for harmony has for some centuries been so dominant in the European that we may take it that there have
survived only those tunes which conform to the harmonic schemes latterly in vogue. In other words, those airs which
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can be naturally harmonized by our major or minor scale, or by such forms of the old modes as are used in Church,
remain appreciated as tunes; while those whose appeal was merely melodic became, as the harmonic instinct
developed, meaningless jargon, and so passed into oblivion. I have in my possession Serbian and Indian melodies
transcribed by personal friends. In Serbia the peasants play and sing in parts, and their melodies are full of harmonic
implication; they would not be tolerated else. The Indian tunes, on the other hand, stand or fail by their melodic
quality alone, for the Indians have neither understanding of harmony nor any desire for it. Among these traditional
airs a few, however, are in our major scale, which is merely one of the seventy-two modes used in Southern India.
Should musical development in the East in the course of time follow normally the same order as it has with us (a
most unlikely contingency), it is certain that such of this inheritance as did not comply with the needs of the new
education would be discarded as 'queer,' and, unless noted down in time, would be lost. The major tunes would
remain, just as have with us those major, minor, or Church-modal.
Now, the negro is a modernized savage. As a primitive he is under the necessity of finding his own melody;
as a man of to-day he has a whole ready-made system of harmony at his command. What does he do? How many
harmonies does he add to those suggested by the ordinary European folk-tune? One. It is true that he will decorate it
with all sorts of modern frills; augmented triads, consecutive fifths and sevenths, and so on - but these are
exuberance and excrescence only, in many cases being due to the irrepressibility of that enfant terrible, the
saxophone. They are not essential to the comprehension of the tune itself. For such comprehension, however, one
new chord must be bred in the ear. And the exciting fact about this chord is that it is the very one it scientifically
should be. The three-root system underlying chromatic harmony, as advanced by Day and Macfarren, is subjected to
fashionable bombardment nowadays; but this is because of its inadequacy to deal with the modern situation, not for
its lack of success in solving the problems of classical times. It is attacked as are other 19th century ideals;
Capitalism, Church Religion, national patriotism. Whatever its shortcomings, it does provide an efficient explanation
of the growth of the chromatic tree, the first coloured foliage of which is what we name the Supertonic chromatic
chord. In the key of C:

This supertonic chromatic is precisely the first chord to be borrowed, for the purposes of its melody, by
modern folk-song. Just as this coloured growth arose in the classical forest, so it arises in the popular cottage garden.
Negro tunes are not based on augmented or Neapolitan sixths; such vegetation is too tropical for ready
understanding. But with the appreciation of hues other than plain diatonic green and brown induced by excursions
into our classical and now well-varied forest, has come the desire for similar effects nearer home, and instinctively
the negro has selected the first of them - the most natural. And, in love with his discovery, he works it to death. Ragtime after rag-time is based on just this harmonic scheme and little else:

(The 'walking-along' example begins in this way.)
To write a real rag-time you need to do three things; borrow the harmony; concoct the melody; invent the
rhythm. You may as well, while you are about it, borrow the above harmony. It is common property. To use it is not
dishonest, though neither is it clever. Upon the frame-work thus provided, you concoct your tune. The invention
comes along with the rhythm, and it is originality in this that gives to some rag-times (such as 'Stumbling') their spice
of value. It is a good plan, indeed, to invent the rhythm first. That achieved, the creative part of the work is done, and
it is by simple stages that you reach the position of sitting in an arm-chair and scooping in the royalties.
This, of course, is a conscious process with an explainable technique. As such it becomes, to a degree
however small, art-form rather than folk-form - art-form built upon folk-form, as is the natural chronology. The
Negro 'Spirituals' and the earlier examples of the dance-rags are the true popular expression, which has been taken as
the basis of to-day's slightly more sophisticated ballroom fox-trot. How different a development from that desired by
Dvorak when he wrote the 'New World' Symphony and the 'Nigger" Quartet to point the way for American
composers! The Old World sent the New World one of its famous men, to act as father to a childhood eager for selfexpression. And this eastern sage said, wisely and well: Your strength lies in the simple forms of native art. Let great
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trees spring from the seeds of your own song. You are British, French, Dutch; the folk-lore of these races has brown
to art among you European ancestors. You are also Negro, and as such have a vegetation not yet cultivated and one
we had not touched. Cultivate it.
And, skillful gardener that he was, he showed them the way. He entered into the spirit of the negro tunes,
gathered from that spirit what was beautiful, and wrote the 'New World' Symphony and a couple of works for strings.
Then he vanished into the dim East and left the spell to work.
And the spell did not work. The wise man may detect the key that will unlock the future: he cannot ordain
what is to be found on the other side of the door.
The New World, in course of time, sent its first-fruits to the Old World. And the Old World thronged to the
mart and eagerly tasted. Wry indeed were the faces made by those who were kith and kin to our Eastern sage; and
joyous the chuckles, amazing the capers of those equally eastern but less sagacious!
And perhaps the wise were right. Still, rag-time was a growth from the seed selected by Dvorak; the 'New
World' Symphony is a sample of what might have come if all forms of growth followed the same model. But each
form of seed will find its own form of growth, if it is to thrive at all, for all the sighing of those who would wish
every parsnip to be a peach.

SEPTEMBER 1 - MUSICAL TIMES
ED LIBITUM by 'Feste' - The Etude for August contains a symposium on jazz - rather late in the day,
perhaps, for there are signs that jazz is losing its power of attraction. (Before going further I had better point out that
what is said below is the result of a pretty thorough acquaintance with jazz, based on stacks of gramophones records
and frequent hearings of the Savoy Orpheans - the latter heard via wireless, I hasten to add.) The amusing thing is
that so many people are talking as if jazz were a novelty. Does its fancied newness lie in its rhythm? Hardly, for I
doubt if there is an effect in modern dance syncopation that cannot be traced to music written generations ago. Even
plainsong contains plenty of hints. Rhythmically, the most rabid of jazz is merely conventional syncopation carried
to extremes. Does the novelty lie, in the scoring? Only to a limited extent. What is a toy symphony but a kind of jazz,
so far as the scoring is concerned? The nigger troupe of our young days, with its tambourines, bones, and banjos, was
a simple form of jazz band. One of the Etude writers, Mr. Henry T. Finck, pooh-poohs the idea of jazz being a
novelty. he says:
Musical pandemonium . . . is dear, above all things to lovers of jazz. But it is far from being a new thing
under the sun. Savages, barbarians, ancient civilized nations, in their orgies, had it. So, perhaps, the
scholarly Carl Engel, chief of the music division of the Library of Congress, has bestowed too much honour
on Philippe Musard in calling him 'the grand-papa of jazz.' Musard lived in Paris, 1793-1859. His orchestra
of seventy at the Bals de l'Opera included fourteen cornets and twelve trombones. 'At some phrenetic climax
of a quadrille the tonal volume of these instruments would be increased with the racket produced by the
braking of chairs or the firing of pistol shots. The dancing multitude howled.'
Some of the self-styled 'progressive' musicians on both sides of the Atlantic are very busy and amusing just
now in the fuss they are making about jazz. They claim that it is a new force that will revitalize the poor old jaded art
of music. So they write and lecture on it without, however, telling us exactly in what way jazz is going to contribute
to the art. What has it to offer? Nothing in rhythm, for its rhythmic peculiarities are merely developments of
something music had already, as is said above. It has nothing in melody or harmony. Melody was never its strong
side, and of late it has become so poverty-stricken that its 'composers' are more and more drawing phrases sometimes whole melodies - from the despised classics, folk-song, or other familiar sources. It has a few instrumental
effects that are fresh, but which, from their nature, tend to become stale very quickly. And some of the most
frequently used are not even new. Muted brass had become an irritating mannerism with serious composers long
before the jazz boom started. True, the saxophone is made to utter unwonted sounds; it moans, laughs, howls, and
comes very near to speech at times. But these effects can be used only sparingly, since they have practically no value
or interest beyond their unusualness. As for that favourite effect, the trombone glissando, it is almost as old as the
jazzers themselves. Mr. Finck points out that it is employed by Ravel in his 'Rhapsodie Espagnole.' I don't know the
date of that work, but I do know that I heard the effect in a London music-hall about twenty years ago. (I thought it
funny the first time, but after a few repetitions it seemed a poor sort of joke.)
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One thing that strikes the reader of this symposium, and of the articles and lectures on the subject, is that
practically all the stress is laid on the new effects provided by such orchestras as Paul Whiteman's. I heard and saw
Paul's band when it was in London, and I am prepared to be as enthusiastic as anybody about its 'slickness' (there is
no musical term that quite meets the case). In other respects I thought the band was very much overrated. Sheep-like
Londoners went and admired what they were told they would find admirable, but some of the strongest points were
just those of any good orchestra. For example, a writer in an evening journal was ecstatic over the fact that the
players were able to play pianissimo, could grade their power very subtly, alternate swiftly between fff and ppp, and
so forth. Every one of the feats over which he slopped for half a column could have been heard at Queen's Hall
applied to good music by ordinary English orchestral players. But it was clear that he knew little or nothing of the
possibilities of a modern orchestra. The Whiteman band had come from America with a flourish of press trumpets; it
provided material for a 'write-up' that would appeal to the man in the 6.15; and written up it was. Whiteman proved
to be, like Sousa, a good showman as well as a brilliant manager of his performers, but so far as musical interest and
variety were concerned, I found the exhibition far less attractive than of the Southern Syncopated Orchestra, under
Will Marion Crook, at Philharmonic hall, in 1919. True, the latter had the advantage of vocal items, solo and choral.
Without these the programme would probably have become as monotonousas that of Whiteman's.
This brings us to the real weakness of jazz - its almost entire absence of musical interest. All the writers in
the Etude emphasize the novelty and piquancy of its instrumental effects. There can be no disputing these, though it
would be easy to prove hat as a whole they are less novel than their admirers fancy. The effect of novelty is partly
due to so many being served up at one helping, so to speak. Heard singly, most of them would rouse no more
comment than would any one of the striking touches in orchestration with which modern music abounds. We expect
such novel touches in these days, when hundreds of students not yet out of their teens could give Berlioz lessons in
orchestration.
If a composer wished to astonish us by the novelty of his scoring, he could hardly do so save by writing a
work in which the whole bag of new tricks could be loosed on us in a lurid ten minutes. But if he is a musician first
and an orchestrator afterwards, he doesn't do so, because he knows that a work must have a great deal beyond novel
scoring if it is to be more than a nine days' wonder. jazz compounders, on the other hand, having as a rule nothing to
hand out in the way of thematic invention or development, are forced to depend on startling effects. Hnce we read of
such off beats as those of the cornet player who 'when he put his tomato can on the end of his instrument produced
music with strange, quivering pulsations, that seemed to come from another world'; and of a trombonist who plays
his instrument through a megaphone, when it 'sounds more like a magnificent baritone voice than anything else,' and
so forth. Take away these stunts, and the admittedly better, and, in some cases, really artistic tonal devices of such
bands as Whiteman's, and what is left? The jazz writers make no pretense at thematic originality. Islam Jones, for
example says:
"It is now quite generally admitted that practically every popular hit of the day is based upon some music of
the past, some work of a famous composers, or, in many instances, old folk-songs. This is not always
deliberate, but, instead, in often quite accidental. I have known of some popular songs with parts of the
melody almost identical with certain parts of an old classic, and yet the composer had never heard that
particular classic. This imitation is almost certain, when it is considered that there are actually only twelve
different tones in the scale as it is played on the pianoforte. The old masters had a virgin field when they
were composing. The popular composer to-day uses only parts of those twelve tones, and yet it is
immediately duplication. It only takes two notes to make a tune, and some of the most popular songs in
recent years have been based on a two-note combination. And I also know as a fact that the composer was
unconscious of the fact that the same combination was used by the great composers."
True; but Islam forgets that the great composers produced some of their finest music from unoriginal
themes. And when the jazz writers show that they have sufficient musicianship and resource to do the same thing we
shall be ready to forgive them their lack of invention.
As for their 'ragging' of the works of standard composers, hear the feeble excuse of Paul Whiteman:
"When I played the famous jazz arrangement of Rimsky-Korsakov's 'Song of India,' I was maligned by
many for lowering a great masterpiece. I have rather a sneaking idea that Rimsky-Korsakov himself would
have been delighted with some of the tonal effects, and that he would have been amazed to find the whole
American public whistling a tune that he could hardly have intended for more than a comparatively few
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grand opera devotees. The theft of tunes without credit to the composer is unpardonable; but if jazz will put
a great masterpiece into currency, all honor to jazz."
But why debase it before putting it into currency? This particular piece of music had already reached a far
wider field than 'a comparatively few grand opera devotees.' It had been played and sung all round the world, like
other operatic airs that have become 'famous jazz arrangements.' They were taken up and 'ragged' just because they
were already 'put into currency' by their attractiveness.
Even more futile is the plea of Vincent Lopez:
"America is learning classical music thorough the jazz versions played by the dance orchestras. There is
something in the rhythm of jazz which makes you remember it without effort. Only musically educated
persons can hum a representative number of famous compositions. And yet every one hums the jazz tunes
almost unconsciously."
The self-styled 'progressives' who claim that jazz is going to rejuvenate music make much of the fact that
Stravinsky and some of the French "six" have taken it under their wing, though they do not give us details of any
successful results.
Percy Grainger is another who is alleged to have done great things with it. Mr. Finck says:
"Highbrow jazz, in the widest and most flattering meaning of the word, reaches its pinnacle in such works
as his 'In a Nutshell,' in which he introduces new percussion instruments like the Deagen steel marimba, the
bass marimba xylophone, and the Swiss staff, bells. His example opens limitless vistas of novel sound
effects. Conductors of jazz bands will learn much to their advantage by looking over Grainger's
compositions.
The cold, hard truth must be told: 'In a Nutshell' was played at Queen's Hall a few years ago under Sir
Henry Wood, and after rousing a good deal of preliminary curiosity (thanks to somewhat sensational preliminary
'pars,' and the popularity of the composer) fell very flat indeed. Rarely has a work that called for so much
paraphernalia produced so little result, and given such a miserable ha'porth of effect.
There is a good deal of pretense and humbug hanging round the jazz industry, but the cream of it is perhaps
found in the attitude of the above-mentioned 'progressives,' who take a few of the meager number of good examples
and call on us to admire them as a new and vital form of art. They say nothing of the hundreds of failures that have to
be set against one such success as 'The Kitten on the Keys.' And the fuss they make about their liking for jazz is
ludicrous. Interviewers find displayed on their pianoforte (quite by accident, of course) a copy of the latest fox-trot clear evidence of the interviewee's breadth of mind and up-to-dateness. They profess to see in "The Kitten"
something that could not have been achieved by the despised 'flat-footed, academic' Brahms the 'sentimental,
moonstruck' Schumann, or any other of the turgid Teutons. Of course it couldn't any more than 'Die Mainacht' or 'Le
Carnaval' could have been written by Irving Berlin (though, as a matter of fact, it is extremely likely that had Brahms
or Schumann turned their minds that way they could have beaten Irving at his own game, just as Debussy wrote one
of the best of cake-walks. But he seems to have been content with one). Perhaps this sudden priggish patronage of
jazz is due to the complete collapse of the ultra-modern bubble, so far as this country is concerned. Who would have
thought, five years ago, that the vogue of the later Stravinsky, the 'six,' and their disciples, ushered in as it was by
such a fanfare, would have fizzled out in so short a time? The public is now bored by, or at best only mildly
interested in, continual dissonance, and as the advance-guard must have something to boost they find jazz a
convenient way of saving their face. Some day these tired old-young men will 'discover' Beethoven, Brahms, and
Schumann, and then heaven help those composers!
One or two more quotations from the symposium. Here is an advertisement quoted by Mr. Finck:
Piano Jazz
By note or ear. With or without music. Short course. Adult beginners taught by mail. No teacher required.
Self-instruction course for advanced pianists. learn 67 styles of bass, 180 syncopated effects, blue harmony,
oriental, chimes, movie and cafe Jazz, trick endings, clever breaks, space filters, saxophone slurs, triple
bass, tricked harmony, blue obligate, and 247 other subjects, including ear-playing and musical invention.
one hundred and ten pages of REAL jazz. 25,000 words. A postal bring our FREE Special offer.
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Mr. Finck adds:
"If that isn't American - as American as Barnum - I'd like to know what is. Yes, ladies and gentlemen, we
have given the world a bran' new branch of music. You bet! Hooras!"
John Alden Carpenter says:
"I am convinced that our contemporary popular music (please note that I avoid labeling it 'jazz') is by far the
most spontaneous, the most personal, the most characteristic, and, by virtue of these qualities, the most
important musical expression that America has achieved. I am strongly inclined to believe that the musical
historian of the year two thousand will find the birthday of American musician, and that of Irving Berlin to
have been the same."
This is distinctly hard on America, but as it is said by one of their leading musicians, it is not for mere
Europeans to contradict. We can only express our sincere sympathy, and hope that American music will have another
birthday soon, and make a better choice of parents.

On the origin and meaning of the word 'jazz':
"The word 'jazz' is African in origin. It is common on the Gold Coast and in the hinterland of Cape Coast
Castle. In his studies of the Creole patois and idioms in New Orleans, Lafcadio Hearn reported that the
work 'jazz,' meaning to speed things up, to make excitement, was common among the blacks of the South . .
.In the old plantations . . . when the fun languished, some West Coast - African would cry out; 'Jazz her up!'
and this would be the cue for fast and furious fun. - New York Sun, quoted by Henry T. Finck."
Vincent Lopez gives a more subtle and less convincing derivation:
"I have been for a long time making a study both of the word 'jazz' and of the kind of music which it
represents. The origin of the colloquial word jazz is shrouded in mystery. The story of its beginning that is
most frequently told and most generally believed among musicians has to do with a corruption of the name
'Charles.' In Vicksburg, Miss., during the period when rag-time was at the height of its popularity, and
'blues' were gaining favour, there was a coloured drummer of rather unique ability named 'Chas.
Washington.' As is a very common custom in certain parts of the South, he was called 'Chaz.' 'Chaz' could
not read music, but he had a gift for 'faking' and a marvelous sense of syncopated rhythm. It was a practice
to repeat the trio or chorus of popular numbers, and because of the catchiness of 'Chaz.'s' drumming he was
called on to do his best on the repeats. At the end of the first chorus the leader would say; 'Now, Chaz!'
From this small beginning it soon became a widespread habit to distinguish any form of exaggerated
syncopation as 'Chaz.' "
Paul Whiteman says that he knows of no better definition than that of Sousa, who derives the word from
'jazzbo,' the term used in the old-fashioned minstrel-show when the performers cut loose and improvised upon or
'jazzboed' the tune. And as a similar difference of opinion is expressed by various writers as to the nature of the thing
itself, we may take our choice.
A few of the contributors (blind to the risk of being called pedants, old fogies, and the like) attack jazz
roundly. I quote a bit from the article by Will Earhart, Director of Music at Pittsburgh (pa.). Mr. Earhart is very
much in earnest - in itself a crime to-day - but there is a good deal of horse-sense in his homily:
"I do not approve of 'jazz' because it represents, in its convulsive, twitching, hiccoughing rhythms, the
abdication of control by the central nervous system - the brain. This 'letting ourselves go' is always a more
or less enticing act. Formerly we indulged it in going on an alcoholic spree; but now we indulge it by going
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(through 'jazz') on a neural spree. Just now, the world does not know where to look for some stale principles
to cling to, has lost its confidence in the value of ends that it formerly believed in . . . Restlessness,
indecision, and excitement are characteristic of the interim before we again find compelling aims. 'Jazz' is
symptomatic of this state. Since it is a symptom, I am not very much worried about it. it will disappear like
all things that are not sound and fundamental always have disappeared, and always will. it is a little
irritating - when it is not amusing - to hear it justified because it is dynamic, forceful, energetic. A man in an
epileptic fit certainly loosens a large amount of energy; but it is ludicrously foggy thinking to appraise such
energy as strength. Energy or force has no value except as it is well controlled and purposefully directed.
'Jazz' certainly proves that Americans possess nervous energy. It does not prove that they are safe with it.
We have made the mistake before of assuming that fussy, uncontrolled energy meant strength, and we are
making it again now. 'Jazz' is defended sometimes because, in its later manifestations, well-trained
musicians have put some real interest of musical thought and design into it. Such bright spots of the kind
that I have noticed are merely intermittent. They usually appear as oases with a desert of drivel before and
another following. Their effect, to me, is that of a voo-doo dancer suddenly shouting out some witty
epigram and then replacing to his primitive nature."
He winds up with a mildly crushing coda:
"Perhaps everything must be judged by the company it keeps - and attracts. Bach fugues, Beethoven
symphonies, works by Debussy and Ravel are heard in certain places and received by a certain clientele
gathered there. They seem to be appropriate to the places in which they are heard, and to the people who
gather to hear them. So does 'Jazz.' "
This seems to be justified by the admission of Mr. Lopez:
"Because there seems to be something animal-like in the emotional effect of 'jazz,' we have turned to animal
movements to get a name for it. We have had the 'turkey trot,' the 'elephant glide,' the 'camel walk.' and
countless other designations; but at last, and apparently accepted permanently, the 'fox trot,' Perfection of
lithesome, graceful bodily action in faultless rhythm can hardly be better pictured than by the harmonious
movement of a fox as he trots. The name fits both the dance and the music."
And this is what America has chosen as a basis for the 'national' school of composers for which she has been
crying out! I don't believe it. On the contrary, I believe that there are some young hundred-per-cent. Americans who
will eventually express in music the restless energy of America, and her magnificent aspects of nature, just as
practically every great composer has expressed something at least of the scenery and spirit of his country; and they
will do it without calling in the aid of West African idioms. These American composers are no doubt young, as I
have said - so young that (in the American tongue) they are probably running around in short pants or perhaps still in
the cradle. But they are there, and when they get to work they will produce, not noises that are 'animal-like' in their
effects, or derived from the orgies of seem-savages, but an art worthy of a great country.
Mr. F. W. Massi-Hardman's letter on critics, which appears on page 837, makes use of an argument as old
as the hills. He asks:
"Can the critics sing, play, conduct, compose, better than those they criticize? If not, their criticism is a
mere pretentious humbug to make a living - a casting the beam out of another's eye before they cast the
mote from their own."
(Mr. Massi-Hardman should verify his references. He spoils the simile by transposing the beam and mote.) If we
adopt this principle we should throw over our right to complain in a hundred instances that occur in everyday life.
When Mr. Massi-Hardman finds his tailor spoiling the cut of a coat, or his cook sending up an unbeatable dish, does
he maintain an indulgent silence on the ground that he could not do better himself? He does not. And if the culprit
turned on him with the above argument, and asked if he could do the job better himself, he would of course point out
that it was not his job, but the tailor's or cook's. Similarly, the critic's business is not to sing, play, conduct, or
compose (though there have been, and are, critics able to make a fair show at one or more of these
accomplishments); his office is to produce a readable judgment on the performance of others. And just as Mr. MassiHardman is (presumably) an excellent judge of a dinner, and able to point out the defects in one that falls short of
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perfection, though (again presumably) but a poor hand at cooking himself, so a reasonably well-educated all-round
musician, though no performer, can be trusted to appraise the merits of a player or singer.
The thing is summed up in a figure so well worn that I hesitate before repeating it; One of our best-known
critics, when judging some brass performances at a competitive festival, having given a decision unpalatable to some
of the audience, was saluted by a voice, 'What do you play a brass instrument?' and promptly replied, 'No! Nor can I
lay an egg, but I know the difference between a good one and a bad one!' The analogy is not perfect, of course,
because the faults in an egg are not, I believe, connected with the laying thereof. All eggs are good when laid; the
decline in merit comes only when they are kept over-long. Still, the figure is near enough, and it has a homely smack
that makes it get home to an audience's heart, as festival judges have found many a time and oft when judging classes
that seem to call for special technical knowledge of a type that they are conscious of not possessing. If everybody
thought as Mr. Massi-Hardman thinks, there would be no more competitive festivals, no reviewing of new books or
music, and no more examinations of any kind. It is a notorious fact that some of the best musical examiners are men
who, through pressure of work (and in some cases owing to the passage of years), are unable to keep their technique
up to the mark. They must inevitably decline to pass many aspirants whose actual technical skill is superior to their
own. Yet the longer they go on examining, and the worse their own performing powers become, the more unerringly
can they lay their finger on the weak spot of the examinees. This goes to show that the ability to size up a
performance is largely a matter of training, and, therefore, a musical critic who year after year listens with a keen and
experienced ear (though with eyes deceptively closed and an air of boredom) can be relied on to give a good estimate
of a performance. Ask anybody who has tried his hand at this sort of thing what he felt like at his first attempt.
hitherto he had been merely listening like the rest of the audience, ready enough to discuss the performance orally;
faced with the responsibility of committing himself to a judgment on paper that will be read by thousands next day,
he has felt a good deal less light-hearted about the task. For one thing, he found that judging a picture or a book is
easy in comparison because he could look at the picture again and again, or go over bits of the book as often as he
liked. Even a play is fairly easy game, because it is a long, slow-moving affair compared with a musical
performance; moreover, many plays are published as well as acted. But a musical performance unrolls itself (often
very swiftly), and there is no turning back to revise your impressions. (All this is painfully obvious, of course, but the
Massi-Hardmans have to be reminded of it.) And when the critic has done this bit of skilled listening he has to use
skill of another sort in putting his hardly-won impressions on paper in a small space and in a manner that shall be
clear and attractive to the average reader. Seeing how well our critics as a body perform this double task of listening
and writing I think they receive a good deal less than their due. Mr. Massi-Hardman shows himself inclined to
criticize the critics. They may well turn his own feeble arguments on him, and ask him if he could do better himself.
Anyway, he may be reminded that musical criticism has been a recognized craft for some generations now, and it
will continue because it provides something demanded by the majority of musicians, and, above all, by those who
have something to criticize, whether as performers or composers. Those who, like Mr. Massi-Hardman, have no use
for it, can easily avoid it.
Mr. Massi-Hardman quotes the Russian parable of the donkey that tried, by braying, to show the nightingale
how to sing. A good critic does this sort of thing much better. he shows people how to perform by pointing out merits
and defects in such a way that the criticized, given gumption and a teachable nature, can learn a lot. If he tried to
show them by actual performance he would be less convincing - probably even ridiculous. So he wisely sticks to his
last, whereas Mr. Massi-Hardman's donkey, by lifting up his untruable voice in competition with the nightingale,
merely gave himself away with both hooves, thus showing that he was not merely an ass, but a silly ass.

SEPTEMBER - MELODY
INTOLERANCE AND JAZZ by Lyle McCulloch - The curse of the ages, intolerance, shows its customary
appearance in the attitude of the so-called or rather self-called, "legitimate" musician. There is no more cause for
such an attitude on the part of a musician than for religious orders to wrangle with and vilify each other. Jazz, in the
writer's opinion, is music no less and no more than any other kind or class. In fact, it is not music itself, but merely a
rendition or expression of music that is filling a long-felt want of the public.
Persons who find a relaxation in music find a pleasure and recreation in a proper, up-to-date rendition of
jazz. There is every reason for this to be true and almost none to be untrue. Stubbornness, born of intolerance, is
perhaps the greatest bar to an almost universal acceptance of this form of music for a place of permanent
prominence.
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One goes to a symphony concert or the opera for the same edification and enjoyment that a student of
literature derives from reading Shakespeare or Herbert Spencer, but does any music lover (whether musician or not)
feel that a student of literature is wasting his time by reading James Whitecomb Riley or Mark Twain?
You cannot make a well-balanced meal on roast beef alone just because it is a solid, substantial and
palatable food. That would be ridiculous, but with the addition of the salads, vegetables, desserts, liquids, etc., the
result is entirely different. And so it is with music. It is not recommended that classic or "legitimate" music be
replaced by jazz, but that the latter be given proper recognition.
Styles change in music, as they change in ideas of government and rules of society. Years ago in Civil War
times, and later, it was considered the proper thing to use intoxicating liquor as a beverage, a medicine, and perhaps
even as a hair tonic. No farmer of those days (including the leading church members) ever thought of harvesting his
crops with his neighbors' help without laying in a liberal supply of whisky and ale. The decanter of rye or bourbon
was always on the sideboard, and was offered to a guest with no more thought of harm than one offers a glass of
aqua pura in these days. Those who disagreed with the idea and practice of those days were considered "queer," to
say the least.
Today, however, such practices are not only against the law (began though not finished by that Minnesota,
Mr. Volstead), but would be considered the surest way for a church member or anyone else to get a one-way ticket to
the hottest place on record. Regulation of the railroads, a thing unheard of twenty-five years ago, is now an
accomplished fact, and accepted as the only means of protecting both the railroads and the public. Woman suffrage
was a thing to be abhorred only a few short years ago, yet notice the women voting and working the polls now. All of
these were important changes, but are they and others to be made without any serious objection on the part of the
public and yet we be unable to change our ideas as to music?
"Legitimate" or classical music is played mostly by rote in a methodical, precise and matter-of-fact way,
allowing no freedom of latitude for the individual performer and little enough for the conductor. If the conductor
takes only a little too much liberty with interpretation, he is "put on the pan" by every musical critic and conductor,
and is judged incompetent. Every music critic and conductor, along with thousands of bleacher conductors, considers
that what has been accepted in the past as the real thing is the criterion by which all present and future conductors
must be judged. As far as they venture from this cold drawn line, so far do they fall short in musical ability. There
may be no particular way in which this can be changed, but surely any departure from such style and custom is a
relief indeed.
In the jazz music of today, which, up to the present, affects only light music written mostly for dancing, the
melody shows the principal similarity in the renditions of two or three different organizations of the more prominent
class. Each director will arrange (or have arranged) every number, according to his ideas, in order to bring out the
particular effects that he thinks will be most pleasing to the listeners. No two choruses of any piece will be played
alike, different instrumental combinations being used to produce weird as well as beautiful effects. The old idea, the
first idea of jazz, was as much noise, as much syncopation and as much distortion as possible. The extreme novelty
of the thing - its originality, or rather reversion to the naked savage type of central Africa, - was all that saved its
perpetrators from punishment swift and sure.
Such music could not last, and so was finally refined and changed until now, in the present form, it no more
resembles its first phase than it resembles legitimate playing, In those first days of hit and miss (they always hit
something but usually missed the right notes), if a performer could read music, he wasn't eligible; that much alone
disqualified him. He had to be able to turn flip-flops and cart wheels and full twisters and at the same time retain the
balance of his instrument. neither should he look too intelligent if he wanted to go over big.
But now those who are neatly dressed and most conservative in manner (both on the job and off) are those
men playing with the better jazz orchestras. No more frayed edges or shiny looking coats, clean collars fastened
perhaps to false shirt-fronts, and a pair of big baggy loomers neither cleaned nor pressed for, lo, these many moons!
No more sticking up a new sheet to see what it sounds like and everybody taking it with a hop, step and jump. No
indeed! Rehearsals five and more times a week for two-hour periods and sometimes longer; music rehearsed time
after time until each man can and does play his part properly and in the exact style intended by the director. Do you
wonder that this style of music is becoming ore and more popular every day? It is not only the music and the way it is
rendered, but the setting that plays a most important part.
Much of the blatant criticism of jazz has been found to come either directly or indirectly from those "oldschool" musicians who are so hide-bound and set in their ways that they wouldn't change if they could, and probably
couldn't change if they would. This is not hearsay. The writer has been compelled to suffer through much of the
above himself, so this testimony may be safely introduced. One of this city's products, who is conducting one of the
most prominent jazz outfits in the effete East, started on a small scale in a small way, and from the beginning tried to
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improve. He was one of the first to realize that constant and regular rehearsing was the one thing necessary and
essential for improvement. He was a leader in this section of the country, and his ideas were always up with the rest,
and sometimes ahead. He was scoffed at by the old boys for getting away with murder just because he had faith in his
idea and himself, and nerve enough to carry it through. He probably couldn't have played drums on any theatre job,
and didn't know all the rolls that some of the other boys did, but you can place your money on one thing, though: He
knows more about, and has had more intimate acquaintance with another kind of rolls (and coffee) than many of the
first-chair knockers. If some of them spent as much time practicing on their own instruments as his band spent, they
wouldn't have time to do any knocking. They would be too busy on engagements.
What is better to the average lover of music: A wonderful masterpiece by an honored composer of the past,
"rendered" by a mediocre outfit of "legitimate" musicians (much as lard is rendered, or round steak put through a
sausage grinder), or a popular tune put over in a nice, quiet and tuneful style, in perfect time and rhythm, until you
can't help but notice the restful effect it has on you?
Let us all have that consideration for each other's likes and dislikes that is taught in the Golden Rule. We
would all feel better about it, don't doubt that. There is a large enough field for all styles and classes of music, and
anyway the vox populi is the court of last resort. There are few if any symphony orchestras that can stand on their
own, great as they are. The box office can't support them, and so they are kept alive by subscriptions. But did you
ever hear of a subsidy for Paul Whiteman or George Olsen? Put that on the phonograph and try it over - just once!

SEPTEMBER - ETUDE
THE ETUDE'S JAZZ BOMB - We expected that THE ETUDE "Jazz Problem" issue in August would
throw a bomb into the conservative musical camp. Sometimes the only way in which to wake people up is with a
bomb. THE ETUDE emphatically does not endorse the many coarse attitudes which have been characteristic to the
worst kinds of jazz. The subject, however, demanded wide, impartial discussion. We can not be blind to the fact that
from some of this music has arisen new forms of dance music orchestration which have the charm of piquancy and
originality. This seems to us not unlike some of the very beautiful wild flowers which we have seen springing from a
manure heap. Let us hope that all that is bad about Jazz, including the awful name itself, be annihilated and all that is
charming may be retained. In this issue Mr. Clay Smith tells the real truth of the origin of Jazz. None of culture and
ideals wants anything to do with that kind of Jazz. We do not, however, want to miss any new and distinctive notes
that may rise through many re-incarnations from however low and maggotty a beginning. Americans are too broad to
fall into the cant of despising the lowly. We take a national pride in trying to raise the status of the unfortunate.
Therefore if we succeed in burying Jazz let us do so with the words: "Corruption shall put on in corruption."

SEPTEMBER - ETUDE
A JAZZ "CHARACTERIZATION" - In a recent article, the widely-read music critic, Mr. Gilbert Selden, in
Arts and Decoration, has given a distinctly clever characterization of Jazz, and from it we quote:
"Among the lively arts, jazz is as present the most promising. It is hard, precise and unsentimental. It is not
sloppy, it is self-assured, it is never dull. The jazz of ten years ago was impudent and mocking. Whiteman and
Lopez preserve the lightness of spirit, transferring the jokes to the musical instruments and to the transformations in
tempo which they make.
"The orchestra as now constituted exploits the banjo and saxophone, which it is surprising to learn, were
absent from the original jazz bands. In reality the characteristic of the modern jazz band is its deficiency in strings,
made up by the diversity in wood-wind, exuberance of brass, and the utilization of the saxophone family, which has
the ambiguous quality of wind and brass, of reedbell. That constitution is suitable enough for dancing: If the jazz
orchestra ever becomes a concert body, the strings will have to be enlarged.
"Jazz is roaring and stamping and vulgar you may say; but you can not say that it is pale and polite and
dying. The strength, the touch upon common things, the hold upon common emotions, the almost rapturous freedom,
the carelessness, the lack of dignity, the very vulgarity, if you insist, of jazz are treasures beyond price in a world
which is busy with business and a society corrupted by false ideas of politeness and gentility in the arts. Jazz at least
is mastering its machine instead of allowing itself to be enslaved. It will not sacrifice music and it will possibly create
music."
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SEPTEMBER - ETUDE
WHERE IS JAZZ LEADING AMERICA? PART II of a Symposium Which Has Already Attracted
National Attention. (The attention of the reader is called to the last issue of "The Etude," which was devoted in part
to the "Jazz Problem." In that issue there were noteworthy contributions from George Ade, Mrs. H.H.A Beach, Felix
Borowski, Charles Wakefield Cadman, John Alden Carpenter, Dr. Frank Damrosch, Franz Drdla, Arthur Foote, H.F.
Gilbert, John Luther Long, Vincent Lopez, Will Earhart, Lt. Com. John Philip Sousa, U.S.N.R.F., Paul Whiteman,
Islam Jones, Henry T. Finck, and others. These, together with the following, make the most comprehensive
investigation of the subject ever accomplished. "The Etude" does not endorse jazz, by discussing it. We merely
endeavor to keep our readers constantly informed upon present day musical topics. Mr. Clay smith reveals the
sinister origin of jazz.)
Walter R. Spalding - Professor of Music, Harvard University. In reply to your request that I send you a few
words concerning the burning jazz question of the hour, it seems to me in this, as in so many other human affairs,
that it is a matter of proportion.
Everyone, I think, feels the excitement and refreshment which has been brought into music by means of the
new and stimulating rhythms connected with jazz and ragtime. Some of us only take umbrage when we hear the
extreme devotees of Jazz say that is it the greatest modern contribution to music and is destined to supersede all
other music. As a matter of fact, Jazz is a development of the rhythmical side of music, which is the most vital factor
in music, but which in many ways may be considered somewhat of a negative virtue. It is taken for granted that a
normal, healthy man will have a good heart beat; and it is taken for granted that good music will have rhythmic
vitality and variety.
But good music must surely have many other qualities, such as melodic outline, deep emotional appeal,
sublimity and ideality; and if the best that we can say of Jazz is that it is exciting, it seems to me that many of the
highest attributes of music are left out. In this, however, as in many other aspects of music, the good features will
gradually be incorporated into the conventional idiom, and extreme mannerisms will be eliminated; for, whatever
music is or is not, it is a free experimental art and has always been developed by composers trying all sorts of new
possibilities in the way of rhythmic melody and harmonic effect, the possibilities along these lines being boundless.
Booth Tarkington - Famous novelist and Playwright. I wish I knew enough about jazz to answer your
questions with any symptoms of intelligence. I fear, however that I cannot. I can give you my vague impressions
only. i should not think jazz music the outcome of the spirit of unrest of these times. i should not think it the cause of
much unrest, either It might be considered an accompanying phenomenon, perhaps.
I do not think jazz is leading America anywhere.
I do not find myself condemning jazz; that is, not all jazz. I have heard jazz that was mere squeak and boom
and holler and bang; and I have also heard jazz that seemed, perhaps, rather sensuous, but it was at least sensuously
intelligible. I do not see it as the voice of new America, however. It seems to me to be purely incidental
Dr. Stephen Wise -Rabbi of the Free synagogue, New York, N. Y. "I am not sure jazz is leading America. I
think that jazz is one of the inevitable expressions of what might be called the jazzy morale or mood of America. If
America did not think jazz, feel jazz and dream jazz, jazz would not have taken a dominant place in the music of
America.
"I quite agree with you respecting the very great importance of such music as is music, the great music. The
substitution of jazz for Beethoven, Bach, Wagner and Handel is no sadder than the substitution of Phillips
Oppenheim or Rex Beach for the novels of my youth, George Eliot and Thackeray. Mencken is a sort of literary jazz,
though perhaps a little less light-footed than jazz helps folk to be. I would not prohibit jazz or discredit it. The fear of
which jazz is an inharmonious symptom is far too deep-seated for censorship or inhibitions or prohibitions. When
America regains its soul, jazz will go, not before - that is to say, it will be relegated to the dark and scarlet haunts
whence it came and whither unwept it will return, after America's soul is reborn."
Dr. Leopold Stokowski - Distinguished Orchestral Conductor - The following is reported from an address
by Dr. Stokowski, before the Forum in Philadelphia:
" 'Jazz' has come to stay. It is an expression of the times, of the breathless, energetic, super-active times in
which we are living, and it is useless to fight against it.
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"Already its vigor, its new vitality, is beginning to manifest itself.
"The Negro musicians of America are playing a great part in this change. They have an open mind, and
unbiased outlook. They are not hampered by traditions or conventions, and with their new ideas, their constant
experiments, they are causing new blood to flow in the veins of music. In America, I think there lies perhaps the
greatest hope in the whole musical world.
"In France today there are many clever musicians, most outstanding of whom are Debussy and Ravel. In
England a school is growing steadily, and shortly it will burst into bloom like a flower. But though there is much
talent, the world is still in the throes of a big unrest, for which it is striving to find expression. There is no great spirit,
no great genius, such as Wagner, dominating the world of music at the present time.
"With the very complex music of today, an interpreter is a very important factor. The composer creates a
work. The interpreter re-creates it and breathes life into it and makes it a living ;pulsating, vibrating thing. He it is
who must co-relate the instruments, the different kinds of phrasing and the various types of technic and make plain to
the public that which, unaided, it could not understand or appreciate.
"Art is going to develop in the future, speedily and in multiple forms. There will be no prohibition going on
in music. There is going to be greater and greater variety, because it is going to reach more and more persons. Music
is going to enter more and more into our lives and become a part of our philosophy."
Robert M. Stults - Composer of "The Sweetest Story Ever Told," one of the most successful songs ever
written - reputed to have sold over 3,000,000 copies during the last three decades. I have expressed myself so
frequently on this subject, in casual conversation, and in such a vehement manner, that it will be rather difficult for
me to put my opinion in public print, and leave out certain expletives. It is hard to talk about this "mongrel" music
and keep calm.
For years past I have watched the gradual deterioration of the so-called popular music of the day. In the
modern dances this is particularly noticeable. I don't object to the dances as such, for I have always enjoyed dancing;
but the infernal racket that usually accompanies them, and the monkey shines of some of the performers, are enough
to give even a musician of my type a chronic case of "Jim-jams."
One cannot help comparing the dance music of thirty years ago with the travesties of the present day. Think
of the stately old lancers and quadrilles, the dreamy waltzes of Waldenfel and the inspiring Strauss numbers! And
then contemplate the "rot" that we are obliged to "hop around to" today. Recall, if you are old enough, the wellbalanced dance orchestras of the old days, and then listen to the combination of fiddles, banjos, saxophones, serubbrushes and tom-toms that are now in vogue. Shades of Terpsichore! happy are ye that your cars cannot hear the
pandemonium that now reigns!
This jazz epidemic has also had its degenerating effect on the popular songs of the day. In fact, nearly every
piece of dance music we now hear is a re-hash of these often vulgar songs. But I am optimistic! There is every
indication that the ballad of the past, with its strong heart appeal, is again coming into favor. This is strongly
indicated by the number of love songs that have recently sprung into popularity. I may be pardoned if I mention "The
Sweetest Story Ever Told," a song written thirty-two years ago, and which during the past two years has seemingly
taken on a new lease of life, the sales now approaching the 3,000,000 mark. Another happy sign is the fact that
publishers are demanding more and more songs of a higher and more refined sentiment; and publishers are not given
to printing music that the people do not want. "Jazz' has created a "malarious" atmosphere in the musical world. It is
abnormal. The air needs clarifying!
Clay Smith - Well-known Chautauqua Performer and Composer of Many Successful Songs. - If the truth
were known about the origin of the word "Jazz" it would never be mentioned in polite society. I have seen many
quotations from active-minded musicians who have guessed at the origin of the term but they are far from the facts.
Thousands of men know the truth about the ancestry of "Jazz," and why it has been withheld is hard to tell.
When I was a boy in school, some thirty-five years ago, I played the trombone and it did not take long in
those days for me to get the reputation of being a prodigy. At fifteen and sixteen I had already made tours of western
towns including the big mining centres when the West was really wild and woolly. Those were hard rough
settlements and many of the men were as tough as mankind ever becomes. Like all adolescent boys let loose on the
world I naturally received information that was none too good for me and was piloted by ignorant men to dance
resorts which were open to the entire town. These dance resorts were known as "Honky-Tonks" - a name, which in
itself suggests some of the rhythms of Jazz. The vulgar word "Jazz" was in general currency in those dance halls
thirty years or more ago. Therefore Jazz to me does not seem to be of American negro origin as many suppose.
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The primitive music that went with the "Jazz" of those mining-town dance halls is questionably the ideal
ancestry of much of the Jazz music of to-day. The highly vulgar dances that accompany some of the modern jazz are
sometimes far too suggestive of the ugly origin of the word. I know that this will prove shocking to some people but
why not tell the truth. "The Truth is mighty and will prevail." "Jazz" was born and christened in the low dance halls
of our far west of three decades ago. Present day "Jazz" has gone through many reformations and absorbed many
racial colors from our own South, from Africa, the Near East and the Far East. But why stigmatize what is good in
the music by the unmentionably low word "Jazz?"
If I were to get upon the platform and merely repeat some of the utterly horrible scenes that were forced
upon me at those "Jazz" resorts during those boyhood tours, any respectable audience would be petrified. Do you
wonder that the very name "Jazz" is anathema to me!
Having played high-class music with the Smith-Spring-Holmes Company, in some three thousand
engagements in Chautauqua and Lyceum, which have taken me to the remotest parts of the country, I have heard socalled modern Jazz of all kinds. Who can help it?
Some of the modern Jazz arrangements are strikingly original and refreshing, with an instrumentation that is
often very novel and charming. Music of this kind is far too good and far too clever to slander with the name "Jazz."
It is very American in its snap, speed, smartness and cosmopolitan character. Why not call it "ragtonia" or
"Calithumpia" or anything on earth to get away from the tern "Jazz." But, even the best of this entertaining and
popular music has no place with the great classics or even with fine concert numbers, except perhaps in a few cases
where musicians of the highest standing, such as Stravinsky, Carpenter, Cadman, Guion, Grainger, Herter and others
with real musical training, have playfully taken "Jazz" idioms and made them into modernistic pieces of the superjazz type.
Fred Stone - Famous comedian-dancer - President of National Vaudeville Artists. - The following is part of
an interview printed in the New York Times. Mr. Stone traces the origin of Jazz to a ragtime piece known as The
Pasmala.
"I can't remember where I first heard The Pasmala. The name is a corruption of the French, 'pas a mele,'
which means 'a mixed step.' That is exactly what it was - a step generally done backward, the dancer, with his knees
bent, dragging one foot back to the other to broken time; a short, unaccented beat before a long accented one, the
same principle now used in jazz and known as syncopation.
"I first heard ragtime in New Orleans about 1895. It was in a cafe, and there was a little negro at the piano.
He would play one of the standard songs of the day, such as 'Mary and John,' and then he would announce: 'Here's
the new music, the way us plays it,' and he would break into ragtime. I'll never forget the way that negro chased
himself up and down the keyboard of that piano. He was doing, or trying to do, everything that the eccentric jazz
orchestra did three or four years ago.
"Ben Harney, a white man who had a fine negro shouting voice, probably did more to popularize ragtime than any
other person. Harney, who was playing n Louisville, heard the new music, and he grew so adept at it that he came to
New York and appeared in the Weber & Fields Music Hall. Of course, ragtime may have started here before Harney;
there were numbers of wandering musicians playing in saloons and cafes in those days; but credit is due him because
he played in a first-class theatre before any other ragtime exponent.
"Always the dances were done in the new jiggity time, and they influenced clog, straight jig, Irish reel, Irish
jig, soft shoe and the George M. Cohan styles of footwork. Every one was dancing ragtime, and the motif was to be
found in the original buck dancing. The dancers worked close to the ground, and few of them would lift a foot the
height of the knee from the floor unless they were doing an acrobatic step - a kinker dance, we called it.
"About this time Bert Jordan, who is now playing in 'Stepping Stones,' was regarded as one of the best flatfoot dancers in the country. He used to develop his material from sounds. He was at first a snare drummer, and he'd
sit in his dressing room thumping an old drum until he got a succession of sounds that pleased him, and then he
would work it out with his feet. When he had the original combination going smoothly, he would do it again in
doubles - putting in two steps and two sounds where he had originally one. Then he would do it all over again in
triples - three steps and three sounds where he had one. The dancers worked to catch the ear as well as the eye. The
dancers worked to catch the ear as well as the eye. Many of them could dance without any music, making pleasing
rhythmic sounds with their feet.
"All this took practice, plenty of it, for a dance had to be good. There was no such thing as a pretty good
dancer, because engagements were limited, and a dancer who could not dance as well as the best was crowded out.
Work was scarce enough for the best ones, and they were constantly traveling about the country. And all of this
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dancing lasted long after ragtime had its first big flare-up. What caused it to go out was the introduction of foreign
stuff, such as splits, adaptations of Russian steps, jumps over the foot and all those things.
"Whenever the talk turns to American music and American dancing, I always wonder if there is any music
or dancing more thoroughly American than syncopation and what we at first called ragtime. I do not pretend to say
that this music originally was anything but what it was - the creation of illiterates. But it was spontaneous, and as
thoroughly original, though in another mood, as the so-called songs of the South which might have been inspired by
negro chants.
"If jazz develops into a form accepted as music, there will be interest a century hence as to its origin. That
means if it is generally accepted that The Pasmalawas the first ragtime song, that Ernest Hogan, an almost forgotten
minstrel, will be hailed as the founder of the new American music."
Geoffrey O'Hara - Well-known community song leader, composer. - Jazz is teaching America new tone
colors in orchestral instruments. It is interesting the whole nation in rhythm, in melody, in keeping time. It is
establishing the first principles of music in everyone (call it noise - what is music but beautified noise; call it rhythm
- what is music but ordered and beautified rhythm?)
Jazz has been an entering wedge for millions who had not taken the first step in music. Jazz has met them
half way. Jazz is a mediator and advocate, a great go-between, a sort of theatrical announcer, a herald of better
things, a jester.
Jazz is knocking at the door of the Temple of Music. Old Dame Muse will open the door. Even now I hear
her shuffling old feet and the creaking of that rusty old door of tradition. It will soon open. Jazz will be conducted to
take its rightful seat in the Hall of Fame where it will be taught etiquette.
Paul Specht - Well-known conductor of successful orchestras - Where is jazz leading America? I can best
answer this by making a reply to the jazz critics and old learned professors and the like, who continually splurge into
the press in fits, declaring that "jazz" music is like whiskey; a powerful stimulant with a depressing reaction."
Another critic say, "the body throws off the poison alcohol, but jazz is lasting," and so on.
Well, briefly, if you refer to jazz of the past, noisy, slam-band style, the critics have a good fair reason to
shout, but if you or I refer to the present-day jazz music, I prefer to think of it as "rhythmic symphonic syncopation,"
a particular brand of music fit for the ear and fit for the feet; in other words, it sounds as pleasing as it feels to the
feet of the dance enthusiast; something that is elevating instead of degrading. Many letters received by me in my
recent essay contest on jazz confirm, this.
This symphonic syncopation was founded by scholars like Bach and Brahms, and so, by adding a good
share of spicy rhythm we define modern American dance music, the greatest of musical educators of the masses our
art has ever known. Do you realize that this form of music is a forceful stepping stone to stimulate interest in the
study of music; a step of musical development, distinctly American, that is teaching the public to better appreciate
our big symphony orchestra?
The radio and the phonograph have proven big factors in this development. In our smaller towns and cities
where the small five or six-piece jazz band used to be the rage, today they are grouping into ten to fifteen-piece
dance orchestras, imitating what they hear from the top-notch dance orchestras who broadcast over radio regularly;
or often they take a phonograph record and play it over, observing all the musical arrangement, color, phrasing and
detail that some famous orchestra leader has either paid big money for or else he has lain awake nights to think of
some new novelty or embellishment to retain his supremacy amidst a competition that is rapidly bringing this unique
native development to the fore. In other words, this so-called and grossly misunderstood "American Jazz" has
probably equaled the American dollar as the American trademark of notoriety in Europe, Asia and even Africa. It has
rapidly spread to the four corners of the world.
Now, then, if this form of music is like that critic's whiskey, with a lasting effect, then I prefer the stimulant,
although I am not a drinker, since I am convinced that modern dance music occupies a permanent place in the
development of America's progressive spirit and it has proven a welcome and effective stimulus, taking the place of
liquor, banned by prohibition.

SEPTEMBER - ETUDE
WHAT EFFECT IS JAZZ LIKELY TO HAVE UPON THE MUSIC OF THE FUTURE? From an
interview with Percy Grainger - Distinguished pianist, composer and teacher in a conference secured expressly for
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the ETUDE, tells why we may have no fear of the ultimate results of jazz on music art. Editor's Note - (Etude's
Editor) Mr. Grainger has easily one of the most original and individual minds of the present-day music world. His
intellect has not been nourished on hackneyed thought paradigms handed down from stagnate pasts. He thinks for
himself. This marks his vigorous music which seems in a way like a reincarnation of melodic and harmonic
existences which expired with the England of Byrd, Tallis, Bull and Purcell. He has made a graphic study of Jazz
and its influence upon the music of to-day and to-morrow. In the following brief notes he characterizes this in his
customarily interesting manner. Modesty, frankness, total absence of snobbery, are Mr. Grainger's natural traits; and
this makes this review of a few facts relating to Jazz all the more interesting. Compare Mr. Grainger's views with
those in the "Jazz problem" issue of last month.
"What is this bug-a-boo of Jazz? Is it polluting the musical art of to-day? Or is it something which will
vastly increase the musical interest of the future? These are interesting questions, but by no means of the vital
importance that some attribute to them. It was quite natural that Jazz should first bubble up in the melting pot of
America, and equally natural that it should spread all over the world. The fact of the matter is that Jazz differs not
essentially or sociologically from the dance music all over the world, at all periods, in that its office is to provide
excitement, realization and sentimental appeal. In this respect if differs not from the Chinese or native American
Indian music or from the Hulling of Norway, the Tarantella of Italy, Viennese Waltzes, Spanish Dances or the
Hungarian Czardas. The trouble is that too much fuss is made about jazz. Much of it is splendid music. Its melodic
characteristics are chiefly Anglo-Saxon - closely akin to British and American (white) folk-music.
The Finest Popular Music
"In speaking of Jazz, I had in mind the extremely clever jazz manipulation of popular themes with marked
rhythm that has taken place in the last few years. These orchestral arrangements are often made by musicians with
unusual experience. To my mind, this form of Jazz is the finest popular music known to me in any country of to-day
or even of the past. Its excellence rests on its combination of Nordic melodiousness with Negro tribal, rhythmic
polyphony plus the great musical refinement and sophistication that has come through the bast arms of highly trained
cosmopolitan musicians who play in Jazz. There never was a popular music so classical.
"One of the main characteristics of Jazz is that taken from the improvised habits of the Chinese and other
musicians of the Far East. The sedative, exotic, de-socializing elements imputed to Jazz by musical ignoramuses
have no musical basis. Musically speaking, the chief characteristics of Jazz are solidity, robustness, refinement,
sentiment, friendly warmth. As music it seems to me far less sensuous, passionate or abandoned than the music of
many peoples. It is what one would expect from a solid, prosperous Nordic race.
"What is there new about Jazz? All of the rhythms existed before. Nothing distinctly fresh and original has
been contrived rhythmically. Surely the Scotch snap, such as we find in the old Scotch tune Comin' Through the Rye,
is not new. Yet this is one of the elements in the Jazz prescription. Nor is there anything new about the after beat,
such as we find in the Hungarian dances of Brahms.
"Though the elements out of which Jazz is made are not original when taken singly, yet, no doubt, the
combination of these widely diverse and highly contrasted elements is new and constitutes the originality and
characteristics of Jazz.
"The music of all free peoples had a wide melodic sweep. By free I mean those people with strong pioneer
elements - people who live alone in isolated stations. This account for the great melodic fecundity of the Nordic race,
Folk who live in congested districts cannot be expected to write melodies with wide melodic range. Their melodies
are restricted by the group. The group can sing just so high or so low. It has a narrow range. The compass is short.
On the other hand, the Scandinavian, the Englishman, the Scotchman, the Irishman, whether he be in his native land,
an American cowboy or an Australian boundary rider, is often wholly solitary in his music-making; and his melodies
have, therefore, wider range of melodic line, as, for instance, in such a tune as Sally in Our Alley of the Norwegian
Varmlandsvisa.
"This strong Anglo-Saxon element preserved in America was musically mixed with the equally virile
rhythmic tendencies of the Negro. The negro is not natively melodic, in the bigger sense. His melodies are largely the
evolution of tunes he has absorbed from his white surroundings. His musical instinct is rhythmic first of all. (Note the
Negro folk songs collected in Africa by Natalie Curtis.) To this came, doubtless, via San Francisco, about ten years
ago, certain Asiatic influences which in turn were to make some of the other elements of Jazz. Oriental music is
allegedly "in exact unison." A great many people play the same melody at the same time, or at least they endeavor to
do so. The fact is that they rarely play quite in tune with each other and a very strange effect is achieved. Somehow
this got into Jazz as an occasional discordant feature, but one which gives it unlimited individuality. Beethoven, in
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the Scherzo to his 'Pastoral,' has satirically suggested a peasant group in Europe doing the same thing. Indeed, it is a
characteristic of many aboriginal groups. The Maoris, of New Zealand, when singing in alleged unison, often reveal
that certain individuals are a quarter of a tone sharp or a quarter of a tone flat. The effect, especially in the distance,
is far from disagreeable. There is always a kind of fuzz around the note. One hears this done deliberately in Jazz
orchestras in America - of course in a more sophisticated way.
"If Jazz had done nothing more than to break down certain old orchestral jail wails, it would be justified. It
is in the instrumentation of the modern Jazz orchestra that the musician is principally interested. This is momentous
in every way. To me it represents an advance in instrumentation only to be compared in extent with that which
occurred in another line between the instrumentation of Beethoven and the instrumentation of Wagner. It has opened
up glorious instrumental possibilities.
"It is amazing to me that the Saxophone, the supreme achievement of the great instrument maker, Adolphe
Sax (the inventor of the bass clarinet and the perfector of the brass instruments which many of the brass instruments
which made many of the most beautiful passages of Wagner possible), should have to wait until this day and time to
come into its own through the popular music of America. The same genius which Sax displayed with regard to wind
instruments, America has displayed with regard to percussion instruments, such as the Deagan Xylophones and
Marimbas, which I have prescribed for the score of my symphonic poem "The Warriors." This American genius,
taking the instruments from Africa, Asia and South America, has given them reliable pitch so that they may be
legitimately employed, both in vaudeville and with great orchestras, in extremely beautiful effects. Most of the
ancestors of these new American instruments may be traced in great collections, such as the Ethnographical Museum
of Leyden, Holland, or the Crosby Brown collection at the metropolitan Museum of Art in New York.
"The Jazz orchestra has shown us how the percussion instruments add clarity to the orchestral mass. The
instruments of the conventional symphony orchestra have something of a spongy character and lack the sharp,
decisive qualities of the bells, xylophones and marimbas which have a clarity and sharpness, yet when well played
seem to float on the mass of orchestral tone color like oil on water. The Russians have seen the possibilities of bells
in their orchestral music. Bells and the percussion instruments I have mentioned cut through the tone mass but do not
interfere with it. They seem to be in a different dimension of sound.
"Another great achievement of Jazz is the introduction of vibrato in the wind instruments. All wind
instruments should be played with vibrato; at least as much as the strings.
Jazz Makes no Impression on Classical Music
"Apart from its influence upon orchestration, Jazz will not form any basis for classical music of the future,
to my mind. The tendency will be to turn to something simpler. We are now musically located in an epoch which is
not dissimilar from that which confronted the world at the time of Johann Sebastian Bach. That is, a vast horde of
musical influences of great complexity seem to be coming together. Jazz is one of the manifestations of this. But Jazz
is not likely to prove very fructifying to classical music. On the other hand, it has borrowed (or shall we say
"purloined'?) liberally from the classical. The public likes Jazz because of the shortness of its forms and its slender
mental demands upon the hearer. No music is ever really popular which is too long or too complicated. On the other
hand, length and the ability to handle complicated music are invariable characteristics of really great genius. We
realize this if we compare the music of Bach, Beethoven, Wagner, Delius and Tchaikowsky with the music of such
fine but smaller musical talents as Scarlatti, Jensen, Roger Quilter, Reynaldo Hahn and others. Therefore, the laws
which govern Jazz and other popular music can never govern music of the greatest depth or the greatest importance.
I do not wish to belittle Jazz or other popular music. The world must have popular music. We should rejoice that the
ragtime of ten years ago has reformed into the Jazz of to-day, but there will always exist between the best popular
music and classical music that same distinction that there is between a perfect farmhouse and a perfect cathedral. The
more we examine Jazz we see that its entire effect is aimed at short, sharp contrasts. There is, of course, a vast chasm
between this and the Bach 'Passion Music,' the Wagner 'Music Dramas' or the Delius 'Nature Poems.' In the
education of the child, Jazz ought to prove an excellent ingredient. But he also needs to drink the pure water of the
classical and romantic springs. He will get plenty of Jazz in America. He cannot escape it in this day in any part of
the civilized world. last summer in Germany I noted that Jazz had made a really noticeable impression upon the
scores of the works of many modern composers I heard. The influence was superficial, but it was there, nevertheless,
and it is steadily growing.
"My chief impression of the best jazz is that it is near-perfect and delightful popular music and dance music.
It is that and nothing more - and what more should it be?"
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SEPTEMBER - ETUDE
WOULD MOZART WRITE FOX-TROTS IF HE LIVE TO-DAY? The following from Mr. George Vail of
the well-known Meyer Davis Orchestra Organization, intimates that jazz is the folk music of America. At the same
time Mr. Davis is widely advertising that he will give a prize of $100 for a name for our distinctive American dance
music that will not carry the stigma of jazz.
All great national schools of music have been built on the songs and dances of the common people. Such
folk music, while a very humble form of art, is the indispensable raw material from which masterpieces are
fashioned. Great composers have universally recognized this indebtedness and the greatest among them have not
considered it beneath, their dignity to compose songs and dances in the popular style of their day. It has remained for
American purists to profess unbounded contempt for contemporary dance music, familiarly known as "jazz," and in
the same breath to deplore the absence of a distinctively national school of composition.
Most of the crudities of "jazz," are due to an utter lack of interest, on the part of our austere academicians,
in an idiom which, whatever its cultural shortcomings, is American through and through. Mozart, Haydn and Chopin,
were they alive today, would write fox-trots as naturally and inevitably as they once composed gavottes, minuets and
mazurkas. The perfection of these new classic dance forms, which in their unpolished state were the "jazz" of their
day, may be attributed largely to the ennobling influence of such masters. We have it in our power to achieve similar
results to-day; but nothing can be accomplished until we drop our present attitude of superiority and take an
intelligent interest in our own popular music.
The average level of the latter could be lifted considerably if it were possible to disseminate more widely
acknowledge of the elementary principles of musical form. One has only to listen to the great majority of popular
dance melodies to become convinced that few of the composers in this field possess technical skill sufficient for the
proper construction of sixteen-bar choruses. Since most of them are capable instrumentalists their musical illiteracy
must be laid at the door of the teaching profession. Five minutes of every lesson period devoted to a simple analysis
of the compositions studied would speedily remedy this appalling situation and the gain to music would be
enormous.

OCTOBER 29 - OUTLOOK
MUSIC AS A VOCATION FOR AMERICANS by Hugo Riesenfeld "The American can now afford to be a
musician" The American is primarily a practical man. When he chooses a profession, he ordinarily has in the back of
his mind the monetary return. He may be willing to struggle at the start, but he wants to be able to look forward to a
time when he will be able to spread out and enjoy the comforts of life.
Until very recently the field of music offered no such inducement. The man who chose to be an
instrumentalist, unless he were a Kreisler or a Heifetz, has had to face a life of endless scrimping. There has been
little chance of his retiring on the savings of his youth. He has had to go on scraping his fiddle as long as he was
fortunate enough to remain employed.
Even the finest symphony player up to a short time ago did not earn as much as the average second-rate
business man, in banking, retailing, and almost every other regular line of business there is always a possibility of
advancement to a responsible and highly paid position. The lowest clerk may become a railroad president. An
instrumentalist, however, is always an instrumentalist, with a salary which at the maximum once permitted only a
meager mode of living.
It is any wonder, then, that Americans have been unwilling to employ their musical talents professionally?
Is it surprising that at the most five per cent of the musicians in our orchestras are native/born? With the importance
Americans place on recreation, their eagerness to give their families every comfort, can they be blamed for turning
their backs on a vocation that calls for hard, grueling work and gives only a pittance in return?
But the time is at hand when music as a profession for Americans will no longer entail financial sacrifice.
Rather it is becoming exceedingly profitable. The American musician is coming into his own. He has suddenly
become a commercial asset, and as such his services are at a premium. Why? Because music of a distinctly American
variety is sweeping the country-more than that, the entire world. The limelight of popularity is upon it. There is
demand for it in the dance halls, in the concert halls, at social functions, in the theaters. Everywhere there is a cry for
musicians who can play jazz well-no matter what the price.
As a player of jazz no one can take the place of the American. His sense of rhythm is remarkable-stronger
than that of any other nationality-and he can express that rhythm with a peculiar tang and buoyancy that cannot be
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duplicated. He may syncopate a bar in the wildest imaginable way, but, with absolute mathematical assurance, he is
always ready for the down beat of the next bar.
The rapid, pulsating life in this country is largely responsible for the peculiar quality of its musical
expression. The American has taken what was originally a Negro rhythm and grafted on to it the natural tempo of his
own existence. He has produced something that is distinctively his own.
Well-known musicians-Mengelburg, Stransky, Damrosch-have listened with enjoyment to the music of Paul
Whiteman, and displayed a real professional interest in this unique type of music. Amusement is constantly
expressed over the versatility of Americans, many of whom are able to play four or five different instruments in a
single composition. Especially do our drummers cause comment, with the number of their instruments continually
multiplying with the fecundity of rabbits. There is hardly a week that passes without some entirely new effect being
produced.
The Lip facility of our brass instrument players is the envy of every other nation. "How do you account for
it?" I am frequently asked. I am unable to do so, any more than I could account for the agility of the wood-winds I
have heard play in Italian bands. It is a natural gift.
Other nations have been caught by the contagion of jazz and have tried to adopt it, but without success.
There is nothing more pathetic than to hear European orchestras trying to imitate American rhythm. They play it in
perfectly counted time, just as they would faultlessly play an overture or symphony. The result is much like watching
a tennis match played with dead balls.
None but the American seems to be able to give jazz that magical touch which has been responsible for its
long hold on the public fancy. It is a purely American product-as much as though it were protected by tariff laws or
patents.
Jazz musicians are to-day the highest paid of the ensemble or orchestra instrumentalists Many of them earn
two, three, and even four hundred dollars a week-a salary which compares favorably even with those paid in the
business field, not to mention the musician who combines his musical ability with business sense, such as Whiteman,
Lopez, Lange, Specht, whose income would make a bank director green with envy.
The American can now afford to be a musician. He is no longer forced to abandon his inclination to play a
guitar and become a necktie salesman so that his family may not go hungry. If he finds it more agreeable to wield a
baton than attend corporation meetings, he can do so.
The musical profession is no longer associated with strange, long-haired individuals with shabby clothes
and lean pocketbooks. I myself can remember the days when an instrumentalist appearing with a spotless collar and
pressed trousers would have been held up to ridicule by his fellows. Tempi passati! The musician of the "La
Boheme" variety, considered picturesque and amusing because of his unkempt appearance, is no more. In his place is
the modern species - as neatly and correctly groomed as any successful business man, and though none the less an
artist because of his immaculate appearance.
By being placed on a commercial footing the profession has attained dignity. Any one with musical ability
can now capitalize it, both respectably and profitably. pianos drums and banjos. Note, however, how such a
combination might work with the kind of players I employ at the Palais Royal. Could such a versatile group, capable
of changing the instrumental registrations at instant notice, be found elsewhere in the world? Here are the names of
the players, with the number of instruments they may employ in our regular programs.
GORMAN: E-flat, B-flat, saxophone, B-flat, E-flat, alto, & bass clarinet, octavin, oboe, hecklophone
STRICKADEN: B-flat soprano, E-flat, alto, tenor, E-flat baritone saxophone, oboe, clarinet
BYERS: flute, B-flat soprano, B-flat tenor, c soprano, E-flat baritone saxophone
BUSSE: Trumpet, flugelhorn
SEIGRIST: Trumpet, flugelhorn
MAXOM: Trombone, euphonium, trumpet
CASSIDY: Bass trombone, euphonium
ARNEN: Tuba, string bass
LANG: Piano, harp, celeste
AULGATUE: Banjo, drums and kindred instruments.
The Violin as Obligato
"To this group I add the violin which is employed as an obligato instrument most of the time and not as a solo
instrument. Thus, you see, twelve men have a range of forty instruments, and have opportunities for variety in tone
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color, prescribed by our scorings, which is, to say the least, unusual. Some of the phonograph records of this group
have been sold by the million, and have been heard around the world. This orchestra was the first of its type to tour
as a 'straight' orchestra, that is, without clowning or absurd action upon the part of the members. It was the first to be
employed in a big Broadway musical show in a special scene set for it. It was the first to give a jazz concert in a
foremost concert hall. "Often I am asked the secret of my success in this field. One secret is that I do not attempt to
go out of the field. I know that it is something distinct. I do not attempt to compete with the symphony orchestra; and
no one knows out limitations better than I. Whether we are playing the simple, suave theme of a pathetic Negro
'blues,' or the sharp, saucy, pepful rhythm of the jazz tune, we strive to make the effect as thoroughly musical as
possible; but we never forget that we are distinctly a jazz orchestra with a new and delightful message to restless
American - the America still inblued with the pioneer spirit and never content to be permanently satisfied with the
conventions handed to it by Europe. We can not expect the man in the street, with a Police Gazette in his hands, to
pay a large price to see Ibsen's 'Ghosts.' He must be educated up to 'Ghosts.' He will be fascinated by jazz, and use it
as a suspension bridge to better things. I have seen this happen a score of times. It is musical education in is practical
form. Leading Composers Influenced "That the leading composers of the world will be influenced by jass goes
without saying. One might assert that they have already been influenced, if some of the recent scores of Strauss,
Grainger and Carpenter are examined. American jazz has circumvented the globe. Teachers of piano may not realize
that the American child craves these exhilarating rhythms, and that they may be written by able composers so that
there is no taint of cheap or vulgar music about them. When I played the famous jazz arrangement of RimskyKorsakoff's "Song of India," I was maligned by many for lowering a great masterpiece. I have rather a sneaking idea
that Rimsky-Korsakoff himself would have been delighted with some of the tonal effects, and that he would have
been amazed to find the whole American public whistling a tune that he could hardly have intended for more than a
comparatively few grand opera devotees. The theft of tunes without credit to the composer is unpardonable; but if
jazz will put a great masterpiece into currency, all honor to jazz."

OCTOBER - NEW STATESMAN
PLUS QUE JAZZ - It is very difficult not to fall under the spell of a new popular song or dance. I can
hardly remember a year since I went to my first pantomime when I did not share the enthusiasm of the hour for the
song of the hour. I do not pretend that "And her Golden Hair was Hanging Down her Back" was either poetry or
music that would be worth reviving for a younger generation to-day. Indeed, I do not think anybody ever defended it
either as poetry or music even when all the streets were gay with its notes. It was simply the best expression for the
time being of that communism of levity which we all love. To whistle it was a social, not an aesthetic-often, indeed,
on the lips of the unmusical, it was an unaesthetic-act. Popular songs are simply the choruses of a nation off duty.
Because of this, many a virtuous youth and maid joined with enthusiastic voices in singing such songs as "The
Rowdy-dowdy Boys," and many a man who was destined afterwards to talk to men about their immortal souls from a
pulpit strained his throat in singing the praises of Regent Street and Leicester Square. Not that all, or even the
majority of, the popular songs were comic in this fashion. Levity has always been popular, but even more popular
has been levity touched with emotion. Hence the success of may a waltz-song such as "Two Little Girls in Blue."
The charm of such songs was that they appealed to some surface of sentimentality in us, which was as essentially
frivolous and as little related to our real emotions as the songs about red-nosed men coming home late who couldn't
get the latchkey into the keyhole. It is odd that, in our pleasures, we should like a faint pretense of sadness, but the
popularity of the old waltz-song is clear evidence that we do. Love, separation and death were its frequent themes,
though not on of us who listened to and enjoyed them would have dreamed of thinking of love, separation and death
in such a setting as being more serious than a glass of bitter. I doubt if any human being not maudlin with drink ever
wept over the sorrows that waltzed through the chorus of "After the Ball." Bacchus, however, makes men strangely
susceptible to sorrow in the limelight, and a tipsy man can hardly hear about an orphan or a broken-hearted woman
in waltz-time without shedding quiet tears. To most of us, however, songs of this kind were comedies of sorrow. If I
remember right, "Two Little Girls in Blue" opened with the line:
An old man gazed on a photograph as moving a situation, surely, as could be desired. Chekhov could have
wrung our hearts with it; but, in the song, I cannot recall that the old man's troubles ever cost me a pang. We
accepted the song as a kind of nonsense-music of grief:
And one little girl in blue, dear,
Stole your father's heart;
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She was your mother,
I married the other,
But, since, we have drifted apart.
So little did these melancholy events touch the emotions of those who loved the song most that some people
Sang a corrupt text of the last three lines, which ran:
She was your mother
And so was the other.
At least, it was one of the two.
And it is probable that the corrupt text gave just as much pleasure as the original. For some reason or other,
the only emotions that I never liked when set to music-hall measures were emotions of the heroic kind. This may
have been due to some fundamental lack of heroism in my nature, but, whatever the cause, I could never listen with
patience to songs like that of which the chorus began:
I'll stick to the ship, lads,
You, save your lives;
I've no one to love me,
You've children and wives.
The public seemed to enjoy songs of this kind as heartily as it enjoyed "Daddy's gone to London, where the
Streets are Paved with Gold," or "I'll be your Sweetheart, if you will be Mine." But it seems to me that there is an
active sentimentalism in songs of the heroic life which is very offensive compared to the passive sentimentalism of
most of the songs about love and babies. Or, perhaps, it is that the ordinary man has a greater range of emotions,
including many sham ones, about women and children than about heroes who go down with the ship, and so the
appeal of frivolously solemn songs about women and children is wilder. Besides, a song that is a vague and rhythmic
whine is much more representative of men's attitude to women whom they do not know - to "Sweet Rosie O'Grady"
and all that procession of beautiful women who have been the theme of music-hall songs for the past fifty years-than
of their attitude to heroic deeds. Every man-at least, nearly every man-has in him something of the caterwauler in his
attitude to women, and the sentimental song appeals to him because it releases the caterwauler in him and allows it to
roam at large.
It is a remarkable fact that, in a world in which most people sooner or later fall in love, nearly all the love
songs which become the rage of a season are songs which do not contain even a dim echo of the emotions of a
human being in love. No lover in solitude ever crooned over to himself, "The Honeysuckle and the Bee," or even
"The Lily of Laguna"-though that was better- as the perfect music of his passion. These songs express, not his
feelings, but the make-believe of his fancy. they are the melodious whine of his less serious daydreams-sentimental
excursions among the shallows of his nature. personally, I find it difficult not to be touched by songs in which a
"coo-oon" is waiting for his "gal" underneath the "moo-oon." I shared in the hushed happiness of the theatre when
Eugene Stratton stood on the darkened stage with the limelight falling on the whites of his upturned eyes and
appealed to his "Susie, Susie Ann":
Can't yer come to me
An' hear what I've got for to tole yer?
It was with a cheerful melancholy that we listened to the faked anguish of his notes, and when at the close of
the song he performed a pantomimic dance, representing a negro lover inviting the girl to come down from the,
window, we were enthusiastic enough to call him an artist in his kind. Especially were we moved when silence fell
on the stage, and from behind the scenes in one of the upper boxes other voices took up the words of the chorus: "Is
yer mammy always with yer?" and a heart-broken coon turned up the whites of his eyes once more and stretched out
his arms toward the unattainable. There is scarcely a sentimental effect of this kind to which I do not fall an
immediate victim. A chorus sung "off," the play of limelight-who could resist them? And who could take them
seriously? There are a few people I know who can enjoy no music but that of the great masters, and no verse or prose
that is not literature. But, so far as I have seen, there is nothing contradictory in enjoying Mozart and Shakespeare
and in taking pleasure at the same time in the nonsense-songs and nonsense-music of the year. These things frankly
appeal to the surface layer of our sensibilities. They make no pretense of penetrating deeper, and so they cause us
none of that dissatisfaction that we feel in the presence of middling-good art which dives as if aiming at the depths
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and becomes hopelessly lost when it has got a little further than the shallows. The music -hall song does not
challenge comparison with the songs of Mozart and Schubert, and so we can enjoy it unreservedly as something that
has as little to do with the imaginative world as a chocolate almond. A middling-good song, however, contains in
itself this implicit challenge, and leaves us with a sense of its humiliation and defeat. It is for much the same reason
that many able men prefer detective stories to most of the serious fiction of our time. The serious novelist, unless he
is extremely successful, bores us with his failure. He has invited us into the garden of literature, and has "let us
down." He has promised us, not paper flowers, but real ones, and we cannot forgive him for making such a pother
about blooms that we have so often seen surpassed. The middling-good writer is an artist of noble aims but
depressing achievement. In many ways, he is more enviable than the writer of what are called "pot-boilers," but it is
more difficult to read him.
For reasons of this kind I am not sure that it is wise of the Savoy Orpheans Band to challenge criticism in
the world of the arts rather than in the world of amusements. "It is the quick arts which we all entirely enjoy," we are
told in the charming and playful brochure which was published in order to celebrate the first birthday of this
amazingly skillful orchestra. "Only a small percentage of the people who support the 'arty' arts really enjoy them. If
there must be snobbery about the arts, let us be snobs about the lively and amusing arts." Now I am sure I enjoyed
listening to the Savoy Orpheans playing "Love is Just a Gamble" as much as any man could do who does not dance.
But I do not see what this has to do with the pleasure most of us feel in listening to The Magic Flute or the Fourth
Symphony. The Savoy Orpheans delight us as a good dinner delights us, as the noise of a good party delights us, as
bottle of good wine delights us. Their music is pleasantly intoxicating, but it is with the intoxication of the ball-room,
not with that intoxication that creates new heavens for us. If we made the mistake of comparing the pleasure we get
from it with the pleasure we get from Bach-even from Bach on an imperfect piano-player-we should think nothing of
it. It is because we feel that the experience of enjoying "Love is Just a Gamble" and the experience of enjoying a
song of Purcell's are as different as the experience of eating pheasant and the experience of friendship that we can
become so gaily enthusiastic over such a delicious trifle. Never, surely, has the saxophone whined and called more
charmingly to the shallows of our being. The band is a company of skilled masters of amusement. We are told that in
the course of the year it has played, with the help of wireless, to an audience of 122,000,000 people. But if the Savoy
Orpheans have conquered the world in this fashion, it is not because they have deposed Beethoven and Mozart from
their thrones. It is because with marvelous skill they have enabled men and women to share in a communism of
levity. They have played a jigging music with cross-currents of sweetness, jocularity, and wails that begin in
sentiment and end in jest. It is a kind of flirtation of the senses, playfully mocking the emotions it pretends and
almost begins to arouse. hence most of the musicians who were present to celebrate the birthday of the Savoy
Orpheans, while they were dubious about Wagneriana, were delighted with "Love is just a Gamble" and "Raggedy
Ann.: These, like the dinner that preceded them, deserved the adjective "goloptious." Even the changing colored
lights that were thrown on the orchestra seemed as wonderful as a child's sweet with layers of colour to be sucked
away. Who, indeed, can remain cold to jazz or the "plus que jazz," which is now known as "symphonised
syncopation'? The old extravagances of jazz-the writhings and lunacies of the saxophonist, the hanging of hats on the
end of trombones, the yelling drummer with the disjected members-are disappearing; but the Savoy Orpheans gave
us one excellent number in which the various instrumentalists rose in their place s and aimed their instruments at
each other like musicians in a rag. And that, too, was like a refilled glass of champagne that maketh glad the heart of
man. "The future of the world," wrote Chaliapin in a birthday message to the Savoy Orpheans, "lies in the
brotherhood of man, and I salute you, my brother artists, because I believe you to be supreme in your art." The first
part of the sentence smacks of Socialism, if not actually of Christianity, but to the second part no exception can be
taken. The Savoy Orpheans are master-chefs of dance-music. That strain again, it had a trip-over-the-carpet fall ! Y.
Y.

NOVEMBER - MUSIC TRADE NEWS
RUSSIAN CONDUCTOR ON "JAZZ" Director of Boston Symphony Orchestra likes it. Sees big future
ahead for America in field of music.
The influence of American "jazz" on the music of the future is a subject that will not down, it seems.
Everywhere in the music publications, the general magazines and the newspapers it is being given attention
constantly. The Whiteman concert tour. Eva Gauthier recital. Deems Taylor's opinions and various other events of
this nature have kept the subject constantly before the public, and show that it is one deserving of the attention and
serious consideration of everyone in the music business.
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Among the latest celebrities of the music world who has come forth in defense of American popular music
is serge Koussevityky, the famous Russian conductor, who has come over to direct the Boston Symphony Orchestra.
In a recent interview with Diana Rice, of the "New York Times," Koussevitzky expressed some very interesting
views on modern music. We reprint this interview in part herewith - EDITOR.
The writer had come to talk about jazz and the influence it might have, if any, on future music. It seemed a
difficult subject to open up with a great conductor who lives in classics. However, Koussevitzky answered the
question immediately and directly as seems his way.
"Yes, of course, I like jazz." And picking up the fragile table he moved it away from him and brought it
back again his way apparently of emphasizing his remarks, as he did the same thing frequently through the talk that
followed. One way perhaps of expending some of that energy which he seems to have in so great an abundance.
Then warming to the subject of modern music, the dance instinct, jazz (here at last was an artist acclaimed by critics
as of the first rank who was not afraid to talk about jazz), he continued:
"Jazz is an important contribution to modern musical literature. it has an epochal significance. It should not
be downed. It is not an indication of bad taste. It is not superficial. It is fundamental. Jazz comes from the soul,
where all music has its beginning. It marks the turbulence of the times, the energy and bustle of a people. It is good
music because it responds to the longing of a people. If it went against their natures it would not be good music.
According to Koussevitzky, musicians did not know the value of the trombone, the trumpet and other wind
instruments-the instruments he associates with jazz-until modern music brought them into prominence. There were,
of course, among the older composers those who brought out to some degree the brasses, drums, etc., which formed
the background of an orchestra. Beethoven over a century ago wrote into his Second symphony a more ambitious
part for the double bass than had ever before been attempted. At that time Dragonetti the Venetian, was the only bass
viol soloist of note, and authorities say there have been but three or four famous ones. The story goes that the great
Beethoven was so impressed by the possibilities of the double bass after hearing Dragonetti play upon it that he
immediately went home and set to work on a score which gave to the large, unwieldy instrument a new and important
place in the orchestral world. So it has been with other instruments to which musical practice now gives a more
prominent place.
In this development Koussevitzky sees natural change in music as expressed in jazz and other modern
compositions. On his first program in Boston appears a selection entitled "Pacific 231," and, as might be surmised, it
is written around a modern steam engine of American make, though the composer is a Swiss. It is in the rendition of
this type of piece no less than his original reading of old classics (and there is a composition of the eighteenth
century on the same program with the steam engine) that has won for Mr. Koussevitzky the name of radical. This and
similar pieces he will present to his American audiences because he feels that these reflect the spirit of the age in
which they are written. Then the question came up whether tuneful music is bad music.
"That," interrupted the virtuoso, while his table was dragged from and returned to its vantage point, "that is
my hobby. All music is melodious if the melody is properly brought out. It is only a case of familiarity. The cook
may prefer the hurdy-gurdy to Ravel, that greatest of moderns. But if she hears Ravel often enough she will find
melody in his music. Music is like love. Light love may seem delicious, but it does not last. Deep love does. It is the
same in literature and in music. A frothy melody is sung on all lips and lasts a couple of months, but a great melody
never dies. That which is fundamental in music always endures, whether it is jazz or Beethoven. Beethoven's pieces
are tuneful and can be played to reveal this."
And here Koussevitzky indicated that we might expect some changes in the way he would play the old
standbys-those he played at all.
"Music changes with the times," he continued. "Nobody liked Beethoven at first. A friend of mine in Berlin,
a great collector of manuscripts , has an old journal commenting upon the Third symphony of Beethoven's, the day
after it was played. 'What awful music,' runs the account. 'No one will ever stand it. It was the worst thing I ever
listened to.' When Wagner was first played the people put their fingers in their ears. It may be the same with the new
Russian composers and with the French modernists, many of whose compositions have never been heard in this
country, and exist only in manuscript. It will take time to understand them and to like them. The modernists are
searching. They are grouping for the truth. That is their contribution to composition. True music has melody. It is
tuneful."
Russia, according to Koussevitzky, has not become as radical musically as it has politically. It was, in fact,
with considerable difficulty that he succeeded in giving programs of his own choice during his last year in Russia.
There was a strong conservative element who objected to music of the modern school.
This is the man who is bringing to America the modern music he thinks Americans should understand. For
he says: "There is no progress in clinging always to the old, especially in this great America, with all its promise.
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"Here everything is ahead of you. In Europe so much is behind us. There is no reason why in time America
should not produce great composers. It is yet a very young country. It takes time. Of course I am a musician, why
not? My father was a musician. My grandfather was a musician. My mother's brothers were all musicians." And it
was this mother who taught Koussevitzky to play the piano.
"Your McDowell," he continued, "did some very good work. And there is another American, the young
Alexander Steinert, who has great promise. But if America does not yet create it does a wonderful thing-a lawyer
told me the word yesterday (Koussevitzky still finds his English words with difficulty)-it cultivates. Americans may
be said to be cultivators of music. And whenever things do not grow easily people take more pains to make them
grow, to nourish them. And so Americans are nourishing their music. You pay more attention to music than any other
country in the world. America has the greatest orchestras in the world. Why shouldn't America in the future produce
great music?"
When Koussevitzky brings the Boston Symphony to New York at thanksgiving time he will bring also some
of the much-talked-of manuscripts never before played in America. One of these, "Paintings from the Picture Show,"
by Moussorgsky, has been specially arranged for the conductor by Maurice Ravel.

NOVEMBER 15 - THE MUSICAL STANDARD
THE ARAB INFLUENCE ON MUSIC IN THE WESTERN SOUDAN - Including References to Modern
Jazz. by Henry George Farmer.
In a recent issue of the "Musical Times" a number of theories were expressed as to the origin of the word
jazz. For those readers who have concern in the discussion, and especially those interested in Oriental music, I
submit a few words on music and musical instruments in the Western Soudan, through whose portals Islamic culture
filtered to the various West and Central African peoples, from whom America obtained not merely the word jazz, but
much of what it stands for.
At the outset let me say that little or nothing has been written on this subject, and in proof of this readers
may turn to Julien Tiersot's contribution, "La musique chez les negres d'afrique," in the last volume of Lavignac's
"Encyclopedie de la Musique" (1922). With the exception of a not on "Un instrument soudanais; la Kora," Tiersot
has nothing to say of this part of Africa, which, from a point of view of ethnography, history and culture, is of far
more value than the peoples or divisions that he has dealt with. Be that as it may, my purpose here is merely to give
some musical items from the history of the Western Soudan, with some remarks on "borrowings," in the hope that
they may tempt others to go further.
Since the year 1900-10, the Western Soudan has been I cultural contact with Islamic peoples, and its history
from this period may be read in a number of documents in Arabic (some with a French translation) published by the
Ecole des langues orientales at Paris.
The term jazz, whose derivation is beginning to obsess some people as much as what it stands for, will be
our first consideration. The word is derived from the Arabic jaz', a term used in the oldest Arabic works on prosody
and music, and meant "the cutting off," "the apocopation." It passed with numerous other Arabic musical terms and
customs, to the peoples of the West Coast of Africa, to be handed on, in the course of time, to America.
The histories that I have mentioned throw interesting light on musical customs in the Western Soudan.
These works are certainly written in Arabic, but that would not prevent an author using purely indigenous terms
where such were in use, as indeed, he often does. We see in these works that the culture of the Western Soudan was
almost wholly Islamic.
Al-Shaqandi (d. 1231), the Spanish Arab Historian, mentions three instruments of the Soudanese, the yaru,
the abu gurun, and the dabdaba. The first was the Arabic for a small reed flute, and the third was a drum. Sachs
("Reallexikon der musikinstrumente") says that the abu qurun was a drum, but there is no evidence that I am aware
of for the statement. The words mean literally. "Father of horns," and such a typical Arabic expression immediately
suggests a huge horn of elephant's tusk, such as has been commonly used by the Soudanese for centuries.
Ibn Batuta, the Arab author and traveler, visited this part of the world in the thirteenth century. He sailed
from Aden, and, landing on the African coast, proceeded to the chief town in the Eastern Soudan, which was
maqdashaw, where he saw a royal procession headed by a band of tabls (drums, buqs (horns or clarions) and nafirs
(trumpets). At a reception in the palace, he heard the royal military band, called the tablkhana ( literally the "drum
house"), an institution which, by the way, greatly interested our Crusaders, when they saw it with the Arabs. It
comprised the previously named instruments, as well as surnays (large oboes). During the performance of this music,
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says the author, "nobody stirred or moved." This perfect silence and attention during the performance of the nauba
or "divertimento" by a tablkhana, was rigorously enforced by the Arabs, and their imitators, the Turks.
At Malli, in the Western Soudan, Ibn Batuta says that the Sultan's music consisted of tabls, buqs (which
were made of elephants' tusks), and an instrument constructed of gourds and reeds (wood), which was beaten with
sticks. This last instrument was probably the marimba. In the chamber music of the Sultan, singers accompanied
themselves with a long-necked pandore called the gunibri. Female slaves are also mentioned playing an instrument
made of reed, to the lower part of which were attached small bells. It was probably an instrument similar to that
preserved at Brussels, No. 290.
Under the Khalifate, drums were conferred on princes and high officers as a patent of office. The custom
was followed by the Fatimids, Ayyubids and Mamluks, and even by mediaeval Europe. We see the same practice in
the Western Soudan, c. 1524, where royal princes have a tabl conferred on them as a sign of authority. this was
under the askia rulers (1493-1590). One askia, Musa (1529) possessed a "Royal Singer," who sang before the royal
cavalade. This, too, was an old Arab custom, for the Arabs had a manshid (reciter) who rode at the head of the
contingents, as well as singers who sang to the accompaniment of the duff or tabl.
His successor Askia Muhammad Banker (1531) maintained a luxurious court, increasing his bands and
orchestras, and the number of singers, both male and female. We read of both the tabl and the buq being used for
proclamations, of the tabl as a household instrument in times of rejoicing, of the tabl and ghaita (large oboe) as
military instruments, of the music of mizmar (oboe) and duff (square tambourine) to lighten the burden of labour.
The latter were the old Arab and Jewish folk instruments, high in favour at the time of the Prophet Muhammad.
Askia Muhammad Bankar (1531) invented two instruments - the futurifu, a kind of trumpet, and the
gabtanda, a drum, lower in pitch than the tabl. Another askia, Ishaq II (1581) had fourteen female players on the
zammara (small flute), whilst his emblems of "royalty" included a special drum called the tabl alsultana. On one
occasion we read of his band, which included rababs (rebecs), nazs (?), and ghaitas. The word naze is probably a
copyist's error for tars (round tambourines).
The Moroccan pashas followed these rulers, and under the new regime (1590-1760) we read of military
music comprising buqs and duffs, and a huge trumpet, the size of a man, called the buq al-kabir ("large buq"). Large
trumpets and horns were specially favoured by the Arabs and their successors in the East. In the year 1694, a pasha
claimed as his right of pashalik, the music of ghaitas, tabls, rababs, tars, mizmars, duffs, etc. Pasha Al-Hasani
(1723) enjoyed the music of ghaitas, rubabs, tabls and duffs, whilst Pasha Al-Hasan (1741), on one occasion,
entertained a celebrity with the music of the ghaita and the rabab.
From this brief resume of the musical history of the Western Soudan, together with our present knowledge
of the political, social and cultural conditions, one can safely hazard the opinion that a fairly advanced state of
musical culture obtained from the fourteenth century, a date given by Clement Huart for the intellectual awakening of
the Western Soudan after the Arab contact. It produced some well-known writers on law and history, and its colleges
were not insignificant. Up to the sixteenth century, the Western Soudan was a cultural offspring of Egypt. After the
Moorish occupation (see under the Pashas) it is Morocco that determines the intellectual world of the Soudanese.
To the peoples of the West Coast, the Western Soudan presented the nearest point of contact with
civilization, and it was only natural that they should be influenced by it. I have mentioned that they "borrowed" their
jazz from the Arab jaz'. In musical instruments they "borrowed" the Arab tabl as the tubule, the zamr or sammara as
the zumair, the tar as the utari, the ghaita as the d'hete or kedete, the gunibri as the gimbri, the kitar or Kissar (lyre)
as the kasso, the duhulak (drums) as the daluka, the shaqshaq (rattle) as the sakasaka. Of course, there is nothing
strange in this "borrowing" when we consider that the Arabs of the Middle Ages led the world's culture, and even
Europe had already "borrowed" the Arab tabl or tabir as the tabor, the nafir as the anafil, the rabab as the rebec, the
tur, the surnay as the dulcayna, the duff as the adufe, the shabbaba as the exabeba (flute or flute a bec), the sanuj, as
the sonajaz (cymbals), the gas'a as the quesse (caisse), the ganun as the canon (zither), the ghaita as the gaita (?), to
say nothing of "borrowings" from Arab musical science and theory.
I am not concerned with the musical instruments of the Western Soudan which do not bear Arabic names,
some of which belong to a period anterior to that of the Arab influence, but I would like to observe that the
instrument mentioned by Tiersot called the kora, a guitar or mandoline, is perhaps a name derived from the Arabic
gar'a (" gourd"). The famous collections of musical instruments at Brussels, Paris, New York, Berlin, Copenhagen
and South Kensington are almost destitute of specimens from the Western Soudan, and little better can be said of the
ethnographical collections. There is need for improvement.
I would like to acknowledge that the above material was gathered during a period of Research Studentship
at Glasgow University, 1918-20.
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OCTOBER 18 - LIVING AGE
THE JAZZ BAND AND NEGRO MUSIC - by Darius Milhaud. - M. Milhaud is a member of 'The Six,' a
reasonably famous group of young French composers who lead the modernist van. He write of American music with
authority, having but recently completed a tour of the United States during which he lectured at Harvard University.
The conservative will find his article very like his music-infuriating but interesting.
It was in 1918 that the jazz band was brought across the ocean from New York by Baby Deslys and Pilcer
of the Casino de Paris. It came almost like a cart of terror, like a sudden awakening, this shattering storm of rhythm,
these tone elements never previously combined and now let loose upon us all at once.
We were quick to catch its salient characteristics, among which the following are worth mentioning: (a) The
employment of syncopation in rhythm and melody, which, against its background of dull regularity, is quite as
fundamental as the circulation of the blood, the beat of the heart, or the pulse. (b) The introduction of percussion
instruments-by which I mean the grouping of all percussion instruments together in a simplified orchestration which
makes them like a single instrument so perfect that when 'Buddy,' the drummer of the syncopated Orchestra, plays a
percussion solo we think we are hearing a deliberate rhythmic composition, so varied is the expression. This effect is
to be explained by the variety of the tone color in the percussion instruments that he plays simultaneously. (c) The
new instrumental technique-that is, the employment of the piano with dryness and precision just as the drum and
banjo are used. (d) The increased importance of the saxophone and the trombone, whose glissandos are becoming a
favorite effect, and to which, as well as to the trumpet, even the most delicate melodies are by preference entrusted.
(e) The copious use of mutes for both these instruments, the use of the portamento, the employment of the vibrato,
whether on pedals, stops, or mouthpiece. (f) The clarinet has so shrill a tone and so much strength, makes possible so
many runs and tone changes, that it disconcerts our best players. Hence the introduction of the banjo, which has a
harder, more stimulating, and sonorous tone than the harp or the pizzicati of a quartette. (g) Last of all, here is a
whole special technique of the violin, sharply played, employing the broadest of vibratos and the very slowest of
glissandos.
The strength of the jazz band lies in the thoroughgoing novelty of its technique. So far as rhythm is
concerned, the constant employment of syncopation has forced us to recognize the fact that this music can be
produced with the simplest means and needs no rich or varied array of instruments. During 1920 or 1921 one could
get an idea of the most perfect jazz-music only by hearing Jean Wiener at the piano and Vance Lowry on the
saxophone or banjo at the Gaya Bar in the Rue Duphot, playing the purest, most authentic jazz with a bare minimum
of instruments.
So far as orchestration is concerned, the employment of the instruments that I have described above and the
extreme refinement of their special technique have naturally made possible an extraordinary range of expression. To
be in a position to judge, one must hear a serious jazz band of genuine musicians who practice together regularly like
one of our good string quartettes and who bring their orchestration, as Irving Berlin does, to absolute perfection.
There were, however, inferior jazz bands who turned their tones upside down, who lacked technique, and who
entrusted their percussion instruments to untrained and tasteless players, hoping to obtain the same results by using
false elements such as motor-horns, sirens, rattles, and so forth. Yet it is amazing how quickly these unaccustomed
instruments fell out of fashion and were relegated to the lumber-room-even the water-whistle, which has an agreeable
sound midway between the human voice and the flute.
It is necessary to hear a serious jazz band such as Billy Arnold's or Paul Whiteman's. There nothing is left to
chance, everything is balance and proportion, revealing the touch of the true musician, perfect master of all the
possibilities of every instrument. One must hear a soiree by the Billy Arnold band in the Casino at Cannes or
Deauville. Sometimes four saxophones are leading, sometimes the violin, the clarinet, the trumpet, or the trombone.
Or again one may hear an infinite variety of instrumental combinations, uniting one after another with the piano and
the percussion instruments, each with its own meaning, its own logic, its own timbre-each with an expression
peculiar to itself.
Since we first heard jazz in Europe, a distinct evolution has taken place. In the beginning it was a veritable
cataract of tone. Then we began to appreciate once more the value of the melodic element. Then came the period of
'blues,' very simple melodies,-bare so to speak,-which were carried by a clear sharp rhythm, with percussion
instruments scarcely noticeable, almost intimate. Then came the transition from the almost mechanical effects like
the Paul Whiteman's steel percussion at the Palais Royal in New York, and then the fine, almost elusive, almost too
gripping tones of the jazz at the Hotel Brunswick in Boston.
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In jazz the North Americans have really found expression in an art form that suits them thoroughly, and
their great jazz bands achieve a perfection that places them next our most famous symphony orchestras like that of
the conservatoire or our modern orchestras of wind instruments and our quartettes-the Capet Quartette, for instance,
which is our very best.
They have brought us absolutely new elements of tone and rhythm of which they are perfect masters. But
these jazz bands have hitherto been used only for dancing, and the music written for them has not got beyond
ragtime, the foxtrot, and the shimmy. It was a mistake to adapt pieces of music already famous-ranging from Tosca's
prayer to 'Peer Gynt' or Grechaninov's Berceuse-making use of their melodic elements as dance themes. This is an
error of taste, as bad in its way as the employment of motor-sirens with percussion instruments.
These magnificent orchestras need a concert repertoire. Thanks to Jean Wiener we were able to hear Billy
Arnold's jazz band on December 6,1921, in the Salle des Agriculteurs. It was fitting that these wonderful musicians
should be heard in a concert. Not only a jazz repertoire, but also chamber music should be written for these
orchestras in order to utilize their possibilities to the full. The influence of these American dances has brought us
here in Paris the 'Steamboat Ragtime,' in Eric Satie's 'Parade,' and George Auric's 'Adieu New York.' Here is a case
where the symphony orchestra discourses ragtime and foxtrot. In the 'Piano Rag Music' of Igor Stravinski we have a
piano piece which employs the rhythmic elements of ragtime in a concert piece. Jean Wiener in his Sonatine
syncopee provides a piece of chamber music which owes its origin to various elements of jazz although it retains the
sonata form. This is a great step forward. Instrumental chamber-music and concert sonatas still remain to be written
for the jazz band, especially for those instruments which jazz ordinarily brings together.
In harmony, too, there is a marked development for, though originally the jazz-band repertoire was of dance
music alone, to-day it is following the same curve as the rest of contemporary harmony. The succession of dominant
sevenths and ninths which so greatly surprised the year 1900 is now being used in the most recent fashionable
dances, for example in 'Ivy' and in 'Jimmy Johnson'. There can be no doubt that in a few years polytonal and atonal
harmonies will prevail in the dances that will follow the shimmies of 1920. To-day we find minor and major chords
side by side, as for example in Zez Confrey's 'Kitten on the Keys.'
In the United States there is a whole series of theoretical and technical works dealing with jazz, works on
the use of the trombone with illustration of the most effective glissandos and the best way of employing them, and
others for the saxophone and the clarinet with all their new technical possibilities in jazz. New York has a school, the
Winn School of Popular Music, which has published three methods of playing folk music, ragtime, jazz, and blues,theoretically of the greatest interest-in which all the special elements of this music are worked out with logical
perfection. These studies are extraordinarily valuable, not only as regards technique but also in improvisation and the
methods of composition that give this music its special character. I mean, for example, such devices as arpeggios,
trills, runs, broken chords, omissions, dissonances, embellishments, ornaments, variations, and cadenzas, which are
introduced ad libitum at the end of the parts of various instruments, but in such a way that the rhythmic regularity of
the whole does not suffer. Side by side with this music-which, thanks to its careful composition and the absolutely
unified and machinelike precision of its ensemble, is a little mechanical-another kind has developed. This, however,
springs from the same source. I mean the music of the American Negro.
There can be no doubt that the origin of jazz music is to be sought among the Negroes. Primitive African
qualities have kept their place deep in the nature of the American Negro and it is here that we find the origin of the
tremendous rhythmic force as well as the expressive melodies born of inspiration which oppressed races alone can
produce. The Negro spirituals were the first published Negro music. The religious songs of the slaves, very ancient
popular folk-motives, were collected and written down by Henry Burleigh. These songs produce an impression not
greatly different from the melody in the 'blues' whose form is the work of Handy. I am thinking of the 'Saint Louis
Blues' and the 'Aunt Hagar's Children Blues.' There is the same tenderness, the same melancholy, the same faith that
filled the slaves who compared the sorrow of their lives to the Egyptian captivity of the Jews and longed with all
their souls for a Moses to save them ('Go Down, Moses').
Aside from dance music, whose improvisation gives it a kind of expressiveness and life to be found only
among the Negroes, jazz has been employed in the theatre with the happiest results. There are operettas of exquisite
musicality like 'Shuffle Along,' by Noble Sissle and Eubie Blake, or 'Liza,' by Maceo Pinkard, in which singers,
chorus, and dancers are accompanied by a jazz orchestra. The orchestra of 'Liza' consists of a flute, a clarinet, two
trumpets, a trombone, the percussion instruments, - played by a single player, - a piano, a string quartette, - in which
the viola is replaced by a saxophone, - and a contrabass. As a matter of fact the technical elements have been much
less changed by the Negroes. In the jazz of the Whites everything has been worked out to perfection and studied in
the most thorough way. Among the Negroes there is far more improvisation. But what tremendous musical gifts and
what power of performances are necessary to bring improvisation to such a pitch of perfection! In their technique
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they possess great freedom and facility. Each instrument follows its natural melodic line and improvises even while it
adheres to the harmonic framework which underlies and supports the piece as a whole. We find this music
perpetually employing a rich and confusing interweaving of elements. It uses major and minor chords together with
quarter tones, which are produced by a combination of glissando and vibrato technique - an exaggeration of the
trombone tones, as well as vigorous vibration of the trumpet pistons and strange uses of the fingers on the violin
strings.
The quarter tone has an expressiveness which can be compared with nothing else, fits into diatonic harmony
quite as well as the chromatic, and may be regarded as a transition tone in the diatonic scale. It has no relation
whatever to the system of quarter tones being studied at present in Central Europe, which is based on a doubling of
the twelve notes of the scale, and belongs to the realm of atonal harmony.
Moreover, among the Negroes we get free from the mundane character which the jazz of the white
Americans ordinarily possesses. Among the Negroes the dance retains its wild African character. The penetrating
intensity of rhythm and melody becomes tragic and despairing. In some little dance-hall - as for example the 'Capitol'
at the end of Lenox Avenue, near 140th Street - one can often hear a Negro girl singing the same melody for an hour
at a time, - a melody which is often shrill, but quite as perfect as any of the beautiful classic recitatives, - supported
by a jazz orchestra which supplies a background of constantly changing melodies. The variations are so numerous
that they attain the richness and breadth of a symphony. Here we are far away from the elegant dances of Broadway
which we may hear in the Hotel Claridge. Here we are at the first sources of this music, with its deep human content
which is about to create as complete a revolution as any of the masterpieces now universally recognized.

NOVEMBER 20 - MUSIC COURIER
KAHN ON JAZZ - Otto H. Kahn, in an address before the Brooklyn Chamber of Commerce recently, made
some remarks in defense of jazz. His words have been reported all over the world - a fact that is far more interesting
than the words themselves. If Tom, Dick or Harry had made the same or similar statements not a single newspaper
would ever have quoted them, to say nothing of the editorial mention which has also been accorded the remarks of
Mr. Kahn. Even if Tom, Dick and Harry were musical experts far more qualified to speak of jazz then is Mr. Kahn,
their words would have been received with (perhaps) respectful silence. But Mr. Kahn has millions, he is a sponsor
of the arts, he has a son who directs a jazz band - therefore what he says is of importance - to the news-seeking press.
As to what this same press thinks about Mr. Kahn's statement. The Times and The World write editorially
upon the subject. The Times heads its editorial remarks with the statement that: "His Opinion Will Not Be
Accepted," and then puts into the mouths of imaginary critics a whole series of statements contradicting M. Kahn.
The World agrees, at least, that "his thesis is sound" and that "jazz, whether we like it or not, is American." The
World also says: "It is significant that our musicians unanimously sniff at jazz," which is not quite a fact, since some
of our musicians are actually writing jazz compositions, but is significant nevertheless, for there is a tremendous
prejudice among a majority of American musicians against jazz.
This prejudice will not be lessened by Mr. Kahn's remarks. Those who hold it actually believe they are
upholding the best traditions of musical art in opposing jazz. They have not the patience to wait and see what it may
develop into, nor are they, apparently, conscious of the beautiful (it seems so to us) tone color of the best jazz
orchestras. It is pleasant to have Mr. Kahn defend jazz, but how much better would it be if some of our real-musical,
pedagogical leaders had said just what he said?
But no! These musicians - and The World is almost right when it uses the word "unanimous" to describe
their number - will not acknowledge that way good can ever possibly come from this "evil" thing. They give the
impression that they would rather America had no national music then that this music should grow out of jazz. As
The Times says, if jazz expresses the American spirit, then the American spirit "is in a very bad way." And the Time
also - inadvertently, perhaps - calls attention to the crux of much of the argument of the "professors" when it
intimates that jazz violates the laws of music.
That is just the fault of many - they hold to what they conceive to be the laws of music and of good taste
without admitting that these laws may change. Many of them have not really as yet accepted anything much more
advanced than Brahms, Debussy and Strauss are still on the doubtful list, and as for the moderns! Nor have they the
paternal instinct which loves the bad boy in spite of his faults and has faith n his proper growth. They refuse to aid in
his growth. Their whole attitude indicates that they would like to strangle him in his horrid youth as they would a
plague or any other national menace. The remarks that some of them have been heard to make after hearing
Whiteman or Lopez were of such a character that they are only to be characterized as fanatical.
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Do not the experiences of the past suggest the wisdom of tolerance? And do they really think, these
"sniffers," to borrow The World's term, that jazz can do anybody any harm? Whether it stays what it is or grows into
a serious musical idiom, who can it hurt? Will it prevent performances, as in the past, of the classics? If Whiteman
and Lopez play some of the classics on their jazz orchestras, is that any worse than to play the classics on military
bands? Is a band of grass and wood with the clarinets taking the place of the violins any better than a band of brass,
saxophones and strings?
The one great and standing blot on jazz and the jazz orchestras is their habit of garbing the classics. We do
not mean the humorous burlesquing of the classics - that is legitimate fun-making. What we refer to is the rewriting
of the classics, making potpourri out of them in serious vein, shoving them all into fox-trot rhythm.

NOVEMBER 28 - MUSICAL NEWS
KAHN WANTS A JAZZ OPERA TO PRODUCE ON METROPOLITAN STAGE - Otto H. Kahn,
financier and chairman of the Metropolitan Opera Company, has offered to produce a jazz opera at the Metropolitan
- on conditions.
"With an interest in jazz heightened by the adventure of his son, Roger, in organizing a jazz orchestra, he
has talked of jazz opera with Irving Berlin, Jerome Kern and George Gershwin.
"He told them the opera should not concern the love of an Indian maiden for a pale-faced hunter but the
story of a stenographer, shop girl or any of the American types whose life is one of bobbed hair, subway riding,
movies and flapperism.
"I'd give my right arm to be able to do it' Irving Berlin said yesterday. "But I don't feel I'm equipped for the
work.' He added it would take the qualities of a Victor Herbert. Mr. Kern also said he did not consider himself
equipped, but expressed sympathy with the idea.
"Gershwin has taken a step toward long jazz pieces in his 'Rhapsody in Blue.' He indicated he was going
further with this work.
In reference to this Charles Henry Melzer says: "Mr. Kahn again rushes to the defense of the noblest
national art - well, he is able to treat the Metropolitan as a toy."
Eleanor Everest Freer says: "Art is based upon nothing but talent and technic, it needs no clap-trap or jazz
basis, as Otto Kahn advocates and when Americans take the operatic destinies of the country into his own hands,
then only, will the country produce art and opera."
Mrs. Freer also quotes Delamarter as saying: " 'Art, to be pure, must be based upon musical culture; and if
based on folk tunes is imitative, not wholly creative.' "
Everybody's talking about it! Everybody has an opinion - so, let's have a symposium.
Music News will, on Friday, December 12, print all the comment on the subject which has been received at
this office by Monday the 8th.
No matter which side you take - no matter whether you are professional or layman and, above all, no matter
whether you are an advertiser in Music News or not, just so long as you have an opinion on the matter and are not
afraid to sigh your own name to it let's have it and we will hope to get, out of a variety of opinions, something more
to think about

NOVEMBER 20 - MUSIC COURIER
JAZZ VS. THE ARKANSAW TRAVELER by Edgar White. - This article is given space in the MUSICAL
COURIER not because it appears to have any musical significance but because it deals with a phase of American life
that will probably soon disappear and be forgotten. It is not jazz that will push it aside, but civilization, rural
development, opportunity. The solitude that made the fiddler of old is giving place to all sorts of pleasure, musical
and otherwise, including the flivver and the radio, the talking machine and the picture theater, which so fill up the
spare time of potential fiddlers that their mood is satisfied and need not the self-expression of the old time tunes. As
our author says in this article, the old tunes ought to be preserved. But even in the preserving of them, the fiddles
spirit would be lost, and that was just as important and just as strictly a part of American history as the tunes
themselves. - THE EDITOR.
Come huskers tall, to the Captain's call, as the tankard passes, fill your glasses
The sparkling cider drain; There's work tonight, 'mid the candlelight,
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For hand that's quick, and muscles thick, shucking the golden grain.
Missouri Husking Song.
Corn-shucking and fiddling-time in Missouri are contemporaneous. They work hand-in-had in rounding up
the harvest.
Despite the solemn declaration of a certain high-brow musical journal that the old-time fiddler had crawled
into his hole and let "jazz" push him away from the footlights, nearly 3,,000 enthusiastic fiddle tans packed the
grandstand the first night of the Macon (Mo.) fair and listened to thirty-two fiddledom stars of the log cabin days saw
out The Lost Indian, Run, Nigger Run, Pop Goes the Weasel and a hundred other soul-stirring classics of the bow.
Fiddlin dead? The Bob Taylor boys only a lot of has-beens? Goodness gracious, No! Why, at Macon these
old-timers were the whole show. They came from everywhere in Missouri, and one fetched his old fiddle and bow all
the way from Kansas. And the Jayhawker got three cheers and a tiger for the way he played Rocky Mountain. R. S.
Cummins was his name, and he was here from Thomas County, Kansas.
Before the battle of the bows began, manager R. A. Guthrie was called upon to lay down a rule.
"Yes, we will have no jazz in these here demonstrations." said Bill Blankenship, of Bevier, holding up his
fiddle threateningly.
"Jazz?" said Guthrie; "how can I tell?"
"It's like hanging a cat by the tail to a tree limb and shootin' at it with a nigger shooter," explained Bill
logically.
All the old boys added assent. "Nothing but the old-time music goes," they declared in concert.
Seems that one of the fairs let some alleged "jazz men" get in and they won quite a round of applause from
the youngsters who rather liked the noise Blankenship so graphically described. Anyhow the fiddle and the bow vets
organized and declared if any more of that non-union jazz music got in they'd go on a strike. So to make a Macon
holiday, jazz was barred.
"It's like this," said Henry Taylor, of Cairo, Mo., who won top honors in the world champion contest; "the
fiddle men don't know anything about notes and bars and scales, and these fancy curves the jazz men put on. We play
by sound, the old-time pieces that have been played for fifty years or more - that's all we know, and we think they're
pretty good yet. There are 500 or more of those old melodies, and I guess every fiddler has his own peculiar way of
playing them."
One man who listened closely to the performers up until midnight said:
"Good gosh! Every man played the same piece."
An old-timer in the contest rail heard him and retorted:
"The trouble with you is you don't know nothing about music."
The fun of an old-time fiddlers' contest is in the absolute freedom of action. Some play with coats and vests
off, their galluses (they call 'em) frankly in evidence, sleeves rolled up, sawing away for dear life while their stout
shoes beat a lively tattoo on the floor.
When Taylor picked up his bow it seemed that every foot on the grandstand began tapping. Daintily dressed
women in the private boxes delicately touched the floor with their French shoes. The effect was electrical. Taylor
was awarded the top prize long before the judges announced their decision.
There were a dozen or more "country champions" in the contest, some of whom had fiddled for fifty years.
Technically it would be a difficult job to decide such a contest, where no man has any technical knowledge.
The judges have to pass on the melody, the harmony, the feeling a man puts into his work. Great musicians say there
are no greater singers without great feeling. Sometimes a great sorrow puts into a singer's voice the one thing needed
to perfect it. A certain historical instance is cited of a man who broke a woman's heart to give her voice the cadence
necessary to make it sublime.
In a lesser way, perhaps, the old fiddler puts in his work pathetic touches because of the sorrow he has
passed through, and of the autumn of life that silvers his hair. That must be it because one writer remarked as a
curious circumstance that despite the fact that his hands grew stiffer, his body creaky and his eyes dim, the old
musician's work became better and more melodious as the years drifted y.
The contest at Macon in September was the "round-up" of the fiddle events in Missouri during the year. The
come-back of the fiddler occurred at Macon just a year ago. Small prizes were offered, because it was not expected
more than five or six contestants would show up. Some didn't believe there were more than twenty old timers in the
State. But the local paper began beating the brush and on the day of the contest twenty fiddlers showed up with their
weapons of war. The surprised management had to hustle around pretty lively to get a ten big enough to
accommodate the fiddlers and the large crowd that assembled to hear them.
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Since then nearly every fair in the State has put on a fiddlers' contest, and one of the events (at Paris) was
attended by the mayors of St. Louis and Kansas City. There were twenty-four fiddlers in the ring. At Macon- the
closing contest of the year - there were thirty-two. All the prize winners at the other contests were present, and when
the honors were accorded Taylor it was after he had gone against the greatest assembly of fiddling talent of his life.
Taylor is a cousin of Former governor Alf Taylor of Tennessee, and of the late Bob Taylor. The Taylors
were all famous fiddlers. Henry Taylor is nearly sixty, a tall, upstanding man, a great reader and well-educated. he
believes that the old-time fiddler and his tunes belong to the history of the country and should be preserved. They
represent a period of development that was characterized by peril and uncertainty. The old fiddle hanging over a
wide hearth in the cabin made the solitude less dreary. To the moccasined frontiersman it spoke of the birds, the
rustle of the wind, and the sound of the woodsman's ax, the puffing of the steamboat - of life as he knew it. His
problems, his joys, his sorrow were committed to it, and be found solace in the confidence bestowed.
"When you understand what he fiddle means to the old-timers," said Mr. Taylor, "you will understand why
jazz has no place in their thought and ambitions."

DECEMBER - CURRENT OPINION
WHERE JAZZ IS TAKING US MUSICALLY - Conflicting Opinions of Famous Musicians and Others. A
rather violent conflict of opinions as to the effect that jazz music is likely to have upon the music of the future is
manifested in a symposium conducted by The Etude, to which are such contributors as Percy Grainger, Mrs. H. H. A.
Beach, Charles Wakefield Cadman, Dr. Frank Damrosch, John Philip Sousa, George Ade, Robert M. Stults and Fred
Stone. Percy Grainger has made an exhaustive study of syncopated music and does not share the fear of other
composers who tremble for the music of the "jazz-tainted" future. To his way of thinking:
"The best of jazz is the finest popular music known to me in any country of today or even of the past. Its
excellence rests on its combination of Nordic melodiousness with Negro tribal, rhythmic polyphony plus the great
musical refinement and sophistication that has come through the vast army of highly trained cosmopolitan musicians
who play in jazz. There never was a popular music so classical.
"One of the main characteristics of jazz is that taken from the improvised habits of the Chinese and other
musicians of the Far East. The seductive, exotic, desocializing elements imputed to jazz by musical ignoramuses
have no musical basis. Musically speaking, the chief characteristics of jazz are solidity, robustness, refinement,
sentiment, friendly warmth. As music it seems to me far less sensuous, passionate or abandoned than the music of
many peoples. It is what one would expect from a solid, prosperous Nordic race.
"If jazz had done nothing more than to break down certain old orchestral jail walls, it would be justified. It
is in the instrumentation of the modern jazz orchestra that the musician is principally interested. This is momentous
in every way. To me it represents an advance in instrumentation only to be compared in extent with that which
occurred in another line between the instrumentation of Beethoven and the instrumentation of Wagner. It has opened
up glorious instrumental possibilities."
Mrs. H. H. A. Beach, esteemed as the foremost living woman composer, confesses that she is not very
familiar with jazz, but from what she has heard of it she would "hardly class it among influences for good." Indeed,
"taken in association with some of the modern dancing and the sentiment of the verses on which many of the 'jazz'
songs are founded, it would be difficult to find a combination more vulgar or debasing. Shall we be content to flavor
our food with pepper, or is our future diet to consist entirely of Tabasco sauce?'
Charles Wakefield Cadman, another composer, declares it to be "as silly to stir oneself over the matter of
jazz as it is to get into a fever heat over modern Christianity and Fundamentalism." He would have us:
"Simply recognize the fact that jazz is an exotic expression of our present national life. The very fact of its
form changing every year shows its impermanence. Its very rhythms and its fantastic effects, which are not without
cleverness (because a good musician is usually called in to orchestrate the rather crude piano scores), somehow
reflect the restless energy that pulses through the 'spirit of the day,' a restlessness that has become more patent since
the World War. Jazz makes a more popular appeal at this moment than it would make at a more quiescent period of
history. It is the craving for excitement on the part of those who can understand only the more popular forms of
music; in other words, than those who fancy the savage in music because it brings them a 'kick.' "
Dr. Frank Damrosch, director of the Institute of Musical Art, believing that "jazz is to real music what the
caricature is to the portrait," attributes the "jazz fad" to the fact that "we are living in a state of unrest, of social
evolution, of transition from a condition of established order to a new objective as yet but dimly visualized" and he
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"can only hope that sanity and the love of the beautiful will help to set the world right again so that music will
resume its proper mission of beautifying life instead of burlesquing it."
Robert Stults, who composed "The Sweetest Story Ever Told" and has lived to receive royalties on 3
million copies of that still popular song, deplores "the gradual deterioration of the so-called popular music of the
day" and "the malarious atmosphere created buy jazz in the musical world."
John Philip Sousa, George Ade and Fred Stone are a unit in applauding "good Jazz" and in decrying the
other variety. Ade would compel every ragtime artist to "take an examination and secure a license before his is
permitted to fool with a saxophone"; and Stone foresees jazz developing into a form accepted as music, and "when
'The Pasmala' is recognized as the first ragtime song, Ernest Hogan, an almost forgotten minstrel, will be hailed as
the founder of the new American music,"

DECEMBER 12 - MUSIC NEWS
OUR JAZZ SYMPOSIUM - Some comment received in Answer to our suggestion that everybody write
something about jazz. More Jazz maniacs.
A review written for the New York World by Deems Taylor - There was much to choose from: The
Philharmonic at Carnegie Hall, the New York Symphony at Aeolian, and Vincent Lopez and his jazz orchestra at the
Metropolitan. Why, we thought, be narrow-minded? Jazz, everybody says, has a future, and the symphony orchestra
could get along without us for just one Sunday afternoon. So we went to hear Mr. Lopez.
And now we are ready to give up our life of shame, if the symphony orchestras will just take us back and ask
no questions. We discovered yesterday afternoon that we are a hopeless highbrow, and that too much popular music
is harder to bear than a Mahler symphony.
This is no reflection on Mr. Lopez's orchestra, which is a large one, even larger than Mr. Whiteman's, and
revealing much the same brilliant and diverting technic. But Mr. Lopez's program was too much for us. That, too,
was perhaps not his fault, for it was much the same sort of program that Mr. Whiteman offers. Probably we had it in
us to endure just one more half of a jazz program, and it was Mr. Lopez's misfortune to be present when Reason
tottered.
It is the maddening monotony of form and rhythm that makes jazz eventually such a cruel bore to the
concert-wise auditor. The much discussed subtlety and variety of jazz rhythm is no such thing. It is variety of metre,
of note patterns. The rhythm is always the same.
Mr. Lopez played twenty numbers yesterday afternoon, and with the exception of a waltz song by Irving
Berlin, every blessed one of them was in two-four or four-four or alla breve (which to the ear is the same) time. Even
in the transcriptions of music that was originally composed in other rhythms, the relentless rubber stamp of the jazz
arranger had changed time signatures into two-four.
The lovely, languorous six-eight "Tale of the Young Prince," from "Scheherazade," the three-four trombone
fanfares from the same work, Sir Joseph Porter's song and "Little Buttercup," from "Pinafore" - all, all had passed
through the stereotyping machine to emerge as standard, jazz-finished one-steps, as tinny and characterless and
indistinguishable as a school of Fords.
There is a future for jazz, undoubtedly. There is a decided spark of vitality in this combination of bizarre
instrumental technic, unusual instrumental combinations, and tricky metrical patterns; but it will have to be torn from
the arms of its progenitors and brought up in a good home before it will amount to much, before an afternoon of jazz
is as endurable as an afternoon of even minor symphonies
From the New York Post
"Certainly not one note played by Mr. Lopez's orchestra yesterday can be recorded toward the advancement
of the so-called modern American music. Nor do we believe that anything permanent can come of the organization
he has put together for the purposes of concretizing this type of music. Principally his was an exhibition of scoring in
present day approved fashion the works of musicians of other - and better - days. This, according to the Lopez
recipe, is, for instance, to take the 'Young prince and Young Princess' movement from 'Scheherazade,' play it in twofour tempo and palm it off as 'symphonic jazz,' as his music is described. Any concert orchestra can do as well,
perhaps better, with proper instrumentation, so what is proved? It all became tiresome and there were many with no
trains to catch who left early.
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"Mr. Lopez's orchestra consisted of his original dance combination, augmented in the string, brass and reed
choirs, with a French horn or two tossed in. Most of his program has been heard in vaudeville from time to time and
included such chestnuts as 'Nola,' 'Wildflower,' 'Pinafore' and his Russian arrangement, parts of which were formerly
known as 'Where the Volga Flows,' 'Russian Rose,' ad infinitum. There was no 'Rhapsody in Blue,' but Joseph
Nussbaum contributed an arrangement similar in development called 'The Evolution of the Blues.' The best part of
this was W. C. Handy.
"Naturally Lopez scored heaviest playing popular numbers in straight dance time, at which he ranks right at
the top. But he could have done this much better on a dance floor with his original Hotel Pennsylvania musicians,
whose work yesterday stuck out like their gray trousers in the field of blacks.
"There was but one marked advancement in jazz bands that was noticeable. They are now painting the derby
hats white."
Sidney Silber Contribution
It would perhaps be as difficult to define the term jazz as it is to define the term music. However, what
passes for jazz may, in my humble judgment, be considered America's only and very unique contribution to the art of
music. Not long ago, I took occasion to attend Paul Whiteman's concert in this city and must say that I was most
strongly impressed. I am pleased to add that the audience, which consisted, in the main, of lay listeners - I believe
they were also music-lovers - were most enthusiastic in their reception of the program. They could not, apparently,
get their fill of the offerings and many numbers were added to an already generous program. The mood of the
audience was unmistakably that of great joy, delight and good feeling. I left the theatre decidedly '"in high spirits."
Whatever the "cognoscenti," the "high brows" and the "orthodox" may have to say in their denunciation or
antagonism to these "waves of sound" which are fairly in-undating our "musical atmosphere," it is undeniable that
this is no "dry" music; for, truth to tell, it has a "kick" in it.
Whether jazz is a desirable contribution to the art of music and what its legitimate or aesthetic uses may be,
are, of course, two interesting, if not important questions. Personally, I see no reason why this idiom cannot interest
so-called "legitimate" musicians in the same manner as folk music does, although I admit that the idiom is decidedly
of the earth. It is music of the physical body, but it has its fine uses as much as calisthenics or athletics have in the
upbuilding of a physically healthy nation. In brief, I vote for jazz of the Paul Whiteman type. It will not harm nor
help our music which comes from the soul of man and which must continue to go to the soul of man wherever he is
intelligently receptive and which must therefore continue to refresh the soul of mankind as long as it remains human.
Ashley Pettis
Differs with Kahn on our jazz music - Ashely Pettis, pianist, says it should not be permitted in concert halls
- plea for serious artists - real American composers are declared to be thinking in a new musical idiom.
"Ashley Pettis, a young pianist who made his debut in this city (ED: New York) two years ago and recently
returned from a concert tour of Europe, where in some cities he introduced the art music of America, gave out a
statement yesterday, criticizing the tribute to jazz music recently made by Otto H. Kahn, chairman of the board of
directors of the Metropolitan Opera Co. He said in part: 'It is almost impossible to calculate the wide-spread
influence of Mr. Kahn's sweeping declaration that jazz music has a just claim to be taken seriously upon the great
mass of the American public which takes its views on artistic subjects from those who are in responsible positions
and are supposed to be correctly informed. The development of art music is separate and distinct from the work of
the so-called jazz exponents. Jazz is nothing more or less than a distortion of every aesthetic principle. It is all right
in its place - the cabaret and the dance hall - but it should not be permitted to invade the sacred precinct of our
concert halls. Every loyal American looking forward for the artistic development of this nation as a people should
condemn such efforts to lower American standards of art.'
"The tribute to jazz music which Mr. Kahn made and to which the pianist refers, was in a speech by the
banker last Tuesday at the Brooklyn Chamber of Commerce, in support of the Brooklyn Little Theatre movement. At
that time he said that any movement, such as jazz, ;'which bears so obviously the American imprint, which has
divulged new instrumental colors and values which has taken so firm a footing in this country and is an object of
such great interest to foreign musicians visiting here, has a just claim to be taken seriously.'
"Are we to disregard the work of the serious American composer as though he were non-existent,' Mr. Pettis
went on to say, 'and elevate the jazz-mongers of Broadway to immortality. The real American composer, although
thoroughly grounded in the past, is thinking and working in a new musical idiom, which is by no means a rehash of
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Wagner, Strauss and Debussy, as Mr. Kahn seems to believe, since he spoke of a jazz band "having more claim to be
ranked as an approximation to American art than a savorless grand opera composed with painstaking erudition and
technical impassability after the model of Wagner, Debussy or Strauss."
"The jazz composer is not a trained musician, nor generally speaking, is he able to create a new jazz number
without the assistance of others. He is neither artist nor artisan. He knows what will appeal to the Broadway public.
He must tickle their senses. He must make them scrape their feet on the floor. This does not in any way express
American ideals or aspirations and is no more a part of our music than the Broadway slang, which is equally as
colorful, is a part of our written language. Jazz may be compared with our caricatures and cartoons. If we must have
jazz in Carnegie Hall why not have collapsible seats and permit the audience to express the emotion which jazz
arouses, which are only physical. All great music has been founded upon folk music, but this music has always had a
spiritual significance. Jazz has no such significance, and if the characteristics which account for its existence were
eliminated it would no longer be jazz.' Mr. Pettis supplemented this statement by telling of the favorable reception
given to the art music of America in the various cities of Germany like Dresden and Hamburg, and in many places,
he said, it was heard for the first time with great interest. 'Foreign artists, as a rule,' he concluded, 'like to see
America backward musically, because they reap the benefit of it.' "
Slow Jazz Rated "Insidious"
from the Critic (New York)
"For several years, masters of artistic dancing have tried to turn Americans away from the evils of jazz.
These teachers of the ancient art of terpsichore rejoiced recently when they learned that a special committee,
appointed by the Woman's City Club to investigate the dance halls in New York, rated slow jazz as 'insidious' and
hazardous to public morals.
"For lovers of grace and beauty in motion, there has never been (in modern times at least) a dance era more
revolting than the present. To characterize it mildly, fox-trotting to the hideous, slow accompaniment of the
saxophone and snare drum - a devilish combination - is a grotesque and barbarous performance.
"The ladies of the aforesaid committee, however, urged that the tango be substituted for the dances a la
mode, but the tango is a classic when properly done, requiring much patience, and a great deal of time is consumed
before the requisite finesse is achieved.
"Be that as it may, jazz music as offered to the public by Hugo Reisenfeld will never by anything but a
matter of delectable entertainment, and a far cry from the argument in question. If the present jazz age is prolonged
and continues with the tendency to lower musical standards, America is sure to become a nation of neurotics."
A Letter from Crystal Lake, Ill
"Please allow me to say in respect to rag, and jazz music that the public is in debt for the refined endeavors
of our young people and, as in everything else, will have to excuse us from allowing ruffianism in music.
"Rev. Max Stommel,"
Pastor St. Paul Evan, Christian Church
Albert Cotsworth Says
Jazz - a slow evolution from the negro camp meeting shouters, Brudder Bones and Sambo of the negro
minstrels. Friendly with the uncouth and lowly, as a rule, custodians of folksong material. Humble people have a way
of picking out what wears well with them -land, clothes, porridge, music. Things begin at the bottom. If of substance,
time and circumstance pick them up for expansion. Take on new form, use.
In state of flux usually, but same stuff glorified. Syncopation. Ragtime. What we call "bacon" was once
despised "side meat" of slaves. Remember time when quality sat only in "dress circle" of theater? Parquet at
discount. Ordinary people sized and seized. Find a dress circle now. Old "cheap seats" are best. First talking
machines, first piano-players, first "movin' pitchers" - all appropriated by "lower classes." These didn't worry when
culture scoffed. now we have victrolas, duo-arts and picture palaces. I have heard gospel hymns, the dead line of
church music, in Episcopal and Lutheran churches.
Considerable wailing over flappers and liberty - freedom of al youth today. Bounds aren't broken, they are
washed away. Who did it? Same old crowd of testers. Cultured people sit on side lines and wail while a different
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thing is tried out by "George." Then they pick it up and adapt it. Are things feminine going to the definitive "bowwows"? They are not. Going to have finer women than even you grandmother.
That's as I see the jazz proposition. What was said about the laws and songs of the people holds good. Jazz
is the "people's music." Why or how they put their seal there defies analysis, but because they do it forces
recognition and asserts that it has come to stay. doesn't give any other reason. About the time it loses its excess our
great musical ones will be born to carry on and exalt it for the reason that its essence is part of our musical accretion.
Albert Cotsworth
From Conrad Bryant Schaefer
Music News;
Ragtime was started by idlers who hesitated trying to read at sight, jazz by blunderers unable to keep time
together.
Other arts that have overcome cheeky-stuff like that in their lines will discipline musicians also if they
cannot keep from backsliding.
Chaff will not be tolerated from any composer giving the slightest indications of ability awakening the soul's
visional power right up to the hour.
From Noble Cain
If there is anywhere that the music pedagog comes into contact with "jazz" more than he does in the large
city high school I would like to know where it is.
This used, formerly, to be considered a menace to the proper teaching of good music and all good music
teachers were supposed to cry loudly against this terrible plague.
I have found that to do so is to recognize it for far more harm than it really does. Jazz is the light music
corresponding to the comic sections of the newspapers as art. No one could deny that it takes an artist to draw such
clever cartoons, etc., but any person who sat around reading comic sections every evening and during spare time
would promptly be branded as mentally deficient. Likewise a person who continually uses jazz music for recreation.
On the other hand a person who enjoys a funny cartoon a few times and forgets about it is not considered so terribly
abnormal and in all probability he is a person capable of appreciating very high forms of art. A person who enjoys a
whiff of ragtime is only showing that he is human, but to saturate oneself in it only cheapens. I know many a fine
musician who laughs and hurrahs over a snappy ragtime tune, who straightway forgets about it when absorbed in a
composition of a master.
When this point is explained to students they usually "get it" right away, learn to put ragtime in its proper
place as a light form of the art of music, and secretly like the teacher much better for such an attitude. It also helps
when the teacher begins to talk about "heavier" music.
Summarizing: Teach the student that ragtime compared with great masterpieces is the same as comic
cartoon sheets compared with great paintings or as incense burners compared with great pieces of sculpture. Then
ask the student which he really wishes to give serious study and invariably the student will show his good sense and
say the right thing.
The questions of "bad" or "suggestive" jazz music is ridiculous. So-called "high-brow" music of the ultramodern variety is much worse; there are many "bad" paintings, books, etc. How weed them out? No-one wants the
job. Why, then, say that all jazz is detrimental because of a few "blues."
This would be a sorry world without any jazz music.
(Cain: Conductor of H.S. chorus)

DECEMBER 27 - MUSICAL AMERICAN
JAZZ TAKES ROOT IN CLASSICS, ASSERTS SIGMUND SPAETH. - "Critics and musical scholars
have done more to popularize jazz than any other group of persons," in the opinion of Dr. Sigmund Spaeth, music
critic, author and lecturer. They have made music difficult and serious and rather a dull thing. Clothed in technical
terms good music frightens many away."
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Dr. Spaeth has traced practically all popular music back to its origin and found the basic themes of many of
the most popular compositions of the day spring from the works of the masters, who have given them their lifegiving force, he says.
During the last year, Dr. Spaeth has been active upon the lecture platform. His tours have taken him across
the continent several times within the space of but a few months. This season he has lectured in Hackensack, N.J.,
Waterbury, Conn., participated in the Wanamaker Book Week and given talks over the radio. He has also made a
short tour of the Middle West, visiting Minneapolis, Chicago, Kansas City and other cities.
When asked if he found audiences throughout the country musical in their taste, Dr. Spaeth replied without
a moment's hesitation, "There is no such thing as an unmusical audience."
"Last year," he said, "while I was lecturing in Texas a man remarked that he liked 'Hail, Hail, the Gang's All
Here' and 'We Won't Get Home Until Morning.' Now what he was evidently trying to convey to me was that he did
not care for 'highbrow music.' While some might have thrown up their hands at such an expression I complimented
him upon his excellent taste. I called his attention to the fact that his first-named selection was by our good friend,
Sir Arthur Sullivan, and is used in his 'Pirates of Penzance.' I is, in reality, I explained, a burlesque on the Anvil
Chorus and since he liked the travesty on the Anvil Chorus I felt sure he would find much to enjoy in the original.
And as for his second choice we find it originally as a French Folk-Song, Marlborough,' and was sung by Marie
Antoinette as a lullaby. It was revived in America when the Chauve-Souris visited our shores. We also find the entire
theme used by Beethoven in his 'Battle Symphony. When I played excerpts from these works for my would-be-lowbrow friend, he readily saw the things which he found most appealing in popular music were the very parts which
came from the standard works.
"The whole secret of musical appreciation development lies in getting people to trace back their so-called
plebeian tastes and in proving to them that the passages which they find most tasteful are taken from the works of the
great masters. remove the air of mystery, long terminology and simplify the methods of appeal and you will solve the
problem of providing music for the masses," is Dr. Spaeth's summary of the situation.
He firmly believes that through use of the proper avenue the people of America can be brought to a real and
vital appreciation of good music. They now appreciate it without understanding it, he says, but the intelligent
appreciation can only be developed by tracing music through its sources, is his belief.
In his lectures on "The Common Sense of Music," Dr. Spaeth brings to his audiences, with the aid of the
piano, concrete examples of the relation between popular and what is commonly called classical music. He objects to
the word, classical, and prefers in its stead, permanent. His contention is that the masses will eventually decide what
is to really live.
A graduate of Hereford College, Dr. Spaeth went to Princeton as a member of the late President Wilson's
faculty. His natural aptitude for music, brought him prominently into the musical circles of Princeton. he organized a
Faculty Music Club, managed concerts, wrote program notes and reviews for the Daily Princetonian, and sang as a
graduate in the glee club and chapel choir, as well as playing in the orchestra and composing music for the various
dramatic performances. His activity at Princeton also won for him a name as an athletic coach and as an excellent
player of numerous college games.
As an author Dr. Spaeth is best known for his two volumes, "Milton's Knowledge of Music," now
acknowledged as the standard work on the subject, and his later work, "Common Sense of Music," which is now in
its third edition.

1924 - JACOBS' ORCHESTRA MONTHLY & THE CADENZA
THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN "JAZZ" AND "POPULAR MUSIC" - But all this is a discussion of
popular music in contradistinction to jazz. Wherein lies the difference? Why, simply that jazz is a special treatment
of popular music. It is the structural dressing by means of which the popular song is elevated to the rank of a musical
composition. Now the essentials of musical composition are four, - melody, harmony, counterpoint and structure.
The modern coloristic conception of jazz consists of taking the first, and to it adding the other three. Just as the
symphonic or operatic composer starts from a leitmotif to build up a complicated musical structure, so does the
modern arranger build on the original tune a more or less diffuse harmonic scheme in which cross-rhythms,
modulations, contrasted color effects, heavy counterpoint and other devices create an entirely different score. Mr.
George Hahn in a recent article in MELODY very happily termed the modern arranger a "synthetic composer." That
is a very apt terminology, for the arranger of the so-called "symphonic jazz" is as much a bona fide composer as any
man who ever built a symphonic structure from his major theme. He must be on intimate terms with advanced
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musical theory and practice, and must possess originality and ingenuity to boot. When such a man, and there are
several experts in the field today, turns out a jazz score for any popular song, even though it be a rotten one, the
result is something that no musician need feel it a waste of time to study. The treatment is not orthodox, particularly
the instrumentation will look irregular with its substitution of saxophones for strings; but that is the more reason why
it deserves analysis and serious study. It is a new form in the making, and at its best a thoroughly musicianly one
different from the melody in the 'blues' whose form is the work of Handy. I am thinking of the 'Saint Louis blues' and
the 'Aunt Hager's Children Blues.' There is the same tenderness, the same melancholy, the same faith that filled the
slaves who compared the sorrow of their lives to the Egyptian captivity of the Jews and longed with all their souls for
a Moses to save them (Go down, Moses'). Aside from dance music, whose improvisation gives it a kind of
expressiveness and life to be found only among the Negroes, jazz has been employed in the theatre with the happiest
results. There are operettas of exquisite musicality like 'Shuffle Along,' by Noble Sissle and Eubie Blake, or 'Liza,'
by Maceo Pinkard, in which singers, chorus, and dancers are accompanied by a jazz orchestra. The orchestra of
'Liza' consists of a flute, a clarinet, two trumpets, a trombone, the percussion instruments-played by a single player,-a
piano, a string quartette,-in which the viola is replaced by a saxophone,-and a contrabass. As a matter of fact the
technical elements have been much less changed by the Negroes. In the jazz of the Whites everything has been
worked out to perfection and studied in the most thorough way. Among the Negroes there is far more improvisation.
But what tremendous musical gifts and what power of performance are necessary to bring improvisation to such a
pitch of perfection! In their technique they possess great freedom and facility. Each instrument follows its natural
melodic line and improvises even while it adheres to the harmonic framework which underlies and supports the piece
as a whole. We find this music perpetually employing a rich and confusing interweaving of elements. It uses major
and minor chords together with quarter tones, which are produced by a combination of glissando and vibrato
technique-as exaggeration of the trombone tones, as well as vigorous vibration of the trumpet pistons and strange
uses of the fingers on the violin strings. The quarter tone has an expressiveness which can be compared with nothing
else, fits into diatonic harmony quite as well as the chromatic, and may be regarded as a transition tone in the
diatonic scale. It has no relation whatever to the system of quarter tones being studied at present in Central Europe,
which is based on a doubling of the twelve notes of the scale, and belongs to the realm of atonal harmony. Moreover,
among the Negroes we get free from the mundane character which the jazz of the white Americans ordinarily
possesses. Among the Negroes the dance retains its wild African character. The penetrating intensity of rhythm and
melody becomes tragic and despairing. In some little dance hall-as for example the 'Capitol' at the end of Lenox
Avenue, near 140th Street-one can often hear a Negro girl singing the same melody for an hour at a time,-a melody
which is often shrill, but quite as perfect as any of the beautiful classic recitatives,-supported by a jazz orchestra
which supplies a background of constantly changing melodies. The variations are so numerous that they attain the
richness and breadth of a symphony. Here we are far away from the elegant dances of Broadway which we may hear
in the Hotel Claridge. Here we are at the first sources of this music, with its deep human content which is about to
create as complete a revolution as any of the masterpieces now universally recognized.

1925
JANUARY 3 - INDEPENDENT
JAZZ BREAKS INTO SOCIETY by Francis D. Perkins. Messrs. Paul Whiteman and Vincent Lopez,
leading virtuosi among conductors of the type of music known as "jazz," have both given New York concerts - Mr.
Whiteman in Carnegie and Aeolian Halls and Mr. Lopez at the Metropolitan Opera House. So far, there have been
no shrill cries of alarm over this invasion of the concert hall by the saxophones, and the music reviewers have taken
these concerts quite as a matter of course. The general tenor of their remarks has been that the orchestra of this type
has excellent material, but so far, very little to play. As Deems Taylor remarked in the new magazine, Music,
launched soon after Mr. Whiteman's first appearances, the jazz orchestra was all dressed up, with no place to go.
Jazz began to Break into society last season. One pioneer was Eva Gauthier, who welcomes the unfamiliar,
new and old, as much as the average recital singer shudders at it. Interested by the discussions of jazz in the Dial by
Messrs. Gilbert Seldes and Carl Van Vechten, and also by the interest taken in it in France, where Maurice Ravel
told her that young Americans, in studying European models, were letting escape much of value in their own popular
music. Mme. Gauthier introduced a representative group of jazz numbers into a recital in the fall of 1923. A short
time after, Paul Whiteman, whose orchestra was playing nightly at the Palais Royal, announced that he would hold a
concert of American numbers at Aeolian Hall. In this, he said, he had two intentions: to settle the question what is
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American music, and the fitness of "jazz" to rank as music. Mr. Whiteman set about this carefully, welcoming
suggestions and advice. Critics were invited to rehearsals at the Palais Royal to hear and to comment on the
preparations on his "experiment in Modern Music." When Mr. Whiteman reappeared this fall, he apparently
considered the experiment successful, as the title now became an "Entertainment in American Music."
Soon after Mr. Whiteman, Mr. Lopez entered the field, taking part in a symposium on the subject held by
the League of Composers last winter, and debauching the concert stage with a "Symphonic Jazz Concert," held
November 23 at the Metropolitan Opera House.
Meanwhile, Mr. Whiteman's first question of what is American music or its more important derivative, what
American music will become when it has developed a flavor as essentially American as Russian music, for instance,
is Russian, remains, as yet, unsettled. The strong points shown in these concerts have been the "sonorities," the
instrumental combinations (which should interest Igor Stravinsky when he comes this month) and the notable skill of
the players, many of whom play from two to half a dozen instruments. The weak ones are, primarily, the lack of
invention shown in most of the works in the repertoire, as well as conventionality, even timidity, in its
harmonization, and the essential monotony of the continual double time.
Actually, despite protestations to the contrary, both the familiar jazz numbers and the more elaborate ones
recently written for these concerts are essentially conservative. Two dozen concerts of Whiteman or Lopez will roll
up fewer discords than one evening with the International Composers' Guild. There was little in the Whiteman or
Lopez concerts to suggest skyscrapers or subways, as George Antheil, a young American who now inhabits that
American heaven on the banks of the Seine, has been credited with doing in an "American Symphony." This has not
yet been released on this side, so that we cannot tell whether Mr. Antheil has come nearer to a musical expression of
the noisier aspect of American life than the average Lopezite or Whitemansque number, which, often very pleasantly,
seems mainly inclined to express a pleasant evening at the late Palais Royal.
In making his "experiment," Mr. Whiteman realized that the usual jazz repertoire, as used to accompany
food or dancing or musical comedy, was not sufficient for concert programs, and set about securing pieces of a more
ambitious type. For his first program, which, with some minor variations, served him to the end of last season, the
late Victor Herbert wrote three serenades, while George Gershwin composed what is practically a jazz piano
concerto which, with himself as soloist, has proved the most interesting number so far offered at these concerts.
The "Rhapsody in Blue" follows a course not unlike that of the familiar Liszt type, but its themes preserve a
strong Broadway flavor, the atmosphere is undoubtedly jazz, while the orchestration arranged by Ferdie Grofe gives
ample chance for the characteristic tone coloring and skillful tricks of the wind instruments in the Whiteman band.
The soloist is well favored in the matter of technical difficulties and bravura passages. But while Mr. Gershwin had
promising musical ideas in this "Rhapsody," he seemed rather uncertain about the best doing to do with them, and
the piece had some think places, especially in some long passages of unassisted display piano playing. But, with its
obvious faults, it is an interesting number, and, with some revision, has continued on Mr. Whiteman's programs.
Mr. Herbert's four serenades, Spanish, Chinese, Cuban, and Oriental are pleasant numbers of melody and
charm, but, except that they are scored for Mr. Whiteman's orchestra, they are not "jazz" pieces. With a little
rescoring, they should be ideal for the Boston Symphony in its next spring series of "pops." Of two of the new
numbers offered by Mr. Whiteman at Carnegie Hall on November 15 much the same can be said, Eastwood Lane's
three American musical pieces, practically short symphonic poems, and Mana-Zucca's graceful "Waltz Brilliante"
are agreeable numbers, and helped to give the Whiteman program some variety which Mr. Lopez, with a larger
proportion of actual jazz, failed to obtain. But these works do not, as the "Rhapsody in Blue" does, suggest any
future developments. Mr. Grove's new tone poem, "Broadway at Night," is undoubtedly "jazz," and has rhythmic
variety, but little musical substance.
In the meantime, no one has been able to think of an adequate name to describe the type of music which
Messrs. Whiteman and Lopez offer us. "Jazz," except for its hideous past, will do as well as any other title for the
Palais Royal numbers on these programs, but will have to be stretched beyond its usual limits if it is to include
everything played by these orchestras. "Modern" or "American" music, the titles used by Mr. Whiteman, meet with
the opposite objection; they are, at least for the present, much too comprehensive. The question, however, of
nomenclature probably depends upon the future history of these concerts.
What position these concerts will take in the musical world by the end of this season, or the beginning of the
next, is an interesting question, but it is still too early to find the answer. This season seems to be the critical one, the
factor which will decide whether the success won by jazz (in its extended sense) in this field proves permanent or
temporary being the composers. A crop of significant works will keep interest in these concerts alive and growing,
and give music of this type an increasing claim to be considered the true typically American music; but, with the best
of orchestras, Messrs. Whiteman and Lopez cannot hold popular musical interest with only one or two programs.
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JANUARY 3 - COLLIERS
WHO INVENTED JAZZ? There is a great deal of discussion going on about the origin of jazz. The
lowbrow usually lays it to the southern negro. The highbrow is inclined to consider it the twentieth century reaction
of the high-strung, exuberant American temperament to African folk-music. But the truth is that jazz, like most of the
delightful things in the arts, is old, and was invented by a genius.
One hundred and twenty-five years ago, it occurred to a deaf, ugly, pockmarked grouch in Vienna to write
the first piece of jazz as a scherzo for his sixth string quartet. Hear it played sometime by four able fiddlers like the
Flonzaley, or the London, or the Letz quartets. Hear them do it in person; or if not, perhaps they will oblige with a
phonograph record. Ask for the Scherzo of Opus 18, number 6, by a chap named Ludwig van Beethoven.
You will find this piece full of the subtle, catchy syncopations, the bizarre wit, and the perversely
independent part-writing of the music we know today under the name of jazz.
You need only substitute for the first violin a saxophone with an effective caterwaul; add a myriad-minded
drummer equipped with one half the items listed in the catalogue of a mail-order house; daub the classical beauty of
Beethoven with a vermilion splotch or two of cave-man stuff; stop abruptly in the middle of the third measure from
the end-and you will have music worthy of the loftiest and latest traditions of Paul Whiteman. Robert Haven
Schaufler.

JANUARY 10 - LITERARY DIGEST
["The noisy beats of jazz-bands are merely a disguised and modern form of the ton-toms of old, which
incited savages to fury and fired the fierce energy of cannibals." - From a letter in "The Daily Graphic."]
My Phillida, before the jazz began its devastating boom,
My thoughts of you were gentle as the tunes that whirled us round the room;
To perfect harmony with grace we moved, delighted and content
To smile into each others face with meanings kind and innocent.
Alack! my Phillida, to-day the music does not soothe my mind;
In truth I am compelled to say my dreams are horrid and unkind;
For, while the bawling niggers biff the drums that agitate our feet,
I'm gravely speculating if you're really nice enough to eat.

JANUARY 10 - SATURDAY EVENING POST
THE REIGN OF REEDS AND RHYTHMS by Earl Chapin May. Once upon a time - about 50,000 years
ago - one of our cave-dwelling ancestors discovered that a hollow log yielded certain sounds when pounded with a
stick, stone or fist. He was the world's first drummer. In time the man with the hollow log learned to talk across
country in drum language. The war drum was evolved.
A little laboratory work in the jungle showed that systematic pounding produced rhythm. Then the world's
first drummer, still pounding on his hollow log, observed that his comrades could not make their feet behave. The
dance arrived - doubtless in jazz form. Today we are indulging in a riot of rhythm.
The latter part of this evolution or devolution has come with a bang - the band of the big bass drum, backed
by the whack of the small snare drum and the clash of bright brass cymbals. Instruments of percussion are striking in
all quarters of the globe. The human race is beating time. The drummer is the director of our destinies. But nobody's
bothered - that is, nobody of importance.
We blithely follow the jazzy drum. Whither? Generally to some scene of action where saxophones,
clarinets, oboes and other reed instruments sound the melody while the drums emphasize the time. We live in the
reign of reeds and rhythm.
Certain conservatives have registered alarm at this alleged reversion to savagery. We are, they assert,
indulging in an orgy of elemental dancing. We are going back to some prehistoric Methuselah. But even a humble
advocate can make a case for reeds and rhythm. Let us begin with rhythm.
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Rhythm is a succession of beats and pauses. it is one way of keeping time. The human heart beats
rhythmically, the locomotive puffs rhythmically, water drips rhythmically, we walk rhythmically, a bird's wings flap
rhythmically. We cannot get away from rhythm. It is one of Nature's fundamental movements, and it is one of our
most natural modes of self-expression.
Possibly a partridge gave John Cavedweller the idea of drumming on a log. At any rate, mankind was
drumming before he began to chronicle events. He's drumming more than ever now and he has plenty of precedents
upon which to base his belief in the virtue of drumming.
The favorite toy of the normal boy is the small snare drum. Many a parent has been driven frantic by his
rub-a-dub-dubbing of the same. But the small boy is merely recalling, subconsciously, the birth of the race. He
knows, somehow, that some antediluvian forbear put a skin head on a hollow log and eventually manufactured a
barrel with a skin head at both ends. The drum of Hoah's time was not essentially different from the drum that set the
pace for the parade of the American legion's Sixth Annual Convention in St. Paul last September or the drum that
crashed at a foreordained moment during the opening of the 1924-25 season of the Metropolitan Grand Opera
Company. and so the drummers we have always with us - more so now than ever - only, the modern drummer is a
complicated piece of musical precision.
One of our Leading percussionists
The modern drummer is much more highly evolved, a much more versatile exponent of his art, than the
drummer who presided at the traditional birth of Buddha or he who once pounded the drum recently unearthed amid
the ruins of ancient Thebes. The twentieth century drummer has advanced many centuries from the Aztec of Mexico
whose thumping and pounding dismayed the valiant Cortez, or the drummer of old Peru who did a double roll on the
skin of a late-lamented adversary so that his chief might recover from mountain sickness.
He is many times removed from the unionized Kafirs of the rnad, South Africa, who drummed up sympathy
for their cause during a recent coal strike. he is most distantly related to the Siberian medicine man who leads his
tribal dances with a bone drumstick, the Tibetan whose drum is made from a human skull or the East African Negro
who broadcasts with drum talk.
There is more to a drum - even a bass drum - than just rub-a-dub-dubbing. Time was when any old follow
would do for the bass drummer. He was the last player picked in completing the personnel of the small-town band.
When the first cornet band was organized at Mt. Vernon, New York, in 1878, Joe Spicer, the saddler, got the job,
largely because he could supply extra leather tightening-ears. Back in my dear old Rochelle we chose Charley Clark
as our first bass drummer because he was a good hardware clerk, and metal parts for drums were just coming into
use. He was succeeded by Charles Hayes, who was a carpenter and steeple jack, hence a man of daring. But now the
bass drummer of a band or orchestra is known as the conductor behind.
It is admitted that one ill-timed thump on a big bass drum can ruin a concert. That is why August Helmecke
is one of the well-to-do men of Manhattan.
For sixteen years Mr. Helmecke has spent his winters on tour with Sousa's band. For six years he has spent
his summers as a feature of the Goldman band concert season in Central Park, New York. He is the star bass
drummer of our day. If you sit where you can watch his performance on the big bass drum you will understand what
artistry may be wrought with a maple shell, two heads of cowskin and two or three felt-headed sticks - if the man
behind the drum which is behind the band knows his business.
Mr. Helmecke's crowning glory is his white and curly hair - when he doesn't wear his cap. But his
professional reputation and his private fortune are founded on his ability to get two distinct tones out of one bass
drum, to know when to hit the head in the center and stop the stick there for a gunshot effect, or to touch it lightly
near the edge and let the stick rebound for something more soothing. He is famous for his handling of the cymbals.
He can make them tinkle or crash at will. His drumsticks may describe fascinating parabolas in the air, but his eye is
ever on the conductor and he is a master of rhythm and the personification of precision.
For fifty of his fifty-six years Mr. Helmecke has been drumming on bass, snare or kettle drums. He is the
highest-priced man in his profession, the prince of percussionists. It is not an empty honor. He has devoted his life to
his art, principally the art of the big bass drum.
Spide and His Big Bass Drum
That same bass drum has brought fame to many men and in divers ways. There was Spide Lawrence of the
University of Minnesota band. Spide wasn't much of a musician, but he inherited a sense of rhythm from his father,
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who ran a flour mill at Wabash. So when Spide entered the university he attached himself to the bass drum, to escape
military drill, and made the attachment so mutual that no subsequent applicant could pry him loose - until the
Spanish-American War took the thirteenth Minnesota Infantry to the Philippines. Spide wanted to go. So did the rest
of us unenlisted persons.
There didn't seem to be a chance in the world for Spide. Spide was short for Spider. he was built that way,
much too light for his length, according to military regulations. But he passed the medical examination and rolled
over to Manila on his big bass drum. It was one of the longest bass drum rolls on record.
Spide distinguished himself in the Orient as a thumper of Filipinos as well as a thunder of drums. It was
years later when some of us who didn't get past the doctor learned that Spide had hired a substitute with the proper
specifications to take his military medical examination. But he wouldn't have dared do that if he had not possessed
the self-determination of the born bass drummer.
Many men of wealth have beaten bass drums for the sheer love of the sport, but as far as I know, Simon E.
Bernheimer, of New York, was our only bona fide millionaire bass drummer. From 1890 to 1910 he was the official
bass drummer of the Amicitia Band of Manhattan, a meritorious musical organization popularly known as the
Millionaires' Band, because so many moneyed men participated in its performance.
Charles E. Lauten, still a prosperous real-estate man in the Riverside region, was one of the band's guiding
spirits and played with finesse on clarinet, cornet, French horn, tuba, trombone or whatever was most in demand; but
Simon stuck to his big drum he was a commanding figure, even in comparison with Mr. Lauten, who won first prize
in the first baby show staged in this country, by P.T. Barnum in 1862.
Simon continued to command the band's bass drum after he became head of a New York brewery. And to
some extent the performances were command performances. For Simon not only chipped in with his $1000 when the
annual Carnegie Hall concerts showed a large deficit; he also supplied ample refreshments when the band rehearsed
at the Brewers' Exchange in Fifteenth Street. So the wise conductor of this de luxe amateur band used to write special
music with special drum parts, and if the regular music failed to take cognizance of the bass drum Simon interpolated
when the spirit moved him; and he stayed in the harness to the end. He dropped dead over his beloved drum during a
band rehearsal of Wagner's Evening Star at the Murray Hill Lyceum, near Thirty-fourth Street and Third Avenue, in
1911. Soon after that tragedy the band disbanded.
The bass drums of commerce come in assorted sizes from the tango, which is eight inches across the shell
and twenty-four inches across the head, to the large street drum, which is twenty inches across the shell and forty
inches across the head. A drummer who can carry and play one of the latter, especially when rain is falling during a
five-mile street parade, can qualify for the middleweight wrestling championship of the world. But out colleges,
always keen about higher education and one another, are going in for superbass drums, known on the campus as bull
drums and in the trade as publicity drums.
A few years ago Purdue University, famous for its engineering school, but not so famous for its football,
decided its squad needed inspiration. So Purdue's band marched on the field one day convoying the largest bass
drum in the world. The instrument of percussion was forty-five inches across the wooden shell and seven feet three
inches in diameter across the head. Each drum head represented the life endeavor of one of the largest bulls
consigned to the Chicago stockyards. The drum manufacturer had waited a long time for the two big bulls to arrive.
This giant granddaddy of drums rested on a three-wheeled carriage, hauled by two men. Another man beat
it, here and there. The magic word "Purdue" was done on each head in large letters and Purdue colors. The first time
it appeared at a Chicago-Purdue football game the Chicago student body almost mobbed it. After a heated exchange
of telegrams, a rival manufacturer was commissioned to make a bigger drum for Chicago University - promptly. The
Chicago stockyards were again ransacked for superbulls. The word flashed from pen to pen. Big bulls shrank visibly.
But the two largest were finally identified, dispatched and skinned. The skins were shaved, scraped, seasoned and
again scraped. So far as mere hides would go, those bulls were butchered to make a Chicago holiday. Presently the
Chicago University band appeared with a drum with a head diameter of more than eight feet;
Other institutions of high learning are searching the world for super-superbulls whose hides may be made
into bass-drum heads. A good deal has been said of late about the wild bull of the pampas. If the college chaps will
take a tip from me they will look well to Argentina. Some of the biggest bulls in the world roam its plains. i know,
for I have seen them.

The Master of the Traps

- 635 -

Though the bass drummer possesses weight and authority, the trap drummer is the real class in musical
America. Jazz has enthroned him. The trap drummer, be it known, is both a snare and bass drummer and a player of
parts - all the percussion parts of a syncopated world. He is the acme of imitation and a versatile personality in the
field of beats and after-beats. He is, among others, Jimmy Lent. Jimmy pounds a bass drum with one foot, strokes a
snare drum with both hands, and between times produces all the effects known to trap drumming, which are many.
It was during one of Jimmy's eight years in the orchestra pit of the New York Hippodrome that Sousa came
forward with his wartime march, the Volunteers, depicting a scene in a busy shipyard. Sousa asked for a reveting
effect. Jimmy obliged. he attached a piece of iron to the wheel of an electric motor, fixed another piece of iron so the
first would hit it, and turned on the current. He named it Trap number 76. Later he substituted a soft seat cushion, for
the second piece of iron, proceeded to "putt" like a motor-boat and called it Trap number 77. His seventy-five other
traps included a cloth ripper, laugh machine, wind machine and cricket.
One wanders far when he enters the field of drummers' traps. Jimmy Lent, in his role of star trap drummer
must have the flexibility of a contortionist and exceptionally agile hands and feet to catch the cues that opera,
musical comedy, vaudeville or dance playing demand of him. In professional parlance, he is the act saver. But even
Jimmy does not pretend to perform upon all the traps produced during past ages of invention. There is a limit to the
best rap drummer's versatility. The world is filled, for example, with a weird variety of harmonicas.
We commonly think of the harmonica as a mouth organ. Mouth-organ contests have been held in Central
Park, New York, with thousands of fans in rapt attendance. The mouth organ is peculiarly the musical instrument of
the people. Boys take to mouth organs as they take to marbles. And as with the drums, many of the boys never grow
up when it comes to harmonicas.
The common harmonica of commerce is not the true harmonica. Neither is the Chinese cheng, consisting of
seventeen bamboo pipes in each of which is a little metal tongue, vibrated by the performer's breath. This device has
a hollow gourd for a sounding board and was in use before the dawn of history. Musicians addicted to this Chinese
mouth organ were said to die before reaching the age of forty. Some of them probably died at an earlier age when
Emperor Shi Hwang-Ti, in 240 B.C., decreed the destruction of all musical instruments because devotion to music
made his people neglect agriculture, divination and medicine, the three bases of national prosperity. But the cheng like many other Chinese musical instruments which are with us in various forms - was revived in subsequent eras
The true harmonica is an instrument consisting of rotating glasses which are touched by dampened fingers.
One Benjamin Franklin, of Philadelphia, was our first great sponsor for it. Franklin was something of a song writer.
But as a leader in musical matters of his time, Franklin also wrote on musical theory and harmony, played on several
instruments and invented the glassy chord, or, as they had it in those day, the harmonica. This name implies no
studied dropping of the "h," no aping of the cockney English.
Franklin borrowed the name from the Italian, and in describing his great improvement on the musical
glasses, which flourished even then, he said, "This instrument is played upon by sitting before the middle of a set of
glasses as before the keys of a harpsichord, turning them with the foot and wetting them now and then with a sponge
and clean water." He played it himself too.
It is only a decade or so ago that the musical glasses ceased to vibrate on our vaudeville stage, but some
especially ambitious jazz orchestra drummer is likely to bring them out again almost any day. They never appear to
get enough variety out of professional life, do these trap drummers.
Hence the manufacturers are forever exercising their ingenuity. New traps are made overnight, new effects
are announced, and the trap drummers buy them
A young nephew of mine with the call of the wild trap drummers in his pink ears came into money last
winter. Prior to inheriting wealth this boy - Hector, by name - had been devoted to the classics and archaeology.
Moreover, he was a shy young thing, exceptionally diffident. he possessed a #100 set of drums and traps upon which
he created an occasional uproar in private. But no sooner did his fingers clutch his legacy than he became the
percussion department of the Hokeville Jazz Band. Whereupon he discarded his existing time-beating stock and ran
amuck among the music stores.

The Jazz Hound Goes Shopping
As a prelude to his appearance in the professional field of reeds and rhythm, he made the following
investments: Bass drum, $75; orchestra snare drum, $27.50; street-model snare drum, $20; foot pedal, spurs and
cymbal holder thirty parts in all, $9; Chinese crash cymbals, $5; drum stand, $2.50; eight-inch triangle, $1.20. Total
for the first debauch, $140.20.
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That was one day's shopping for my young Jazz Hound Lochinvar riding into the Wild West of modern
music. On the morrow he started early and brought home this booty: Jazz brush and gourd, $2; castanets, $2.50;
sleigh bells, $3.50; extra calf head, $2.50; one set of cowbells, $5 - a bargain; one wood block, $2; clog mattlets,
$1.25; tomaphone, $22.50; jazz sticks, .75; foot control snare muffler, $4; Chinese tom-tom, $7.50; Chinese musette,
$1.50; tambourine, $4.50; anvil imitation, $5; improved slapstick, $1.25; railroad-train imitation, $3.50; rattle and
clamp, $2.50; special pedal part to replace one broken, $1.65; horse's hoffs, $2; cow-bell, $1.25; duck quack, $2.50;
crow call, $1.25. This miscellany, mostly mystifying to me, brought his total expenditure for instruments of
percussion to $220.60.
I called for an itemized statement, from which I derived the information here recorded; then I called a halt.
"You're not a millionaire - only possessor of $286,000," I reminded him. "How much do you earn a night
with your Hokeville Jazzers?"
"Four dollars," the young hopeful replied; "but as soon as I get a better outfit I'll get a raise."
"The neighbors tell me you are raising Cain right now," I suggested
But he had hustled his plunder into his study and was engrossed in setting up the machinery. As his
guardian, I had taken him under my wing and I was worried, justifiably so.
Within a month he began to be moody. So did I. We were affected by different causes. He was not getting
noise enough. I was getting too much. Then one night he reported jubilantly with "a complete set of sanitary
imitations," including a dunghill rooster, a shanghai rooster, a bantam rooster, hen cackle, peacock, jay bird, baby
cry and Bo White - all of which had been purchased for the insignificant sum of $6.50. He showed he now they
worked. Then he undid another package and produced some stellar imitations. Among them was a tunable cuckoo,
price $4; a two-tone locomotive, $5; a three-tone tuning slide, $6; and a one-tone steamboat, $5. he proceeded to
demonstrate on each of them.
I went down to the club, seeking sympathy. Half the fathers in the smoking circle were going through the
same experience. I found one comfort. I was the only guardian uncle so afflicted. My wife found small consolation in
that.
"Why don't you resign your guardianship," she suggested, "or send the boy to an asylum?"
The Prince's Wicked Drumstick
Hector, my nephew, remained enthralled by new and excessively outrageous noises for nearly a week. I
once asked him how he was getting along in school. He replied that he had been made solo trappist of the highschool orchestra. That disposed of me for a while, until Hector came home with the results of a bargain sale, to wit: a
cyclone whistle, for $1.25; water-carrying whistle, $2; metal cuckoo, $1.50; Frisco song whistle, $2; bass drum
electric heater, $5; snare drum electric heater, also $5; four kinds of bass drumsticks, $8; drum rain cover, $5; wire
cymbal beater, $1; bass drum carrying strap, $1.50; cymbal holder, $1.50; drum case, $5; and trap tress, $16.
As Hector had by this time spent more than $300 for his rare collection, I thought he would be content. But
Bud Blivens, drummer with the Jazz-All-Night Syncopators, blossomed out with a flock of new contraptions. Bud
and Hector were rivals. Hector announced that he would not be downed by the thumping Bud. So Hector promptly
became possessed of a truckload of paraphernalia, as follows:
One pair of kettledrums, with trunk, $300; one xylophone, with trunk, $175; one marimba, with trunk,
$270; one large cathedral chime, with trunk, $275; one set of orchestra bells, $45; one harpophone, $85. There were
several smaller pieces which Hector endeavored, ineffectively, to identify for me.
I didn't pause to become familiar with the uses of each, for I was busy putting my foot down on Hector's
purse strings. We have since indulged in more or less acrimonious debate, but I have refused to let him go further,
even though he has proved to me that there are 200 other items, each of which is essential to his happiness and his
artistic success. The two most important of these, in his eyes, are a horse's neigh and a nose blow.
Royalty has long had a weakness for drumming. Our nearest approach to a royal drummer is young Roger
Wolfe Kahn, who, though heralded as one playing a wicked saxophone and plucking a mean banjo, became a
member of the New York Musicians' Union as a snare drummer. But we have recently entertained a real royal
drummer in the Prince of Wales. The future King of England goes in for all sorts of moral amusements. It is not
strange, therefore, that in this heyday of instruments of percussion he should develop skill as a trap drummer.
During his service in the English Navy his royal highness was the drummer in many a band concert aboard
ship. He became adept in military drumming and learned to read and play standard selections with the best of
English and American drummers.
He is, in fact, of the American school, because Jimmy lent gave young Wales his start in life, musically.
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In 1903 Jimmy was trap drumming with William's and Walker, the negro comedians, at the Shaftesbury
Theatre, London, when the company gave a request performance on the lawn of Buckingham Palace. King Edward
VII enjoyed the singing and dancing of the Americans, but he also enjoyed Jimmy's antics in the percussion
department of the Williams and Walker orchestra. So did two small boys in Eton jackets - the present Prince of
Wales and his younger brother, Albert. They hung over Jimmy's shoulder, demanding a private exhibition of the
drummer's skill. Jimmy obliged. They pleaded opportunity to use the sticks. Jimmy again obliged. The Prince of
Wales then and there had his first lesson in drumming.
The lesson did not last long. Wales was instructed in the holding of the sticks - the right stick held by all
four fingers and resting on the thumb and the left stick held between the thumb and the second and third fingers. He
was even taught a bit of the mama-dada roll, with which all orthodox drum lessons begin. But about that time Jimmy
found that youthful royalty was interfering with the Williams and Walker performance, so he shooed the princes
away and went on with his professional work. He had been hired to drum for the American negro comedians and not
for the younger members of the House of Windsor.
But on that day and date Wales resolved to become a drummer. During the current year his education has
been completed under the guidance of another American drummer, William Speedy. Wales has an excellent
collection of drums and traps. Some of them were made in America. Wales can, says Speedy, hold a job with almost
any jazz orchestra. So much for internationalism in drumming.
Even if a novice has a genius for traps, it is not so easy to become a skillful snare drummer, although it is
easy enough to determine whether one has a genius for snare drumming. For $7.50 one may purchase a pair of snare
drumsticks, a small rubber pad and an instruction book; then in the quiet of one's room or roof may experiment with
what is known as the rudiments of drumming. If he masters the following strokes he may become a drummer.
Oh, Say, Can You Do the flamacue?
Mama-dada, seven-stroke, five-stroke, open drag, close drag, crushed ruff, four-stroke ruff, open flam, close
flam, flam and stroke, flam and feint, feint and flam, single paradiddle, flam paradiddle, stroke paradiddle, drag
paradiddle, stroke-and-drag paradiddle, stroke-flam-and-drag paradiddle, flam accent, flam tap, flam stroke, double
drag, flamacue.
Of course there are a few supplementary beats or strokes, such as the single ratamacue, double ratamacue,
triple ratamacue, side flamadiddle, full drag, top ruff and compound strokes Number I and Number 2. Then there is
army duty, now largely taken over buy the buglers, but including the general, assembly, colors, recall of detachment,
drummers' call, adjutant's call, sergeant's call, corporal's call, cease firing, guard mount, drill call, police call, water
call, wood call, reveille, fatigue, breakfast, surgeon's call, retreat, tattoo, taps, and so on.
In the olden days the army drummer was a person of considerable importance. Such a one was Major Daniel
Simpson, for seventy-six years drummer of the ancient and honorable Artillery Company of Boston, still the hub of
the drumming world. He carried a deep steel-shell army side drum in the War of 1812, the Mexican War and the
Civil War. When he died at a ripe old age he had sixteen service stripes on his sleeves - one for each five years of
service - and $60,000 in the bank. In his first battle, as drummer for the New England Guard, Simpson marched to
Marblehead, in which city now hangs Willard's painting of The Spirit of '76.
Juba Clark, born in New York City in 1787, was another old-time drummer. He was with General Scott in
the Battle of Lundy's Lane, was buried at Newport, Kentucky, with full military honors in 1875, and left, among
other pupils, William H. DeVere, who drummed in and out of the Army for forty years; and at the age of sixty-six
insists that if a good band and a drum corps go down the street, the crowd follows the drum corps and shakes the
band. This is the declaration of the many members of the New York, New Jersey, Massachusetts and Connecticut
State Drum Corps Associations, which thrive and hold annual tournaments filled with excitement -and of Joe
Cakebread of New York.
The prevalence of jazz and the revival of interest in old and young drum corps have brought many
drummers into prominence. Mr. O. Rich is doing well with his drumming in Iowa and Nebraska. The pep of Cleotus
Clobes has made him prosperous in Bloomington, Illinois, and vicinity. John Goll, of Indianapolis, has a dog named
Bounce. Bounce runs away from home, but is afraid of thunder. When the return of Bounce is desired his master
takes his drum into the backyard and sounds the long roll and Bounce comes home with his tail between his legs.
The kettle drummer is the real aristocrat of the percussion department. His drums, so aptly named, are
calfskin-headed brass or bronze kettles. They have come down to us from the Saracens, although they were used in
Biblical times.
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They appear picturesquely with Egyptian camel corps or the horse Guards in London, are tuned and played
in distinct keys and are necessary to the correct interpretation of classical music. They are known technically as
tympani.
More than any other percussionist, the kettle drummer has to learn to count time. If he is assisting in
Meyereer's The Prophet, Auber's Fra Diavolo or Wagner's Rienzi, he may have to count 100 measures or more
before he hits one of his drumheads with his felt-covered hand-held hammers. But it he does his bit in the wrong
place he will be asked to seek another job. It is no pursuit for an absent-minded man.
Why This Saxophone Craze?
Incidentally, he frequently has to change the pitch of his two tympani, either by foot or hand power. But
masters like George Fraum, of the Metropolitan Grand Opera, J. Fred Sietz, of the Chicago Grand Opera, and Albert
Ritter, of the Boston Symphony Orchestra, get used to it.
Whether drums were invented before other musical instruments is a moot question, but many believe
prehistoric music passed through three stages - the drum stage, pipe stage and lyre or harp stage. There is no doubt
that many types of instruments we know as traps have existed for centuries in China and the Americas as native
whistles, rattles, gongs and bronze bells. It is equally true that bone and cane flutes as well as can oboes and other
reed instruments of the pipe type were played before history was written. But the greatest pipe of all is the
saxophone.
Fifty years ago the saxophones was a curiosity. Twenty years ago it was sill a novelty. Ten years ago it
became common place. Today it is a racial habit, a musical mania. Saxophonists rage around the earth; but in this, as
in some other things, we lead the world.
Not less than 1,500,000 Americans have become actively and persistently attached to saxophones during the
past decade. Approximately 2,000,000 citizens of these United States are moaning on saxophones.
Why this saxophone craze?
Anyone with enough music in his soul to beat time to a tune can learn to play a saxophone in twenty
minutes, more or less. The "less" should not be taken lightly. The saxophone is the world's greatest escape for those
who yearn to do something in a musical way. It is at once the most spectacular and versatile of musical instruments,
and about the easiest over which to gain partial control. If you can overcome fear the chances are twenty to one you
can overcome the saxophone. The fear I refer to is the fear engendered by the sight of a saxophone.
There is nothing structurally appalling about the cornet, alto, tenor, trombone, bass or drum. The violin is a
simple thing to look upon, and the viola, cello and double bass merely its big brothers. The harp is a piano without a
body. performances on the pipe organ is possible to any musician unusually ambidextrous who has the feet of a songand-dance artist. But the saxophone is a mass of protuberances clinging to a conical tube, with a piece of flat cane at
one end and a bell-like opening at the other. It seems to be all keys or the component parts thereof.
So for forty days and forty night I went about asking practicing saxophonists, "How many keys has a
saxophone?"
The answer in each instance ran about as follows:
"Let's see. There's the low B flat, the C major, the octave, the g sharp, and"--running at random over the
imposing array of gavelocks, jemmies, levers, springs, rings, pads, caps, cams and what nots which make this most
modern of musical instruments look like an overgrown but devil-may-care meerschaum pipe - "there's, all told,
twenty - no, twenty-one - no, that isn't right - yes, I have it - twenty-three."
I checked up and found that the answer, whatever it was, was according to the keys there made and
provided. But I still faced the discouraging fact that the saxophone is so burdened with mechanical complications
that its dearest friends do not know, without investigation, how much machinery they are wrestling with.
But, encouraged by some saxophone fans, I borrowed a saxophone and a book filled with wise saws and
detailed charts, followed instructions - and achieved the scale from C to C! True, I almost slipped on the top note
coming down, but I reached the bottom without breaking anything but the peace - and then a strange thing happened.
I had taken to my breast a twisting thing called the saxophone. The serpent bit me. Since which time I have been
drying, Egypt, dying to own not one but the whole family - eight! Count 'em! Eight! - of saxophones. If fortune
smiles, my ambition may become reality.
This experience is important, because it reveals the why of the saxophone, in spite of its forbidding aspect,
it is almost as easy to play as a tin whistle - up to a certain point. And it comes in such assorted sizes that it suits
almost any musical or semimusical taste.
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The E-flat sopranino saxophone plays E-flat clarinet or cornet parts. It is only eighteen inches long - too
short to come in the meerschaum model - but its range reaches to high heaven. The C soprano plays directly from
vocal, piano or organ music and hence is right at home in the family orchestra, church choir or singing society. The
B-flat soprano resembles the mezzo-soprano voice, plays the b-flat cornet parts in the band and is the star instrument
in modern dance orchestras. The E-flat alto saxophone can play the alto parts in the band, and might become a
featured solo instrument with symphony orchestras. The C-melody saxophone is an octave lower than the C soprano
and has a cellolike quality. The B-flat tenor saxophone takes the place of tenor or barytone in the band and trombone
in the orchestra. The E-flat barytone saxophone has the pitch of the E-flat bass or tuba in military bands, and the bflat bass saxophone has the pitch of the BB-flat bass, biggest of all military band instruments. It is a fussy musician
who cannot find satisfaction somewhere along this reigning line of vibrating brasses. No wonder we harbor
2,000,000 of them!
The Thrill of Your Life
Antoine Sax, of Belgium and Paris, developed the saxophone and began manufacturing the B-flat soprano,
E-flat alto, B-flat tenor and E-flat barytone - first of the saxophone family - in 1846. Edward Abraham Lefere, a
native of Holland, became the first great saxophone virtuoso about 1850. In his capable hands the new instrument
was endorsed by Wagner and Gounod. In 1871 Lefebre brought the first saxophone to this country. For nineteen
years thereafter he was the featured saxophone soloist with Gilmore's Band.
His mission in life was to establish the saxophone as a legitimate musical instrument. He did his work well.
Then the funny men seized upon it.
Knox Wilson, a "Dutch" comedian, was one of the first, if not the first, to do a cakewalk with the
saxophone. He starred in several musical comedies and is still in vaudeville.
Tom Brown started his career - on foot - from his home in Ottawa, Canada, where his father was leader of
the Governor-General's Foot Band. After many vicissitudes Tom became a circus cornet player. A brother joined him
under the white tops. They began to practice on the novel saxophones between circus performances. The other
musicians made merry with them. So did the elements. After a blow-down at Aurora, Illinois, one day, they found the
remains of a patron stretched out on their saxophone trunk. Eventually Tom, Bill, Alex, Fred, Vern and Percy
blossomed out as the Six Brown Brothers. Percy died in service during the World War. The remaining five, with a
new recruit, carried on in musical comedy and vaudeville.
The World War added a final touch to the saxophone's popularity. A regimental band was required for each
new regiment going into service. Governmental regulations and the enthusiasm of recruits to the army purchasing
department caused a boom in saxophone manufacture.
Impossibility of escaping the saxophone is daily impressed upon us. Boston rededicated itself to music with
a Music Week, May fourth to tenth last year. One of the week's features was a jazz concert by a forty-piece band in
which saxophones played prominent parts.
So far as I know, the highest attainment in saxophone performance is that credited to Miss Lillian A. Boyer,
of whom a current chronicler says, "If you ever have occasion to see Miss Boyer perform on a saxophone and note
her turning a complete somersault on the outer edge of the wing of a moving aeroplane while playing a solo, we are
sure you will get the thrill of your life."
I'll say you would! Not even Al Wilson, who, high in air, drives a golf ball from an aeroplane wing, then
leaps from one plane to another, can out point the musically inclined Miss Boyer. I am not sure what solo Miss
Boyer plays while turning her aerial somersault, but I assume she specializes in The Heavens Are Telling.
The Chicago Noise Court
Chicago, accustomed to disturbances, is trying to keep the saxophone within bounds. It does not object to
the uproar coming from the upper floors of the State-Lake Building, where budding saxophonists are attending a
saxophone school, even though that uproar outsounds the rumble of the Loop and the squealing of the L trains. It
does believe, however, in certain quiet hours between nightfall and dawn.
Hence the noise court instituted by Health Commissioner Bundesen, who is campaigning against persistent
and dynamic self-expression which he contends "may affect the brain in such a way as to cause giddiness, dizziness
and nausea." Among the offenders against the peace and dignity of Chicago are, according to the health
commissioner, "The saxophone player who begins his concert at a time when people should be sleeping; the ragtime
player who finds it necessary to keep the world awake; the phonograph player who makes himself a nuisance late at
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night; the radio fan who turns on the new horn at unseemly hours; the early-morning streetcar gongs; the annoying
locomotive whistle and the automobile horn that sreeches for the best girl to hurry."
Although Commissioner Bundesen hales offending saxophonists into court, he is not anti music or anti
saxophone. He has sponsored a saxophone sextet in his department. This sextet rehearses on the roof of the Cook
County Building. But it restrains itself after the Bundesen curfew has rung.
Edward C. Barroll, authority on the saxophone, hazards the prediction that the end of 1925 will find twenty
times as many saxophone bands in America as at the beginning of this year. Not only are individual and group
performances increasing at an alarming rate; saxophonists are coming upon us in pairs. Not long ago we were
presented with Filipino Siamese Twins, each playing a saxophone. Down in San Antonio a pair of twins recently
dawned upon the public. They are pretty little girls with long curly hair and bright faces, but they are joined SiameseTwin fashion and they do saxophone duets!
France appears to be taking the saxophone situation more seriously than does America. Last June the cables
told us the French Government had decided to banish the multitude of American jazz bands which were making life
difficult for French musicians.
Prominent saxophonists in this country appealed to Secretary of Labor Davis at Washington and
ambassador Myron T. Herrick at Paris, and the French ruling lost some of its harshness. Great is the power of the
saxophone.
It is becoming more and more strenuous for the professional saxophonist each day. Arrangers are giving
modern saxophone players more difficult parts, and there is a demand in better bands and orchestras for artistic work
in the saxophone department. In such organizations the trick player has given way to the one who thoroughly
understands ensemble playing. But many astonishing results have been accomplished by trickery.
There was the celebrated case of the Foster Quartet and the Pizzicato Polka. This Strauss number was long
a favorite with Gilmore's Band, because it is filled with difficult starts and stops and unison, and harmonic passages
which gave the dramatic Irish-American conductor a bully chance to show off. For the same reason it is a test
number for a saxophone quartet operating without a conductor, because each of the four players, standing in line on
the stage, had his hands and fingers full - of keys. And it is an axiom in the world of music that no four men can
count time alike. Doctor Foster solved the problem of the Pizzicato Polka's starts and stops in a unique and, for a
long time, mysterious manner. For months after the first performance of that polka as a saxophone quartet number, in
Carnegie Hall early in 1910, musicians sat out in front and marveled at the accuracy of attack exhibited by the Foster
quartet. Then the secret was revealed.
The ingenious Foster had cut out and concaved a bit of cork which he thrust into one nostril. At the intake
of breath immediately before each passage of music a sharp but subdued whistle came from Foster's nose. The
quartet could hear it, but the audience could not. The attack was perfect. Engagements galore followed. The quartet
was a nine months' wonder in the saxophone world. So much for originality.
Carping critics may complain of the saxophone craze, but the saxophonists will reply, "We're not so crazy
as the oboe, English horn and bassoon players. See how many of them have gone to the booby hatch!" And the
records do show that there is some foundation for the tradition that the players of double-reed instrument - of which
the oboe, English horn and bassoon are best known - do have a dual mentality and do at times suffer from amnesia.
The oboe is a diminutive wooden pipe with a delicate slightly nasal but wholly sweet tone, and is the boss
of band or orchestra because its pitch is so stable that all other instruments are tuned to it. it is of ancient, probably
Oriental, origin and in the course of its development has been known as the shawm, or reed pipe, of the twelfth
century, the schalm of King Henry VIII, the howeboie or hoeboy of Queen Elizabeth and hautboy of Samuel Pepys'
diary. "Hautboy" may be translated "high wood," referring not to a tall chest of drawers but to the altitude so easily
attained on the small musical instrument.
Oboe's Cousin
The first cousin to the oboe is the cor anglais, or English horn, which is neither English nor a horn, but is
really an alto oboe with a curved instead of a straight double reed and a bulging instead of a flaring bell. At first
glance an English horn looks something like a garfish.
Tradition has it that Samuel Butler once referred to the oboe as a clarinet with a cold in its head and to the
bassoon as a clarinet with a cold on its chest. The first comparison is not bad, but the second does not hold. A
bassoon looks like the blackened trunk of a slender sapling and sounds like a barking hippopotamus. It is the base
and bass edition of an oboe and the clown among the wood winds, which include the piccolos, flutes, clarinets,
oboes.
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Oboe players are said to go mad because the oboe's bore is so small and the instrument is so delicate that
there is constant danger of a blow-out or blow-up. The oboist is something like a deep-sea diver - always holding his
breath. There is constant pressure not only on the oboe's double reed but upon the oboist's brain. Incidentally, the
oboist feels the vibrations of his wooden reedy instrument. This is also true of performers on those other small-bore,
double-reed instruments, the English horn and bassoon. Players on single-reed instruments do not so suffer.
The bassoon player is also maddened by the long waits between notes. This is particularly the case with the
double-bassoon player. Even in the symphonies and operas there are few notes assigned to the double, or
contrabassoon; but when it is wanted it is wanted badly. Once upon a time a contra-bassoon player traveled from
New York to Pittsburgh just to play one note.
It must not be taken from the above that all players on double-reed instruments are mad. Most of them are
perfectly normal. There are no signs of insanity in the highly intelligent faces of Fred de Anelis, for twenty years
oboist of the New York Philharmonic Orchestra, Monsieur Bridet, foremost of French oboists, or monsieur Carlin,
first bassoonist of the Garde Republicaine Band of Paris.
I took an inventory of a friend's stock of musical instruments the other day. At current retail prices their
replacement value is:
Oboe - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -$300
Contra bassoon - - - - - - - - - - - - 350
E-flat clarinet - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 125
Bass clarinet - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 200
B-flat clarinet - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 165
Alto clarinet - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 150
English horn - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -150
Hecklephone - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 300
Rothophone - - - - -- - - - - - - - - - 200
Octavon - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 75
E-flat soprano saxophone - - - - 125
B-flat soprano saxophone - - - - - 250
E-flat barytone saxophone- - - - - 500
Marimbaphone-dulcimer - - - - - 400
Bagpipes - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 150
Total
$3440
This is not a complete inventory. Nor are the prices unusually high, for some of his saxophones are deluxe,
with gold plate, pearl buttons, engraving and other extra vagances. But to prove he is far from foolish, this man
carries $5000 insurance on his musical museum. He also carries several trunks.
The Boy from Baraboo
The flute, an ancient instrument, furnishes the bird voice for the band. The piccolo is to the flute as a
dachshund is to a great Dane. One of my earliest hates was a quiet, likable little fellow named Billie Homes, from
Baraboo, Wisconsin. Billie and I traveled with the same circus, I as a cornetist. I hated Billie because in those days
all circus musicians had to tote their instruments between circus lot and circus cars. This was particularly
burdensome after the night show. We all hated Billie, although Hank Henderson, the bass-drum thumper, hated him
the most. Billie was a piccolo player. When he finished his day's work he stuck his piccolo in his pocket!
In spite of the prevalence of the saxophone, the clarinet remains the dominant instrument in a modern wellbalanced military band. European and American bandmasters agree that each band should have as many clarinets as
all other instruments combined.
The clarinet - which is an invention of hoary antiquity, an indirect descendant of the Egyptian pipe and
hence a distant relative of the Welsh hornpipe, pibcorn or cornicyll - is also blessed with a reed, a conical tube and
many keys. But it has been a tough proposition for American musicians since the modern band and orchestra began
to function. Only within this decade have we had enough genuine clarinetists to supply the demand.
Though the clarinetist is often described as a grinning fool sucking a stick, and though he gets his result by
vibrating a column of air much as a saxophonist does, the clarinet has the greatest range of any band instrument and a
tone quality between the flute and oboe. It is to the military band what the violin is to the orchestra - the lead.
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Fingering a clarinet, is much more difficult than fingering a saxophone. Here are the catalogue
specifications for one clarinet "Seventeen keys, four rings, rollers, including extra a-flat-E-flat lever for little finger,
left hand lower joint; B-flat trill key, first finger, right hand upper joint; lever for first finger, right hand on C-sharpG-sharp key."
One must not only be a mechanician, mathematician and musician to play a clarinet. He must also carry a
chauffeur's took kit, including grease box, screw driver, needles, pliers, alcohol lamp, springs, spring hooks, cork
wax and a swab.
Many of the best clarinets are made from granadilla from Mozambique, East Africa; many of the less
expensive ones from ebonite, a rubber composition.
The World War, which pushed the saxophone into prominence, almost put all reed-instrument players out
of business. Although the flat bits of cane sucked so assiduously by the reed-instrument players look commonplace
enough, practically all of them come from the cane fields of Southern France. During the war Senegalese troops were
billeted among those cane fields and used the cane for fires, shanties and anything else that struck their fancy. There
has been a great shortage of properly cured and seasoned wind-instrument cane ever since then.

JANUARY 14 - OUTLOOK
HORSE-SENSE AND HORSE-PLAY IN MUSIC by Leslie Fairchild.- Modern thoughts on an ancient
conspiracy against the feet.
It may not be the most polite thing to tap your feet, snap your fingers or shake your shoulders when the
orchestra deliberately tantalizes you with one of those jazziest of jazz tunes, but do not worry about that; you are
simply responding to the same force that acted by our prehistoric ancestors back in the stone age-yes, and your
relatives even previous to that period. I mean our Chinese aunts and uncles who playing threw coconuts at one
another.
Can You Beat It?
The very same force which not only incited these primitive people do barbaric warfare but also soothed
their savage breast and reduced the friction of their manual labor to a minimum such as lubricants do in this machine
that is still a vital force within you and I - a force which uses us to group melodic taps or sounds into twos or threes.
Have you ever listened to the rain hitting on a tin roof or the ticking of a clock and then caught yourself
mentally dividing these taps into groups of twos or threes, and often wondered what it was all about?
This strange force within, which musicians call rhythm, is a vital force which can be used to incite
emotions, moods, or .passions. Have you ever noticed how restless you become when some one literally sits and
taps with his foot or fingers a rhythmic pattern without cessation, and how angry you become if one keeps on with it
for any length of time? If so, you will need no other proof of that rhythm induces movement or action and will have
a faint idea how...primitive barbarians were worked up to warlike frenzy through the use of the tom-tom or drum.
Many will no doubt remember the emotional effect that the tom-tom in "Emperor Jones" (a play performed
by ...Provincetown Players two or three seasons ago) had on the audience. If I recall rightly, the unremittent thud of
the tom-tom is kept going through the entire play. Emperor Jones, a Negro, has been ..in the thick of the jungle. In
trying to find a way to escape. He listens to the direction from which the sound of the tom-tom is presumably
coming. This being a most deceptive guide, he finds that he has been traveling around in circles. The constant
reiteration of this weird tone, first sounding near and then distant, together with his exhausted condition, finally
drives him mad. It is much like the old-time torture of dripping water on the victim's head. So strong is this rhythmic
power that on leaving the theater one continues to register mentally this unceasing beat of the tom-tom.
The Zulus Had It All Over the Jazz Hounds
Writers of jazz have long known this power of rhythm, which sways the masses, and they have reaped
generous harvests by appealing to this universal instinct, which is as old as the universe itself. It is their direct
intention to get at least your feet going, if not your entire body. It would be interesting to know how much energy,
measured in foot pounds, has been expended during the brief life of one of these popular hits. I dare say that it this
energy were capable of being harnessed it would supply light, heat, and power to a small town.

- 643 -

In just what respect is our so-called modern jazz band modern? Perhaps in its machine-made and highly
polished instruments. No doubt you think the melody is on a higher plane, but really the question of melody is only a
matter of taste. Or is it the trap drummer with the patent-leather hair? In fact, a Zulu warrior can do more with a
drum than the average trap drummer can do with his entire outfit. In the Zulu's hands the drum becomes a living,
talking thing, and as far as the patent-leather hair goes, the Zulus have it all over the modern jazz sheiks, for they
grease their entire bodies to make themselves attractive.
As far as modern traps go, they hearken back to the dark ages of the tom-tom, tortoise and gourd rattles,
coyote yells, foot-stamping, and hand-clapping of the primitives. They are the fundamental requisites of intensifying
the rhythmic pattern of the dance, which fairly compels the dancer to strut.
The Negroes of Africa even produced tones of different quality in their simple rhythmic hand-clapping by
striking the hands together flat and also by striking them together cup-shaped. Try it on your own ears and note the
difference in tone from one extreme to the other.
As far as the invention of rhythmic patterns is concerned, which stimulate us to do a hundred-yard dash
around a dance hall without becoming the least bit fatigued and enable soldiers to cover miles with ease that would
otherwise become drudgery, we have to hand it to our barbarian friends, for they were past masters in this field.
Even those composers whom we term ultra-modernists are not looking half so far into the future as they are
into the past for material to work with. They often use what is called irregular barrings or rhythms - that is, every
measure is given a different time, such as 2-4: 3-4: 4-4: 3-4: 3-8, etc. Many seem to think this to be a distinctive and
original modern touch, when in reality it was used by the North American Indians and the blacks of Africa.
Be That As It May
Jazz properly played is a remarkable stimulus to help overcome tired nerves and bad dispositions. It helps
to dispel the blues, puts new life into one, and a liking for it is a wonderful starting-point for the appreciation of
music that is on a higher plane.
Through rhythm, its basic element, jazz music appeals to us physically, while music on a higher plane
appeals not only to our physical beings but to our emotional and intellectual selves as well. Music of the highest type
possesses this threefold appeal, and one's full appreciation of it comes through slow growth - from the ground up, so
to speak.
The greatest fault with jazz is to be found, not so much in the compositions themselves (for we have some
fairly good exponents in this field and its technic is greatly improving), but with its interpreters. Many seem to think,
from the average jazz bands we hear in vaudeville, that all that is necessary to produce jazz music is the indiscreet
use of unrestrained Noise.
The truth of the whole matter is that real jazz orchestras are no more plentiful than our fine symphony
orchestras, and they require just as competent musicians to perform this type of composition as the finest symphonic
works.
A Little Nonsense Now and Then
If all other arts are capable of depicting humor, why not music? The laughing trombone has pointed the
way. It is the premier clown of the jazz band, with the muted horns running a close second. Even such masterful
composers as Richard Strauss, Puccini, Schubert, and others have made use of and have enjoyed a practical musical
joke. Mr. Henry Finck, the eminent author and critic, recalls in one of his books how Schubert amused his friends by
singing his "Erlking" through a paper-covered comb in the most exaggerated manner of expression. In Puccini's
opera "suor Angelica" the orchestra imitates the braying of a donkey, and in Strauss's "Don Quixote" it imitates the
most realistic bleating of sheep.
Ragtime and jazz are not, as many seem to think, synonymous. Ragtime is purely a case of syncopation. The
time (or, a better name, rhythm) is made to sound ragged or distorted by shifting the accent of a strong beat to a
weaker one, whereas jazz is a form of humorous ragtime which calls upon the various instruments to do as much
clowning as is consistent with the composition. Sometimes more! Here enter the laughing trombone, muted horns
that are made to squawk, the soprano saxophone that tries to outdo a prima donna, horns singing through
megaphones that closely resemble the human voice, and the unusual combination of instruments having a tonal color
all its own.
All Joking Aside
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The new tonal combinations produced by jazz orchestras, through the use of horns muted with everything
from a derby hat or a tin can to a specially constructed plug and through unusual combinations of instruments,
opening new vista of striking new effects to the symphonic writers who dare to step beyond the bounds of the
classical orchestral combinations.

JANUARY 25 - NEW YORK TIMES
SOULFUL YOUTHS BUY SAXOPHONES. No Sleep For Neighbors of Ambitious Young Jazz
Orchestras. Far be it from the good people of Bensonhurst, Harlem or West Farms to flout tradition, but doubt as to
the truth of the ancient contention that music hath charms is dropping heavily upon them.
In their milder moments they will concede that perhaps there were times in their lives when music had a
soothing significance for them, but that was before the young men in their localities became unreasonably convinced
that any one could learn to play a wind or percussion instrument in ten lessons or receive his money back.
These peaceful communities, and the ninety-two other shoulder-to-shoulder hamlets that compose the
metropolis, deny that they are peaceful any longer. They recall with regret their criticism of youths who spent their
evenings and 2 1/2 cents a cue in the local pool parlors. They yearn for the quiet click of the billiard balls when they
are assailed by some particularly agonized wail committed in the name of music.
It affords them no joy that the gangs have been supplanted by the bands. They even miss the boys who
stood on the corner, with heads close together, keeping always a respectful distance ahead of the tenor as they
apprised a disinterested public of a warm regard for "Sweet Adeline."
Today "Sweet Adeline" has been supplanted in young men's musical interest by a correspondent kind of a
lady known as "Hot Mamma." Their homage to this livelier belle is paid with an assortment of shiny, leather-lunged
instruments played with an accompaniment of puffed cheeks and shaking shoulders.
Many an innocuous telephone lineman by day is a mad master of saxophony by night. There are shipping
clerks who take up a clarinet when they drop the hammer. There are third assistant paying tellers who become lost in
the shining embrace of a Sousaphone when dusk falls.
A Double Lure.
The boys have succumbed to a double lure. They crave wealth and social desirability. They want to be
appealed to by charming company to cause their saxophone to sob, croon, or have it ask her please to come back to
him.
The indulgence of the jazz orchestra leaders in permitting the general public to peer into their pay envelopes
and see the thousands of dollars neatly folded there has caused legions of young men to regard the merchandising of
melody as their mission on earth.
They all do not succeed in creating symphonic sound; but they usually manage to achieve volume. They
collect in quintets and sextets at one another's homes, much as card players do, and prepare to blow and thump their
way to fame and fortune. They are blissfully impervious to the thudding on the ceiling by the family below. The urge
is so strong upon them that janitors are defied with as much impunity as are ordinary persons.
Their art is long and time is fleeting. It is often midnight before there is a pause in their evening's
occupation. This interval is customarily devoted to crimination and recrimination regarding the authorship of divers
sour notes.
Now and then they are engaged to play at local weddings or large ice cream parlors. At the refreshment
saloon they sometimes find themselves in stern competition with the nickel piano. This piano has seniority in its
favor, but the orchestra gives motions with its music, this being a most popular blending in this restless era.
The remuneration is not precisely princely, but there are no discomforts from thirst.
One of the largest manufacturers of band instruments declared that his sales for 1924 were more than
double those for 1923. He admitted that he has sympathy for those tenants with a two-year lease and an incipient
orchestra on the same floor. He says he would pay a fabulous price to the inventor of a device that would silence a
saxophone when a player was exceeding his quota of harsh and unfeeling notes. Inventors, here is your chance. B. R.
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JANUARY - ETUDE
THE DIXIE PICCOLO - We learn from a press clipping that Walter H. Schribner, director of a theater
orchestra in Lexington, Ky., is the proud possessor of the piccolo on which the late Dan "Decatur" Emmett, of
Mount Vernon, Ohio, played his composition Dixie one of the South's most famous melodies. Shortly before Emmett
died, the famous minstrel presented the instrument to Mr. Scribner, whose home is also in Mount Vernon, Mr.
Scribner's grandfather, Dr. John J. Scribner, was Emmett's physician.
"The piccolo was used when Emmett composed the music for Dixie which was first played in New York at
the opening of a minstrel show. The melody won instant applause and prompted Emmett to write the words for it.
Following his retirement from the stage, Emmett settled in Mount Vernon, where he delighted the residents for miles
around with his playing and singing. Emmett is buried at Mount Vernon and a large memorial tablet was erected
there a few years ago by the townspeople." The flute seems to have been a popular instrument for composition at that
time. It will be recalled that Stephen Foster played the flute, and doubtless used it as an aid to the inspiration of his
melodies such as Old Folks at Home

FEBRUARY - MUSICAL COURIER
IN THE MATTER OF JAZZ. Under this caption Simeon Strunsky presents his views in the New York
Times Book Review of February 8. He takes for his text the remarks of Henderson in this month's Scribner's, which
he calls "something more than an apology for jazz,," and sets himself the task of demonstrating that if America is
jazzy, other countries are more so. He introduces his subject thus:
"As we go to press the country is still waiting for some one to rise and demonstrate two truths for which the
world cries aloud: (1) That President Coolidge represents the perfect embodiment of the spirit of jazz in the realm of
statesmanship, and (2) that the Constitution of the Untied States is the most wonderful effect ever produced at any
one moment by the lungs of man operating a strangled saxophone. These two things must be true, because Mr.
Coolidge and the Constitution of the United States are obviously part of the civilization of this America whose inner
meaning is so satisfactorily being revealed in terms of the cabaret ensemble."
Of the saxophone and tom-tom as particularly native to the soul of this nation Mr. Strunsky writes: "No
doubt they express our ebulliency, our optimism, our energy and our extravagant humor. But I imagine these
qualities could be found in other nations, at least in sufficient degree to meet the needs of a formula."
This is, of course, in line direct with most of what is said about the tom-tom and the saxophone. But are
either of these instruments as above described, "ebullient, optimistic, energetic and extravagantly humorous?" To
many musicians it is sure that the monotonous tom-tom beats of jazz are the opposite of ebullient, etc., and the
saxophones, especially in harmony, seem not jazzy but exquisitely soft. However, Mr. Strunsky probably uses this as
an illustration to include the whole jazz formula.
He then goes on to tabulate our national features for the purpose of showing that we are, indeed, less jazzy
than other nations. He mentions, in turn, President Coolidge, the Constitution, Our Party System - of which he says:
"But in America men are born Republicans or Democrats and their grandsons die Republican or Democratic.
Compared with the jazz of Europeans politics ours are Johann Sebastian Bach" - The Mother idea - "If the mother
chant, as we raise it, is bunk it is part of an international bunk" - Puritanism, Capitalism, Ku Kulx, The Farmer, Local
Genius.
Under each of these headings Mr. Strunsky shows how very conservative we are and sums up by asking:
"How can a civilization which has been so severely stigmatized as stick-in-the-mud, creaky, antiquated,
anachronistic, suppressionist and in every other way hostile to adventure, questing, experimenting. Life - how can
such a civilization be described as jazz?"
The really important feature of all this writing and talking about jazz and Americanism is the fact of tacit
acknowledgment of two things: (1) that our music should express us, (2) that jazz, if it expresses us at all, expresses
only a very unimportant part of us. The same is true of all American music based upon negro, Indian, or other exotic
themes or idioms.
The jazz people are not the worst offenders, if they are offenders at all - which is highly doubtful. It is the
writers of so-called (or would-be) serious music who offend by setting their standard so far away from the sort of
Americanism of which they ought to be proud. Of all the music composed by native born white Americans there is
little indeed that has set out to express the essence of American tradition, as Bach, Beethoven, Brahms, Wagner and
other expressed the essence of German tradition.
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When Mr. Strunsky asks if jazz expresses President Coolidge and our Constitution he asks if jazz expresses
the spirit that has made us and kept us what we are. And if he asks this of jazz he might also (and with much the same
reply) ask it of much of the serious music that has been written and is being written by Americans.
These works might be separated into categories somewhat as follows: American music expressing America;
American music expressing France; American music expressing Germany; American music expressing the oriental
American music expressing Indians; American music expressing Negroes; American music expressing cleverness;
American music expressing sentimentalism.

FEBRUARY 7 - LIVING AGE
THE TRIUMPH OF THE JUNGLE by Jaap Kool. The incidental effects of music are, luckily, not the only
things that determine its aesthetic value, for it they were we should, no doubt, have to regard the jazz-band as the
highest form of music.
No matter how bad a humor I happen to be in, I find that playing one of Paul Whiteman's magnificent
phonograph-records makes another man of me in a flash. My pulse quickens, my toe begins to tap assiduously, my
ears prick up in an effort to catch all the fine points of the music, my fancy falls to painting pictures of every hue, and
I long to be up and doing.
Then I say to myself: 'You have the most magnificent of Mozart's and Bruckner's symphonies - music for
which you would go through fire. You honestly enjoy Richard Strauss. Yet none of these has the same fantastic
effect upon you as a jazz-band.'
It is not, after all, by the intensity of experience that we must measure the power of music? You will be
thinking, I know, dear reader - especially if you happen to be a professional musician - that taste vary, that there are
those blessed with a taste for purely intellectual music and others who adore the music of the variety hall. So be it; I
am not responsible for that. And yet I do not think that this is all the truth.
To-day the jazz-band exercises an enormous influence. The proof? Money is obviously the scale whereby
our age measures influence and power. Well, is there a single symphony orchestra that supports itself? Is there an
opera that is not struggling with gigantic deficits? Is there, indeed, for the large number of well-trained and cultivated
musicians the bare possibility of a half-way-decent existence? No! Meanwhile our best jazz-bands are receiving a
thousand gold marks for an ordinary day's playing, in addition to which there are phonograph records to be made and
the royalties that come with them. A glance at the catalogues shows that jazz stands to all the other music published
in the ratio of a hundred to one. Even the flood of operettas and revues survive mainly because the offer a chance to
popularize song-hits.
And now I lay Paul Whiteman's record on the phonograph again. is there really nothing here but senseless
noises? Is this only a kind of musical uproar. My own ear is by no means untrained, and yet the music of a jazz-band
pleases me. There is spirit here, still more, there is inspiration. There is even a finely chiseled contrapuntal leading of
the voices. How full and beautiful is the tone of the saxophone! How enchantingly sentimental! the contrasting
tenderness of the violin! What ensemble! What exactness! The saxophone soars with its syncopation high above
everything else. It seems to have forgotten the rhythm., and surges onward like a wave of the sea over water flowing
back the other way. And yet the saxophone' syncopation is immediately brought to a resolution by the percussion
instruments. Bang! A tremendous thump spreads through the sounds of the other instruments.
All this can hardly come from banal superficial minds. Appearances are deceptive. There must be some
deeper _____here, some deeper understanding. This highly developed rhythm, which is so new to us, can hardly be
the work of a day. A lengthy course of development must lie behind it.
Suppose we try to gather together what is known about the origin of the jazz-band. If we may trust a mere
story, the word 'jazz' comes from a band in a water-front resort in Philadelphia, which used to have a Negro named
Jack Washington playing the drums. This Negro had developed a rhythm so fierce that the band, as a joke, used to
stop playing entirely and let Jack rage on the drums alone. When the time came for Jack to play his percussion solos,
the sailors would cry in delight, 'Jack! Jack!' - and from this cry of theirs the odd name 'jazz' is derived. But what the
Negro played had an inspired frenzy in it - had, as the French would say, le feu sacre, a fire that soon blazed up and
swept across the whole world. The sailors in that water-front resort thought they were watching something quite
unique, a kind of acrobatics, and many of Jack's imitators in the years that followed have produced laughter and
amazement on all sides. Only a few recognized that this was not an individual trick of the Negro named Jack, but that
is was the inspiration of an entire race, of a whole world of feeling quite different from our own, which had produced
this effect.
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And now we grow thoughtful. Do we not hear that recently the intellectual superiority of the Negro Prince
Kojo Towahu Heunn created more interest in Paris than the Prince of Wales, who was generally neglected? Was it
not a Negro who in 1922 won the Goncourt Prize, the highest literary distinction of the 'intellectual Republic' with
his novel Batouala? And was not another black man, Battling Siki, the champion boxer of Europe? It is not possible
that this much-ridiculed black race may have something of value to give us? Perhaps we ourselves may be more
subject to exotic influences than we suspect. Perhaps even the bobbed hair so commonly worn by women to-day - a
fashion known for hundreds of years among primitive peoples - may have a similar origin. For primitive peoples do
strongly affect our modern life.
In the moving pictures a principal character often remains while everything fades away about him. let us, in
the same way, allow the picture of that harbor resort in Philadelphia, where Jack Washington used to dance and play
his drum solos, fade out of our imaginations; and when the picture forms again, we shall see him once more in his
native village, dancing the religious dances of his people. I say 'religious dances' because all the primitive dances of
exotic peoples are primarily incantations and magic rites, primitive peoples being, as a rule, extremely pious. We see
our friend Jack swinging the dance rattle, while the women play in an orchestra that consists mainly of drums, tomtoms, hollow bamboo, sticks of wood, and other things of the sort. Now we begin to remember what an enormous
part rhythm plays among primitive peoples. In many villages every man has a special rhythm of his own, with which
his friends can call him or greet him. If important tidings must be communicated in haste, they are spread from
village to village by rhythmic strokes on a gigantic wooden drum, - the so-called drum-language, - and the rhythms
necessary for all this are by no means simple.
We know that among many primitive peoples there is a marked preference for quintuple time. We see how
naturally this time - so rare in our own musical literature - is suited to these peoples, when we find a melody from a
French opera, originally written in two-four time, taken over and changed into five-eight time by the repetition of the
first eighth note. Indeed, our European sense of rhythm is extraordinarily undeveloped when compared with that of
primitive peoples. Compare the rhythm of one of our folk-songs with a primitive folk-song. In our song there is a
continuous similarity, a rhythmic monotony, whereas in the primitive song there is much more life, even a kind of
rhythmic counterpoint - that is, something like a rhythmic conversation between two rhythms of equal value,
balanced one against the other. I admit, it is true, that in compensation for this our music has attained a higher
melodic development; but there is no denying that the possibility of great progress in rhythm still lies before us especially when rhythm is related to melody.
Neither must we forget that the rhythms of exotic peoples have one fundamental difference from our own.
All the more interesting to note, then, that to-day, when these exotic rhythms have forced their way into our modern
dances and dance orchestras, it is upon them that musicians depend to determine the suitability of pieces for the jazzband. We Europeans, whose music is derived almost exclusively from song and choral, speak, for example, of a
whole or a half note, and so come to take a very long note as our unit. Observe that all notes played faster than this
unit - the so-called half, quarter, and eighth notes - appear to us as breaks and divisions of this unit. Quite otherwise
with the exotic peoples. They think of a long not of the sort we term a whole not as the result of adding together
many shorter notes. Their rhythmic unit is something like our eighth note, and so they find in our long notes nothing
restful, but rather a heaping-up of unrest. While one of their musicians is playing a whole note, he is feeling within
him the sum of a series of eighth notes. This attitude toward rhythm explains why so many of our good and cultivated
musicians find absolutely nothing in a jazz-band, and also why almost all classically educated composers are unable
to write genuine jazz. Irving Berlin, one of the most famous composers in America, who has recently established an
immense music-publishing house, can neither read nor play notes.
But modern jazz is no longer merely a matter of rhythm. The saxophone is almost more characteristic of the
modern jazz-band than the drum, itself. These two contrasting elements clash with each other. One might almost
speak of a mingling in the hearers' mind, of exotic rhythm and of European melody. In the beginning the jazz-band
was the creature of the drums. Not only did it employ drums, kettledrums, wood drums, triangles, cymbals, and even
cowbells and motor-horns, but even such instruments as the basis and the piano were used primarily as instruments to
create a rhythm through which the violin, the only instrument left to carry the melody, had an extraordinarily hard
time making itself heard. In order to help it out, the members of the band made a practice, in the earlier days, of
singing the more important parts of the melody, usually the refrain; until one day somebody had the idea of
supporting the violin with a tuba, later with a trombone, and finally with a cornet. But even these stood then, and still
stand, in the shadow of the drums and noisy instruments. The tuba's tone was carried up two or three octaves and led
the melody in the soprano. The trombone and cornet were muted until the tone became sharp, squeaky, and nasal. A
study of primitive dances makes it quite clear that in them the unnatural and deliberately intended and deliberately
sought. The limbs are intentionally given a painful or cramped position, the falsetto is used side by side with chest
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tones, the voice is given a nasal quality. Notes are joined by a _____ming glissando, and one shrieks and trills with
lips and checks and tongue. The object is to emphasize by these extraordinary actions and these extraordinary noises
that something altogether unusual is going on - something suited to the world of demons. To emphasize this
impression, savages had masks made in horrible and terrifying designs, or else employ absurd colors and symbolic
paintings on their bodies.
Taken in relation to these dances, many of the properties of jazz assume quite a different aspect. Whether
our best jazz-bands contrive to produce a genuine world of demons or not, at last there is no denying that they do
produce a powerful effect upon us.
The decisive turning in the history of the jazz-band came with the victory of the saxophone. Where did this
instrument originate? In the year 1842 a man came from Brussels to Paris without a penny. His name was Adloph
Sax. His sole possession was an instrument which he had invented in his father's musical-instrument shop - a bass
clarinet of curious construction with which he stirred up a commotion upon the pinnacles of the Parisian musical
world, among such men as Halevy and Auber. He received an especially favorable reception from Berlioz, who
provided the inventor with the money necessary to carry out his plans. Sax now built seven of these instruments,
named saxophones in his honor, of different

FEBRUARY (1925) - SCHRIBNER
RAGTIME, JAZZ, AND HIGH ART by W. J. Henderson. - What is ragtime? What is jazz? And whence
and whither? Ragtime is no longer mentioned. "Jazz" has lost its original meaning. Paul Whiteman, artist in popular
music, protests against calling the prevailing species of dance-songs jazz. But no matter what we choose to call our
popular music, it is sui generis. We should not apologize for it. "A poor thing, but mine own," mumbled the
shamefaced Touchstone. Yet, barring her inability to babble like her chosen lord and master, Audrey was probably
quite as valuable a member of the human race as the fool in the forest. Perhaps her price was not above rubies, but
she was at least worthy of the respect of a Touchstone.
Now, as for what is at present called jazz, we Americans have no need to whimper "a poor thing, but mine
own." It is our own, but if it is a poor thing then we are poor things too, for it represents us with uncanny fidelity.
What else musical have we created? The melancholy echoes of dissenters' chapels composed by Hopkins or the
solemn platitudes of Lower Mason? Was there a rural church in all Britain from which these might not have
emerged? Or shall we pin our faith on the "Hora Novissima" of Horatio Parker, breathing the blessed spirit of the
venerable festival of the Three Choirs, or the "Pagan Poem" of Charles Martin Loeffler, trumpeting classic memories
of Lutetia in the language of all Gaul?
We refrain. We hesitate and are lost in the mists of speculation. For if we searchingly review the history of
our musical rise and progress we arrive at the inescapable conclusion that we have assimilated the arts of all the
nations of earth and made none of our own. History is tiresome even to people who do not share the skeptical views
of Henry Ford as to its value; but we must refer to it in order to declare that it denudes us of all garments of musical
glory. Up to the beginning of the nineteenth century we produced nothing which still moves before us. When the
little group of New Englanders, our first modern composers, began its activities, the ears of all musical students were
turned toward Europe, and they are still strained to the sound-waves from the east. The nations of Europe were not
only nations, but peoples. They had the racial and characteristic backgrounds essential to the creation of their own
types of art. They had folk-music foundations and long and painfully developed schemes of artistic musical
architecture. Our would-be Mozarts and Schuberts had nothing national to build upon. We were a nation, but not a
people. The melting-pot was seething and boiling with ingredients from the icy mountains and the coral strands.
When we made a play it was patterned after Farquhar or Sheridan. When we painted a portrait we fixed out reverent
gaze on Sir Joshua. When we fashioned a public building we bowed before the shrines of Wren and Gibbs.
Our students of music were nevertheless profoundly ignorant of the existence of the musical treasures of
most of the European nations. The Italian opera and the German symphony loomed as master creations before them.
Since Italians operas were obviously desirable chiefly because they were imported and but vaguely understood,
whereas the native articles suffered from the shameless exposure of the language, the goal of our musicians became
the concert platform. The Titans of concert art were Bach and Handel, Mozart and Beethoven; the treasures in which
their traditions were hoarded were the conservatories of Dresden and Leipzig, Berlin and Vienna. But Austria was
practically terra incognita. Berlin was gloomily repellent. So the youthful aspirants hastened overseas to learn all the
secrets of the Saxons. And when they returned they gave us symphonic Mendelssohn and water or hard-boiled fugues
without salt or pepper.
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We possess among our musical treasures some of the most elegantly groomed symphonies and perfectly
trimmed string quartets that have proceeded from the mind of man. We have large, spacious, well-ventilated
oratorios, wholesome and refreshing as country afternoons. Our operas have been anxiously made upon the Italian
last and have altered their outlines with every slow shift of fashion along the Piazza della Scala. And what noble and
uplifting tone poems, marching bravely behind the grizzled standard of Richard Strauss, as their forerunners paraded
with the flag of Liszt! Piano concertos and violin concertos we also own, reflecting every ray of glory from those of
Mozart and Corelli to those of Saint-Saens and Tschaikowsky.
We have not stood still. We have made progress faithfully in the footsteps of Europe. We are nothing if not
up-to-date. And style? Well, one may do some boasting about that, for there is nothing in the shape of style which we
have not tried at least once. We are eclectic, above all things, and true to our mission as a melting-pot. Meanwhile
we have missed one great thing - music of the people, by the people, and for the people. We could not produce that
while the German maennerchor in every town was clinging to the fatherland classics, the Swedish and Italian and
even Irish societies resolutely turning their backs on everything except what chanted the rhythms of their own lands.
So when an American composer felt it incumbent upon him to write a symphony in B flat just because all
the ancient immortals wrote symphonies, he was compelled to invent absolutely colorless themes and develop them
in architectural musical forms designed by Beethoven and taught with authority in the great temples of culture in
Dresden and Leipzig.
But onward-looking Europe declined to tarry beside the biers of Beethoven and Schubert. She sought and
found new melodic and harmonic diction in the whole tone scale dangled before her eyes like a string of pearls by
the delicate fingers of Debussy. And later came the prophets of the north with harmonic scales, harmony in two
planes, atonal and polytonal mazes, and the bewildering procession of new creations ranging from the ecstatic poems
of the polite Scriabin to the elemental disclosures of the rude Stravinsky. And with her eyes still scanning the purple
horizons over the eastern sea America read the new message and took up the weak man's burden of imitation.
The ignorant people chattered noisily over the new things. "Why do they bring us this music which is not
music?' some cried. "Let them keep to their Mozart, Beethoven, and even Wagner. We have gone as far as we are
going." But missionary work was to be done in order that those who had nothing to say in music might bury their
emptiness under a dazzling parade of the new devices. And so began the rise of the leagues and the guilds.
How beautiful is the spirit of brethren who dwell together in unity! What an inspiring influence is the good
American "get-together" meeting! In all music there has been nothing more persuading than a Sunday-night
gathering of one of these guilds devoted to the dissemination of the new gospel. Yet in the end it was not the valiant
apostles of the new creed who wore the crowns of glory, but the unbridled prophet of the steppes, Igor Stravinsky
himself. "Renard" and the "Histoire d'un Soldat" laughed their way into the memories of unbelieving recorders of
musical incidents, while the solemn absurdities of the profound Varese, Salzedo, and Ruggles evaporated in the cold
sunlight of the morning after.
Neither the grave and reverend seniors who brought from Europe the rubber stamp "approved by Carl
Reinecke" or the youthful aspirants who dreamed they had found the fountain of eternal youth in the dead sea of
Milhaud, Poulenc, and the so-called "Group of Six" produced anything that caused a single responsive throb in the
heart of America. From Skowhegan to Port Jervis the spirit of the nation beat time to the rhythms of the jazz tunes,
and when the inner brotherhood in Forty-seventh Street implores the people to harken to Ruggles's "Vox clamans in
deserto" or the "Octandre" of Edgar Varese, the graceless people rudely chant: "Why did you kiss that girl?"
There are signs of an awakening. The musicians have begun to discover that their ancient altars are in
danger of being burned by the home fires. The Etude, a leading musical magazine, has enriched its columns with a
symposium on jazz. Eminent, musicians, such as Leopold Stokowski, John Alden Carpenter, Walter Spalding, of
Harvard, and a score of others have said their say. Stokowski, the brilliant conductor of the Philadelphia Orchestra, is
of the opinion that jazz is here to stay. Well, that may or may not be. Its effects will surely last, though jazz as it is at
the moment may pass into the dim chambers of memory or figure only in more or less accurate histories of the
developments of music in the United States.
But what lexicographer can catch and imprison within two lines of agate type the meaning of the word jazz?
For the term has become involved in inextricable linguistic confusion. Ragtime was the syncopated music that rested
on the basis of the old-time negro jig. The double-shuffle and the clarion call of the floor manager for everybody to
"sift sand" suggested new conjuring tricks to composers. Hardly anything of all that remains. How much ragtime can
be found in Irving Berlin's latest gems?
It need not greatly concern the student of music where ragtime originated. Fred Stone, the comedian, said in
an interview in the New York Times that he first heard it played on a piano by a negro in New Orleans in 1895. Mr.
Stone believes that it was derived from a dance called the "Pasmala," which he suspected to be a corruption of "pas a
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mele" - a mixed step. This dance featured the shuffling, dragging foot, and the short tone preceding the long one as
in the typical ragtime snap. From this dance Bert Jordan and others developed dances which depended for their
interest on the rhythms sounded by the feet and these rhythms were generally of the "rag" type.
Jazz, strictly speaking, is instrumental effects, the principal one being the grotesque treatment of the
portamento, especially in the wind-instruments. The professor of jazz, in the English of genius, calls these effects
"smears." The writer first heard jazz performed by trombone-players in some of the marching bands in the days of
our war preparation. Afterward the ingenious players of the popular music discovered how to produce these wailing,
sliding tones on other instruments. Later came the incomparable Ross Gorman, who can evoke the laugh of a hyena
from a clarinet and the bark of a dog from a heckelphone. But the caterwaul of the nocturnal to be, the baying of the
wandering "houn' dawg," and the unnecessary crowing of the 2-A.-M. rooster are not essential to jazz music. They
have been made a part of it because such instrumental antics entertain the crowd.
The employment of curious devices for altering the tonal quality of certain wind instruments shocks the
conservative music-lover more by its appearance than its musical effect. When a trombone player places the bell of
his instrument close to the mouth of a megaphone and obtains new and genuinely beautiful tonal effects, he is doing
a legitimate musical thing which would be more subtly persuasive in dignified composition if the mechanism were
not so baldly exposed. When a clarinet-player thrusts the bell of his instrument into a derby hat, thereby causing the
tones to sound muffled and distant, he is not performing a new feat in jazz, but merely reproducing an effect dating
back to Hector Berlioz's "Lelio ou le Retour a la Vie," made known in 1832. The composer directs the clarinetist at a
certain passage to wrap the instrument in a leather bag, and informs us that he devised this singular "sordin," or
"mute," to "give the sound of the clarinet an accent as vague and remote as possible."
The composition of the jazz orchestra is more pregnant in its promise for the future than the jazz itself. A
symphony orchestra will contain about seventy-five strings to fourteen wood-wind and eleven brass instruments. A
jazz band shows a decided preponderance of wind and it leans naturally toward those of the greatest flexibility. The
flute and the horn are not much used. In its Aeolian Hall concert Paul Whiteman's organization had eight violins, two
double-basses (both interchangeable with tuba), a banjo, a celesta, two trumpets (exchangeable with flugelhorns),
two trombones, two horns, and three players operating the whole family of saxophones, a family of oboes, and
another of clarinets. The great range and variety of sonorities within the powers of such an orchestra must be
apparent to any one possessing even a layman's knowledge of orchestral effects.
This jazz orchestra is American. It has impressed itself upon the artistic European mind just as the ragtime
and jazz music has captured the popular fancy of Europe. Can any such thing be said of any other American musical
creation? In the admirable compositions of the learned Athenians who walk in the groves of the Boston Common one
finds all the urbanity and all the lofty contemplation that characterize the works of the fathers. But has Europe
hearkened to them? Has a European musician stretched out the arms of his flagging inspiration toward them and
clasped to his throbbing breast their needed support? Alas no! But ragtime and jazz rule the feet of France and
Britain. And only last winter there came into the presence of local music-lovers a composition by Igor Stravinsky
called "Symphonies for Wind-Instruments," which betrayed that famous experimentalist as an attentive listener to the
seductive breathings of the saxophones, clarinets, and stopped trumpets of the jazz band.
Our jazz music is unquestionably our own. It expresses our ebulliency, our care-free optimism, our nervous
energy, and our extravagant humor - characteristics which our foreign critics tell us demark us from the rest of the
world. Our composers have in recent years disclosed a desire to embody in music national thought, aspiration and
emotion. Goldmark's "Gettysburg" symphony, Hadley's "North, East, South, and West," Schelling's "Victory Ball"
and the negro rhapsodizings of Henry F., Gilbert and John Powell are the fruit of earnest efforts to be truly
American, while John Alden Carpenter's "Adventures in a Perambulator" and Deems Taylor's "Through a LookingGlass" publish the finer qualities of American humor.
But almost no American composer of the highly cultivated class has put forth anything that translates into
the language of art the musical ideals of the people.
Those who have endeavored to follow the kindly advice of Doctor Dvorak and make the folk-music of the
negro the basis of their compositions have failed to conquer the public because that public declined to embrace the
slave music when dressed in the unbecoming robes of Teutonic tone poems. The arts do not descend upon the
people, but rise from them. The opera was the true child of Italy as the symphony was of Germany. The opera was
before La Scala and the symphony before the Dresden Conservatory. George Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue," for
piano and orchestra, disclosed certain possibilities of jazz, but Liszt after all cannot father an American son.
Much of the music beloved of the people and called jazz is not jazz nor even closely related to it. The
sentimental songs, which seem to awaken presonsive chords in the souls of people apparently devoid of all sentiment
and sunk in hopeless vulgarity and sordid views of life, are for the most part without traces of an origin similar to
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that of jazz. They are descendants not of the jig and the double-shuffle but of the Negro's religious melodies, his
"Roll, Jordan, Roll" and "Come Tremblin' Down." The semi-hysterical emotion of the "spiritual," given over into the
hands of "poor white trash," has been transformed into maudlin sentiment which one would expect to find lauded not
by serious commentators but by the industrious society of "sob sisters." These tearful ditties are prone to fall into
slow waltz tempo, unknown to negro music, while the real jazz seems unable to break away from the tyranny of the
fox-trot.
If jazz is to rise to the level of musical art, it must overthrow the government of the bass drum and the
banjo. It must permit itself to make excursions into the regions of elastic rhythms. When Paul Whiteman gave his
now historic concert in Aeolian Hall, Victor Herbert was the one composer who pointed out definitely the way to
freedom. If jazz must be wed to the dance, then let it seek new dance forms and rhythms. Mr. Herbert's suite of
dances was a triumphant demonstration of the possibilities of the popular melody in this direction. It proved
effectively that jazz need not be a poor thing, though assuredly our own.

FEBRUARY - FLUTIST
SYMPHONIC JAZZ - There has been a great deal of discussion for the past few years relative to the merits
and demerits of jazz, and when all had been said, the diversity of opinions from various sources left one in a stage of
bewilderment. Did it have anything redeeming in its favor or did it not? The writer confesses that the jazz he has
heard was positively hopeless, with nothing to commend it to even the least musically inclined. Like the saxophone it
was slammed and hammered by the better class of musicians.
Some years ago Paul Whiteman, a symphony orchestra violinist, went to the coast and being unable to
secure an engagement in any of the symphonic bodies there, had to take what he cold get in the way of playing. This
led him to the jazz orchestra in which he gave so little satisfaction that he was discharged as hopeless. This set him to
thinking and he began to study the new craze and its possibilities in a refined form. He made his own arrangements
after his own ideas, gathered together a few very fine musicians and the results have practically revolutionized jazz.
We heard of this but took these accounts with the proverbial grain of salt.
On the night of January 14th Paul Whiteman and his Concert Orchestra of 24 musicians played in Asheville.
The writer attended expecting to hear something just a little bit better than the usual jazz. Disappointed? No!
Pleased? Yes, simply amazed! As a matter of fact, his pleasure exceeded that of many performances of fine
symphony orchestras. He had been associated with symphony orchestras for many years and has heard many of the
finest organizations in existence both here and abroad, yet he must candidly state that never before has he heard such
wonderful effects in tone color as were given by this body of twenty-four musicians. Musicians? No, they are artists,
being recruited from our symphony bodies.
Paul Whiteman, is first of all a fine musician, an artist who would make an excellent symphony conductor.
As a matter of fact, he should be in charge of such a body of artists. His conducting is grace personified; he knows
what he wants and he has the faculty of handling men so that they do their very best for him. He must be a drillmaster
of the first rank, judging from the wonderful effects he obtains from his orchestra. With only seven strings, including
bass, string effects in shading, delicacy and volume were heard that surpass what one usually hears in our best
organizations with many times over that number. In Ross Gorman, Whiteman has a clarinetist with a tone like velvet
and how he manages to retain it after playing the numerous other instruments with single and double reeds, is a
mystery to the writer. He is a born comedian despite his artistic attainments and he knows how to put it over. He is to
the Whiteman orchestra what the concertmeister is to the symphony orchestra. The trumpet work was exceptionally
fine with staccato attacks, pianissimo of whisper proportions to that of the strongest fortissimo. Horns good and
trombones - well they were on the job every minute.
The addition of two concert grands proved a happy one and as for the cembalo - well you must hear it to
appreciate its inclusion in such an organization.
The opening number of the program in front of the curtain with clarinet, trumpet and trombone playing the
earliest form of jazz was a scream. The writer laughed until tears filled his eyes. The curtain then went up on a
beautiful setting. Whiteman knows the theatre, but whether his selection of changing lights for the various numbers is
a happy one, is open to question. Perhaps less frequent changes might have been better, but that is largely a matter of
personal opinion.
So This is Venice was rich giving Gorman a splendid opportunity to shine in comedy. By the way, he is a
past master in the art of changing quickly from his clarinet to the saxophones of various kinds, and other instruments.
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Victor Herbert's Suite of Serenades, the only compositions for the modern American orchestra, was very
good indeed and it did seem that Whiteman and his associates put into them their best, perhaps as Americans for
Americans. However, it would be unfair to charge them with favoritism, as everything they played was given in a
spirit of excellence and they really did seem to enjoy their work from the rankest jazz to the finest form of symphony
writing.
The Gershwin Rhapsody is Blue for piano and orchestra gave Harry Perrella an excellent opportunity for
displaying his pianistic attainments and won for him an encore. The scoring of this number is unique. One must hear
it several times to get into it. Needless Whiteman and the orchestra gave support to the soloist that would have won
superlative praise from our most exacting pianists.
Why are Paul Whiteman and his orchestra creating such a furore? Because they approach their art seriously.
They are well-schooled musicians and know how to play in perfect tune. Their oneness of purpose is a model worthy
of emulation by any great orchestra or chamber music organization in this country. There is no sneaking in on the
faintest pianissimo or crashing fortissimos that startle by their volume. They trace dainty designs one moment and
then hurl thunder bolts the next and all is done with that sureness that comes only from mastery of one's instrument.
One coming away from the influence of such playing is melined to be over-enthusiastic. At least the writer
was, and while he was tempted to pen this article immediately at the conclusion of the concert he felt that the proper
perspective would come only after serious contemplation. Three weeks have passed and yet the memory of an
enjoyable evening still lingers.
But one criticism is in order. Whiteman began his concert with the rankest of jazz and framed his program
with view to showing the various stages of jazz to the refined form of to-day. Had he stopped there, in the opinion of
the writer, he would have rendered a distinct service to even the most high browed musician, but, perhaps thinking
the plane was too high, he sent his audience home with popular jazz tunes jingling in their ears. This detracted in a
measure from what proved an enjoyable evening of music.
By all means hear Paul Whiteman and his Concert Orchestra. You will come away from the concert with
many new ideas that will serve to make you a better musician. In fact your musical education will not be complete
until you have heard this new strictly American school of music.

FEBRUARY - MELODY
FOLK-SONGS! ARE THEY WORTH ANYTHING? - In an article in a recent issue of The American
Mercury entitled "Folk-Tunes As Material for Music," John C. Cavendish very entertainingly takes exception to
some widely held ideas regarding the value of the folk-song as thematic material for the writing of serious and
worthwhile music.
We quote herewith parts of his article, but before proceeding to comment thereon, we must say, in justice to
Mr. Cavendish, that the excerpts given below fail to give an idea of the interesting readability of the whole article. It
is written very ably and is decidedly worth reading. Many of the ideas presented are worth considerable thought and
consideration. We must refer our readers to the American Mercury if they are to enjoy and profit by these
characteristics of the article in question.
What we quote serves to give the sense of a thought advanced in the article with which we find ourselves
unable to agree. These are the excerpts:
"In the popular mind, each of the major arts is companioned by an aura of superstitions. . . Of these, one of
the most interesting and widely held is the two-part doctrine, first, that a body of folk-tunes such as the
negro spirituals constitutes a profound and authentic contribution to the art of music, and second, that folktunes in general lend themselves most aptly to musical treatment and have thus proved a source of
invaluable inspiration to the greatest composers."
Folk Song of No Value To Good Music
But before going further it will be comfortable to dispose first of the common notion that folk-tunes in
themselves, standing alone, constitute an important contribution to music - that is to say, that they are music. .
All this is more than exaggeration. To say that the spirituals of the Aframerican, or the peasant songs of
Germany, or Hungary, or Russia, are serious contributions to music is deliberately to pass over the more important
constituents of the art in favor of the least important, which is thematic material. Folk-songs, in fact, are no more
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than their name implies - they are simply melodies, tunes. It matters not how sensuously seductive the tune; it is
never, standing alone, music. In a folk-song the harmonic setting is wholly unimportant. It is an afterthought only,
and was not conceived by the man who made the tune. A few simple and quite ordinary triads provide all the
harmonic material that is necessary to the overwhelming majority of folk-songs.
But what of the usefulness of folk-tunes to genuine music? Are they, as is popularly held, sources of lofty
inspiration to serious composers? Do they further the art of music by providing it with priceless thematic material?
Appeal of Folk-Song is Simplicity
As a matter of truth, the essential appeal of the folk-tune resides in its simplicity, its completeness as its
stands. If the composer succeeds, as occasionally happens, in adapting it to his needs, he destroys the melody, or, at
all events, deprives it of its peculiar and essential charm. If the original air is not destroyed, the added harmonic
structure is a vulgar excrescence. And if the original naive harmonic progressions be retained, his melodic variations
are ceaselessly arrested by the primitive cadences.
With the themes employed in music of the highest order there is an emphatic difference. In these instances
the theme proper is of virtually no account; standing alone, it does not satisfy. In short, it exists only to invite musical
elaboration, and without this, it is nothing.
It is quite otherwise with folk-tunes. They are the product of naive minds, and are designed only to meet a
naive and undeveloped aesthetic and emotional craving. Consisting of simple melodies of a primitive order, they
satisfy that craving without further elaboration. Their development, indeed, is almost always dangerous to their
primitive emotional validity. Let us take, to illustrate, a simple, set of-sufficing tune such as Suwanee River. Let us
submit it to harmonic and contrapuntal treatment. Here is a simply harmonized:

Here it is harmonized more elaborately:

Here the air is presented contrapuntally

Try these on your piano! They are not exaggerations; they are respectable, not to say conservative elaborations.
The original tune is notably preferable to all these sophisticated modifications of it. And the same thing holds true in
nearly all other cases where folk-tunes are subjected to musical expansion - no matter who the composer. . .
But doesn't the fact remain that they can be elaborated and that effective use of them has been made by composers of
high repute? It does, but it proves nothing. I have not denied that folk-tunes may be expanded. If the undisputed use
of folk-tunes by eminent composers proves their value to musical art, then the converse may be argued with equal
plausibility - that the afore cited smouching of themes proves the fitness of first-rate music for use as jog-songs and
patriotic ditties. . .
Folk Song Not Good Themes
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Let us turn to actual compositions based on folk-songs - to the works of Brahms, Schubert, Schumann, Dvorak and
Rimsky-Korsakov. To what measure have they succeeded in their well-authenticated use of folk-tunes? Dvorak
provides an admirable example of the composer who, in an effort to employ them destroys utterly the original savor
of simple song and deprives it of all its fundamental significance. Consider the threadbare Largo movement of his
symphony, From the New World. Here he endeavors to pass the appealing tunes of the American Negro through a
symphonic filter. The result is their utter denaturalization. The movement contains but a single faithful transcription
of any slave-tune in existence, and with this pretty sentimental air, complete in itself, Dvorak gets nowhere. he finds
himself baffled, unable to do anything with it.
As for Brahms, his use of folk-tunes is chiefly to be found in his Hungarian dances. No one will deny that
these are effective - but what of Brahms' fame if they were his sole legacy to music? The fact is that when he set out
to stalk genuinely big game, he left the peasants to their jigs, and songs, and brought down themes more fit and
apposite for great music.
I sum up: Folk-songs are not themselves music in any real sense - they are simply tunes. Nor are they a
source of authentic inspiration to the highest musical art. When they are used at all they either baffle the composer by
their inherent completeness, or, manipulating them, he destroys all their savor, and causes them to vanish utterly.
It might be hard to define music in such a way that we would all agree as to the correctness of the definition.
We can say in general that to the moderns, it is the combined use of rhythm, melody, and harmony to express an
emotion, an idea or an event. Polyphony, tone-color, all the adornments of counterpoint and imitation are included in
the above. Specifically, what is enjoyable music to you may not be so to me, and the music of other times or other
races might not be considered music by some of the present generation.
Mr. Cavendish evidently thinks so. Harmony and independent accompanying parts are comparatively recent
acquisitions. Any race, at a certain stage in its musical development, has gone through a lengthy epoch during which
its musical expression was confined entirely to melody and its inherent rhythm (with sometimes a drum to accent this
rhythm). Yet (according to Mr. Cavendish) when we speak of the music of these older times - or that of the American
Indian, the Hindoo, and the Mongolian, we are mistaken or misled, for their "music" is essentially melodic, and so
cannot (?) be music.
We cannot agree with this. Although melody, rhythm and harmony unite agreeably to produce modern
music, yet any one of these three can by itself be used as the medium of that emotional language we know as music.
To us it may not sound as complete as when all three of the possible ingredients of music are well used, but it would
still be music - even though less expressive and pleasing than we now is possible.
Music Progress Owes Much to Melody
The growth of music has taken it through three stages - first rhythm alone, then rhythm and melody, and
finally rhythm, melody, and harmony. The first stage is the lengthiest, and its history is shrouded in the dimness of
what we know about those prehistoric times of 5,000 years ago and beyond for unknown thousands of years.
The second stage occupies that period from the beginning of recorded history to possibly 500 years ago,
when harmony as such began to be used. The simultaneous sounding of several parts or the use of simple chords for
accompaniments had been known before then, but until 500 years ago and even later, music was essentially melodic
in character. We must give this second period credit, by the way, for the invention in some form or other of all the
instruments which delight us in this the third and last stage. So there must be considerable worth-while inspiration in
melodic music.
Even at present, when our means of musical expression have become so intricate, the majority of musical
theorists and the average musical audience would insist that of these three components of music, melody is the most
important. Certainly rhythm alone does not appeal to the advanced taste of this day and age, and harmonic
progressions however rich their shifting colors, when absolutely disassociated from melody, are not interesting to
even the most appreciative of modern listeners. Indeed it is doubtful if harmonic progression is possible without
some sort of melody, whereas we know melody can exist without actual harmony.
Melody the Inspired part of Music
Let us consider the importance of melody from another angle. The theoretical side of music can be learned
by the average diligent student; chord formations of all sorts, harmonic progressions, counterpoint, canon, fugue, the
complexities of orchestration, yield their secrets willingly enough to whosoever looks for them with that combination
of patience and ardor so necessary to the student. But it is practically impossible to learn to write a good melody.
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The natural ability to do so can be refined, encouraged and strengthened, but unless the seeker for melodic
effectiveness has within himself the melodic gift, his quest will be in vain.
The writer has been privileged to study at various times with six of the leading modern composition
teachers; he knows many more of equal eminence, yet never has he heard anything to the contrary from any of them.
The contempt of Mr. Cadendish for the value of thematic material can doubtless be explained by the fact that he has
probably never tried to write any serious music.
How Folk-Songs Are Made
Folk-songs are not the work of any one man alone; they grow by attrition and accretion, but mostly the first.
They are written by the race instead of the individual. A little melody appears; it is seized upon as fitly expressing
some emotion, sentiment, mood, or idea; from time to time, it is given new turns or twists; accents are changed; the
melodic line altered; possibly some if it is discarded. If these changes add to the fitness with which it expresses
something, they endure; if they don't, they are discarded and others take their place. This groping in the dark - this
hit-or-miss, try-it-and-see-method - continues, until finally the tune expresses satisfactorily through its form and
cadences the "something" that the race feels needs expression change ceases, at least temporarily, and we have a
folk-song.
It is true that the folk-song comes from a primitive musical, economic, and social development. So in a way
do all our ways of expressing basic emotions, such as fear, love, happiness, sadness, etc. It would seem more exact to
call the folk-song basic and primal rather than primitive. Furthermore its method of growth and the fact that it is
primal would seem to insure for the folk-song the strength and endurance of things that are primal and basic, and also
their importance.
As humanity develops and flows, those things that used to mean so much to the individual do not actually
come to mean less. The personal outlook broadens, new contacts are established with the world without, individual
capacity for self-expression grows. Things that have been of major importance seem to become of minor importance,
but they are only relatively so. Their influence is just as strong, but the broader vision and more complex life invites
and admits other influences that seem to dwarf those primal ones, because then they have become a few among the
crowd, instead of being the sole motivators. It is true in everyday life; it is true in literature and art; it is equally true
in music. And tunes are just as important to us actually (maybe not relatively) as they were to musicians and music
lovers 500 years ago when music offered them nothing else.
Value of Folk-Song to Music
The effect of a greater general musical knowledge and experience, so far as the folk-song is concerned, is to
make the emotion, idea, or mood behind the folk-song susceptible of a more eloquent musical expression. The race
has advanced; it can understand more; the emotion is just as important; the folk-song melody just as significant. But
the richer expressiveness of less obvious chord relationships and independent polyphony needs to be added to the
melody to express in all the ways we can understand musically the basic idea of the folk-song.
It is true that if we try to improve the melody, we will most likely spoil or weaken it, but if the folk-song is
used as a theme and then subjected to the usual elaboration and development incidental to the larger forms of music
composition, the result will depend solely on the good taste and technic of the composer. If it is adequate, the result
will be good, if it is inadequate, the result will be poor. Staunchness, strength and significance in a melody, as we see
it, mean corresponding possibilities in harmonies, counter melodies, and elaboration. The theme that has enough
strength to shine through extended elaboration, and reveal its substance as the frame-work - is more to be desired
than a theme of such weakness that its lack of self-assertiveness permits anything and everything to be done to it
without offering any resistance.
Themes Quoted Do Not Prove Case
The themes quoted from Brahms (Handel) and Beethoven in the original article (not reproduced here) do
not impress one as good examples of the baldness and barrenness Mr. Cavendish seems to find in them - with all due
respect to his opinion. We would consider them melodies of strength and purpose, and they reveal it in the complete
compositions. If we know them in their enriched form, the melodies alone may sound incomplete. If they are
carelessly or unintelligently played as melodies alone, they will sound rather trivial. So might any melody. Play them
as melodies, only with care and understanding, and they mean something.
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Neither can we fathom the logic of the statement that if folk-songs are good thematic material for serious
music, then themes from accepted classics must be good material for jigs and patriotic ditties. As a matter of fact, a
good theme is usable, no matter where it comes from. But lifting a theme or phrase from the work of a great writer to
give some strength and interest to a composition that pretends to nothing more than mediocrity is entirely different
from taking a melody that belongs to a race or nation and giving it greater beauty and expressiveness. Nothing could
be farther from devolution than evolution. As to really significant works being so free from the folk-song influence,
how can we know they are? Folk-song influence, how can we know they are? Folk-songs don't last forever. If some
of the vanished ones are enjoying a posthumous existence in great symphonic works, how are we to know - when the
folk-song in its original form may have long since disappeared?
Suwanee River Elaborations Not In Good Taste
We have presented the example using Suwanee River in various ways, and we must insist that we don't
consider they make Mr. Cavendish's case any stronger. Suwanee River is neither a negro spiritual nor a folk-song; it
was written by one man, and not such a great while ago. It is in somewhat the folk-song styles:

I Shows the first four measures of Suwanee River modernly harmonized.
II is the same four measures harmonized differently.
III is a contrapuntal variation of the melody.
IV shows the melody unchanged with a contrapuntal accompaniment.
that is, it is simple and direct in its appeal, and the melody is the most important part of it. It might nevertheless serve
as a good example because of these characteristics, and Mr. Cavendish doesn't present it as a folk-song. But we do
insist that neither the modern harmonization nor the contrapuntal variations presented are the most effective possible
with Suwanee River as a theme. Harmonic and contrapuntal elaborations of folk-song material must not only suit the
melody; they must be consistent with the thought expressed by the melody, emphasizing it instead of covering it up,
and with due respect for Mr. Cavendish's judgment and Mr. Parkhurst's ability we can't see that these two examples
do either of these desirable things.
We present herewith two harmonizations of Suwanee River; one variation on the melody, and one
contrapuntal example wherein the melody is used as a "cantus firmus" or fixed (unchanged) tune upon which the
contrapuntal decorations are hung.
These are not presented as desirable samples of brilliant writing; they are only reasonably good and fairly
consistent. But if you try them over, they will at least not give you the sense of incompleteness and futility
engendered by the examples cited by Mr. Cavendish. However lacking in mastership they may be, the elaborations
are modern, and the effect is not bad. A little more time and ability, however, would make them better. Still they may
serve to show that effective elaboration of the Suwanee River theme is not an impossibility.
Dvorak Did Not Use Negro Folk-Tunes For Themes
Folk-songs naturally are different in character according to the race which produces them. They may appeal
more strongly to composers of a race foreign to the one which produced them than they do to those of the same race.
Exotic music has the interest that attaches to all strange things. It was this strangeness to him that interested Dvorak
in the negro spiritual. He saturated himself in negro folk-songs and then wrote in the idiom that is their strongest

- 657 -

characteristic, using the melodies he produced in this way much as the modern songwriter uses the negro spiritual to
produce an art-song.
It is incorrect to say that he used negro spirituals as thematic material. Dvorak himself, and musicians of
standing who understand his work, insisted that he did not actually use any themes from negro folk-songs at any time
in his New World Symphony, or in the quartet or quintet written in the same idiom - and they should surely know.
As to the Largo of Dvoraks "New World Symphony" being threadbare, this is entirely a matter of opinion
and not an accepted fact. Many audiences of judgment and good taste have not found it so. Anyhow, lack of
appreciation of its beauty might better be concealed as a misfortune rather than exhibited as proving anything.
Neither can the artistic effectiveness of the arrangement of the theme from this largo movement as a negro spiritual
by William Arms Fisher be questioned. It merely proves that Dvorak succeeded so admirably in his use of the negro
folk-song idiom that the theme of the Largo makes one of the finest spirituals in existence. (We refer to Goin' Home,
published by Oliver Ditson Co.)
Example of an Artistically Arranged Spiritual
We are moved to give you one more example. First there is the unadorned melody - part of an old negro
tune of the folk-song variety, as published by Oliver Ditson Co., in their collection of Jubilee and Plantation songs,
and used with their permission. Next is given part of a modern arrangement of this melody in which its meaning and
expressiveness are so greatly enriched by the treatment accorded by the writer. An ordinarily careful reading of these
two certainly proves that the original folk-tune has lost nothing in its modernized setting. It has gained in
expressiveness, in emotional power, and that greatly. As we said previously, it all depends upon how well this
elaboration is done. (This example is from a collection of negro spirituals soon to be presented by Oliver Ditson Co.
The arrangement is by William Arms Fisher and is used by permission).
To sum up:
(a) Melody is the most important constituent of music.
(b) Good melodies are great treasure - harder to find or write than effective harmonies, rich orchestrations,
and artistic elaborations.
(c) Folk-songs from the very nature of their inception, growth, and preservation, are melodies of unusual
strength and meaning.
(d) Good melodies are more valuable as thematic material than poor ones.
(e) Consequently, folk-tunes are a rich source of inspiration and thematic material for modern music - and
will be for some time to come.
In music, no less than other arts, the idea is master; form and style are but the servants, helping the idea to a
free and more eloquent expression. William Arms Fisher

FEBRUARY - CHRISTIAN SCIENCE MONITOR
OF SYMPHONIZED - SYNCOPATION by W. H. Haddon Squire (London, Feb. 10). The other day an
English school-boy described a fugue as "what you get in a room full of people when all the windows and doors are
shut." Although this definition was aimed at another and shorter word, its appositeness has given much joy to
musicians. As a professional journal says truly enough, there are quite a lot of fugues that might be spelt one way just
as well as the other. Stuffiness, of course, is not confined to fugues; there are periods when it seems to pervade the
whole of musical art. But let some hold composer open the windows to fresh musical thought and at once there is an
outcry.
At the present time, however, the difficulty is not so much to restrain composers from opening windows as
to keep them from taking the proof off. And now come the exponents of ragtime, jazz and symphonized-syncopation,
all determined to do their bit in freshening up the musical atmosphere of our staid and stodgy concert halls. The
process has actually begun. On two occasions in January, the Savoy Orpheans, the Savoy-Havana Band and the BosAugmented Orchestra, assisted by The Savoy Havana Band and The Boston Orchestra marched into the very citadel
of serious music in London Queen's Hall and gave a "public concert of syncopated music." Candor compels the
admission that a very large public followed them At the second concert the only empty seats were those of certain
musical critics who had been at the first.
Improved Programs
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Some people believe, not without justification, that the most attractive features of all modern art movements
are those nice exciting manifestoes which invariably arouse one's highest hopes, even if later the literary mountain
does only bring forth an absurd little mouse. Jazz, using that word in a comprehensive sense, also has its preachers.
Here again, by the way, one has to admit that the gaily decorated program of the Savoy-Orpheans was in every
respect a more entertaining document than those wretched "analytical notes" which one buys at ordinary concerts to
find out the names of the pieces. The brisk, syncopated literary style of its "Quick History" of modern dance music
was a determined effort in the direction of brighter concert halls.
Most of us already know by heart everything said for or against jazz by musical critics. What have these
cynical syncopators to say for themselves? Apparently it all began with ragtime, which, we are told, "ripped to shreds
the sentimentality of the song which preceded it." Next, in order of evolution, came jazz proper, - if that is the right
adjective? "Jazz - sheer joy and its expression in music; music which can hardly be whistled and never sung, music
which carries you up and gives voice to that love of life which is in everyone, but is so constantly unexpressed. Jazz
lets no one stand still. Its melody and its rhythm are infallibly compelling."
"Symphonized Syncopation"
Perhaps this paragraph explains why the "solemn blokes" of music object to jazz. To them there is
something undignified, almost, indeed, a savor of impropriety, in hearing their love of live expressed through banjos,
saxophones, sousaphones, sarusophones and such barbaric whatnots. And while admitting that a lot may be said for
music which abolishes singers, they prefer to stand still and whistle with the proud.
The latest and most alarming phase is called symphonized-syncopation. This, it seems, is "an entirely new
musical development.Symphonized-syncopated music today is so specifically written for the orchestra that it has
acquired new forms of expression, as related to and compared with ragtime or the old jazz." It, too, is the musical
expression of "the gaiety, the liveliness and the rhythmic power of our lives. To say that it is enthusiastic
disorganization of music is rubbish."
But perhaps the most interesting part of this jazz manifesto is that which carries the war into the enemies'
camp. "Only a small percentage of the people who support the 'arty' arts really enjoy them. If there must be snobbery
about the arts, let us be snobs about the lively and amusing arts. It will repay many times more than the exalted sense
of superiority with which we strive to cloak ourselves as compensation for the deadly hours of boredom we spend
with some of the 'arty' or fake arts. At many concerts, most opera, some classical dances and nearly all pageants, the
spectators are suffering and burning incense before the altar of the 'arty' arts. Must dullness be the hall-mark of all
things worthwhile?
Dull Nevertheless
Unfortunately, the present writer read this before listening to various examples of symphonizedsyncopation, some of which seemed to prove that dullness can be the hall-mark of things not at all worth-while - such
as "Fragments of the 'New World' Symphony; With an Orchestration of chromatic Lighting." But let us be duly
grateful to these composers from the underworld of music who have rediscovered the appeal of two elements often
strangely neglected by overeducated musicians -- rhythm and color. Again they have reminded us that the musical
atmosphere of our concert halls and opera houses might be less close if only composers would encourage in
themselves and their listeners a keener sense of musical humor. At present, their jokes are too often of the
unconscious variety. Mr. Clive Bell has pointed out that as Racine, Moliere and Boileau gave an easier and less
professional gait to French literature by conforming to the tastes and prejudices of the polite society of their time, so
the inventors of jazz went to "La Bonne Compagnie" they found in the lounges of great hotels, or transatlantic liners,
in "wagons-lits," in music halls, and in expensive motorcars and restaurants. But even cultured composers have sharp
ears. They will take symphonized-syncopation and exploit its possibilities - especially on the harmonic side, scarcely
touched as yet - beyond the ken of those who stumbled on a good thing and now obviously do not know what to do
with it.
The other day some original jazz, "written by a musician of high rank," and played in a London studio by a
pianist whose reputation is world-wide, caused Mr. Robin H. Legge to write: "In my own mind I have no doubt that
the pianist and composer of this music that I heard are at the opening of a new era. The compositions are a kind of
twentieth-century Chopin. They have the rhythm, in all its endless variety, the charm, the melodic impulse of a latterday Chopin, a post-war Chopin that is; they are superb piano music, and they are scored for what we call so stupidly
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a jazz band. After the Gershwin "Rhapsody in Blue," these pieces - I heard seven - are the first serious efforts to
bring jazz into line.
Jazz will soon be out-jazzed. And what better compliment can the serious musician pay the joyous jazzer?

MARCH 1 - THE SURVEY
JAZZ AT HOME by J. A. Rogers. Jazz is a marvel of paradox: too fundamentally human, at least as
modern humanity goes, to be typically racial, too international to be characteristically national, too much abroad in
the world to have a special home. And yet jazz in spite of it all is one part American and three parts American negro,
and was originally the nobody's child of the levee and the city slum. Transplanted exotic - a rather hardy one, we
admit - of the mundane world capitals, sport of the sophisticated, it is really at home in its humble native soil
wherever the modern unsophisticated Negro feels happy and sings and dances to his mood. It follows that jazz is
more at home in Harlem than in Paris, though from the look and sound of certain quarters of Paris one would hardly
think so. It is just the epidemic contagiousness of jazz that makes it, like the measles, sweep the block. But
somebody had to have it first: that was the Negro.
What after all is this taking new thing, that, condemned in certain quarters, enthusiastically welcomed in
others, has nonchalantly gone on until it ranks with the movie and the dollar as the foremost exponent of modern
Americanism? Jazz isn't music merely, it is a spirit that can express itself in almost anything. The true spirit of jazz is
a joyous revolt from convention, custom, authority, boredom, even sorrow - from everything that would confine the
soul of man and hinder its riding free on the air. The Negroes who invented it called their songs the "Blues," and they
weren't capable of satire or deception. Jazz was their explosive attempt to cast off the blues and be happy, carefree
happy even in the midst of sordidness and sorrow. And that is why it has been such a balm for modern unnui, and has
become a safety valve for modern machine-ridden and convention-bound society. It is the revolt of the emotions
against repression.
The story is told of the clever group of "jazz-specialists" who, originating dear knows in what scattered
places, had found themselves and the frills of the art in New York and had been drawn to the gay Bohemias of Paris.
In a little cabaret of Montmartre they had just "entertained" into the wee small hours fascinated society and royalty;
and, of course, had been paid royally for it. Then, the entertainment over and the guests away, the "entertainers"
entertained themselves with their very best, which is always impromptu, for the sheer joy of it. That is jazz.
In its elemental, jazz has always existed. It is in the Indian war-dance, the Highland fling, the Irish jig, the
Cossack dance, the Spanish fandango, the Brazilian maxillae, the dance of the whirling dervish, the hula of the South
Seas, the dance du venture of the Orient, the carmagnole of the French Revolution, the strains of Gypsy music, and
the ragtime of the Negro. Jazz proper, however, is something more than all these. It is a release of all the suppressed
emotions at once, a blowing off of the lid, as it were. It is hilarity expressing itself through pandemonium; musical
fireworks.
The direct predecessor of jazz is ragtime. That both are atavistically African there is little doubt, but to what
extent it is difficult to determine. In its barbaric rhythm and exuberance there is something of the bamboula, a wild,
abandoned dance of the West African and the Haitian Negro, so stirringly described by the anonymous author of
Untrodden Fields of Anthropology, or of the Ganza ceremony so brilliantly depicted in maran' Batouala. But jazz
time is faster and more complex than African music. With its cowbells, auto horns, calliopes, rattles, dinner gongs,
kitchen utensils, cymbals, screams, crashes, clankings and monotonous rhythm it bears all the marks of a nervestrung, strident, mechanized civilization. It is a thing of the jungles - modern man-made jungles.
The earliest jazz-makers were the itinerant piano players who would wander up and down the Mississippi
from saloon to saloon, from dive to dive. Seated at the piano with a carefree air that a king might envy, their boxback coats flowing over the stool, their Stetsons pulled well over their eyes, and cigars at an angle of forty-five
degrees, they would "whip the ivories" to marvelous chords and hidden racy, joyous meanings, evoking the intense
delight of their hearers who would smother them at the close with hussies and whiskey. Often wholly illiterate, these
humble troubadours knowing nothing of written music or composition, but with minds like cameras, would listen to
the rude improvisations of the dock laborers and the railroad gangs and reproduce them, reflecting, perfectly the
sentiments and the longings of these humble folk. The improvised bands at negro dances in the south, or the little
boys with their harmonicas and Jews-harps each one putting his own individuality into the air, played also no
inconsiderable part in its evolution. "Poverty," says J. A. Jackson of the Billboard, "compelled improvised
instruments. Bones, tambourines, make-shift string instruments, tin can and hollow wood effects, all now utilized as
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musical novelties, were among early Negroes the product of necessity. When these were not available 'patting juba'
prevailed. present day 'Charleston' is but a variation of this. Its early expression was the 'patting' for the buck dance."
The origin of the present jazz craze is interesting. More cities claim its birthplace than claimed Homer dead.
New Orleans, San Francisco, Memphis, Chicago, all assert the honor is theirs. Jazz, as it is today, seems to have
come into being this way, however: W. C. Handy, a negro, having digested the airs of the itinerant musicians referred
to, evolved the first classic, the Memphis Blues. Then came Jasbo Brown, a reckless musician of a negro cabaret in
Chicago, who played this and other blues, blowing his own extravagant moods and risqué interpretations into them,
while hilarious with gin. To give further meanings to his veiled allusions he would make the trombone "talk" by
putting a derby hat and later a tin can at its mouth. The delighted patrons would shout, "more, jasbo, More, jas,
more." And so the name originated.
As to the jazz dance itself: at this time Shelton Brooks, a negro comedian, invented a new "strut," called
Walkin' the dog. Jasbo's anarchic airs found in this strut a soul mate. Then as a result of their union came the Texas
Tommy, the highest point of brilliant, acrobatic execution and nifty footwork so far evolved in jazz dancing. The
latest of these dances is the Charleston, which has brought something really new to the dance step. The Charleston
calls for activity of the whole body. One characteristic is a fantastic fling of the legs from the hip downwards. The
dance ends in what is known as the "camel-walk" - in reality a gorilla-like shamble - and finishes with a peculiar hop
like that of the Indian war dance. Imagine one suffering from a fit of rhythmic ague and you have the effect precisely.
The cleverest Charleston dancers perhaps are urchins of five and six who may be seen any time on the
streets of Harlem, keeping time with their hands, and surrounded by admiring crowds. But put it on a well-set stage,
danced by a bobbed-hair chorus, and you have an effect that reminds you of the abandon of the furies. And so
Broadway studies Harlem. Not all of the visitors of the twenty or more well-attended cabarets of Harlem are idle
pleasure seekers or underworld devotees. Many are serious artists, actors and producers seeking something new,
some suggestion to be taken, too often in pallid imitation, to Broadway's lights and stars.
This makes it difficult to say whether jazz is more characteristic of the negro or of contemporary America.
As was shown, it is of negro origin plus the influence of the American environment. It is negro-American. Jazz
proper however is in idiom - rhythmic, musical and pantomimic - thoroughly American Negro; it is his spiritual
picture on that lighter comedy side, just as the spirituals are the picture on the tragedy side. The two are poles apart,
but the former is by no means to be despised and it is just as characteristically the product of the peculiar and unique
experience of the Negro in this country. The African negro hasn't it, and the Caucasian never could have invented it.
Once achieved, it is common property, and jazz has absorbed the national spirit, that tremendous spirit of go, the
nervousness, lack of conventionality and boisterous good-nature characteristic of the American, white or black, as
compared with the more rigid formal natures of the Englishman or German.
But there still remains something elusive about jazz that few, if any of the white artists, have been able to
capture. The negro is admittedly its best expositor. That elusive something, for lack of a better name, I'll call negro
rhythm. The average Negro, particularly of the lower classes, puts rhythm into whatever he does, whether it be
shining shoes or carrying a basket on the head to market as the Jamaican women do. Some years ago while
wandering in Cincinnati I happened upon a negro revival meeting at its height. The majority present were women, a
goodly few of whom were white. Under the influence of the "spirit" the sisters would come forward and strut - much
of jazz enters where it would be least expected. The negro women had the perfect jazz abandon, while the white ones
moved lamely and woodenly. This same lack of spontaneity is evident to a degree in the cultivated and inhibited
Negro.
Musically jazz has a great future. It is rapidly being sublimated. In the more famous jazz orchestras like
those of Will Marion Cook, Paul Whiteman, Sissle and Blake, Sam Stewart, Fletcher Henderson, Vincent Lopez and
the Clef Club units, there are none of the vulgarities and crudities of the lowly origin or the only too prevalent cheap
imitations. The pioneer work in the artistic development of jazz was done by Negro artists; it was the lead of the socalled "syncopated orchestras" of Tyers and Will Marion Cook, the former playing for the Castles of dancing fame,
and the latter touring as a concretizing orchestra in the great American centers and abroad. Because of the difficulties
of financial backing, these expert combinations have had to yield ground to white orchestras of the type of the Paul
Whiteman and Vincent Lopez organizations that are now demonstrating the finer possibilities of jazz music. "Jazz,"
says Serge Koussevitzy, the new conductor of the Boston Symphony, "is an important contribution to modern
musical literature. It has an epochal significance - it is not superficial, it is fundamental. Jazz comes from the soil,
where all music has its beginning." And Stokowski says more extendedly of it:
Jazz has come to stay because it is an expression of the times, of the breathless, energetic, superactive times
in which we are living, it is useless to fight against it. Already its new vigor, its new vitality is beginning to manifest
itself. America's contribution to the music of the past will have the same revivifying effect as the injection of new,
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and in the larger sense, vulgar blood into dying aristocracy. Music will then be vulgarized in the best sense of the
word, and enter more and more into the daily lives of people. The negro musicians of America are playing a great
part in this change. They have an open mind, and unbiased outlook. They are not hampered by conventions or
traditions, and with their new ideas, their constant experiment, they are causing new blood to flow in the veins of
music. The jazz players make their instruments do entirely new things, things finished musicians are taught to avoid.
They are pathfinders into new realms.
And thus it has come about that serious modernistic music and musicians, most notably and avowedly in the
work of the French modernists Auric, Satie and Darius Milhaud, have become the confessed debtors of American
negro jazz. With the same nonchalance and impudence with which it left the levee and the dive to stride like an
upstart conqueror, almost overnight, into the grand salon, jazz now begins its conquest of musical parnassus.
Whatever the ultimate result of the attempt to raise jazz from the mob-level upon which it originated, its
true home is still its original cradle, the none too respectable cabaret. And here we have the seamy side to the story.
Here we have some of the charm of Bohemia, but much more of the demoralization of vice. Its rash spirit is in Grey's
popular song, Runnin wild:
Runnin' wild; lost control, Runnin' wild; mighty bold
Feelin' gay and reckless too, carefree all the time; never blue
Always goin' I don't know where, always showin' that I don't care
Don' love nobody, it ain't worth while all alone; runnin' wild.
Jazz reached the height of its vogue at a time when minds were reacting from the horrors and strain of war.
Humanity welcomed it because ignites fresh joyousness men found a temporary forgetfulness, infinitely less harmful
than drugs or alcohol. It is partly for some such reasons that it dominates the amusement life of America today. No
one can sensibly condone its excesses or minimize its social danger if uncontrolled; all culture is built upon
inhibitions and control. But it is doubtful whether the "jazz-hounds" of high and low estate would use their time to
better advantage. In all probability their tastes would find some equally morbid, mischievous vent. Jazz, it is needless
to say, will remain a recreation for the industrious and a dissipater of energy for the frivolous, a tonic for the strong
and a poison for the weak.
For the Negro himself, jazz is both more and less dangerous than for the white - less in that, he is nervously
more in tune with it; more, in that at his average level of economic development his amusement life is more open to
the forces of social vice. The cabaret of better type provides a certain Bohemianism for the negro intellectual, the
artist and the well-to do. But the average thing is too much the substitute for the saloon and the wayside inn. The
tired longshoreman, the porter, the housemaid and the poor elevator boy in search of recreation, seeking in jazz the
tonic for weary nerves and muscles, are only too apt to find the bootlegger, the gambler and the demi-monde who
have come there for victims and to escape the eyes of the police.
Yet in spite of its present vices and vulgarizations, its sex informalities, its morally anarchic spirit, jazz has
a popular mission to perform. Joy, after all, has a physical basis. Those who laugh and dance and sing are better off
even in their vices than those who do not. Moreover jazz with its mocking disregard for formality is a leveler and
makes for democracy. The jazz spirit, being primitive, demands more frankness and sincerity. Just as it already has
done in art and music, so eventually in human relations and social manners, it will no doubt have the effect of putting
more reality in life by taking some of the needless artificiality out. Naturalness finds the artificial in conduct
ridiculous. "Cervantes smiled Spain's chivalry away," said Byron. And so this new spirit of joy and spontaneity may
itself play the role of reformer. Where at present it vulgarizes, with more wholesome growth in the future, it may on
the contrary truly democratize. At all events jazz is rejuvenation, a recharging of the batteries of civilization with
primitive new vigor. it has come to stay, and they are wise, who instead of protesting against it, try to lift and divert it
into nobler channels.
Also given is "Jazzonia" by Langston Hughes"
O. silver tree! oh, shining rivers of the soul!
In a Harlem cabaret six long-headed jazzers play.
A dancing girl whose eyes are bold lifts high a dress of silken gold.
Oh, singing tree! Oh, shining rivers of the soul!
Were Eve's eyes in the first garden just a bit too bold?
Was Cleopatra gorgeous in a gown of gold?
Oh, shining tree! Oh, silver rivers of the soul!
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In a whirling cabaret six long-headed jazzers play.
-from The Crisis

MARCH 7 - SATURDAY EVENING POST
THE LAY OF THE LAST MINSTRELS by Marian Spitzer - The passing, a few months ago, of Lew
Dockstader, famous minstrel, was more than just the death of a well-loved man. It was also the symbol of the death
of an American institution. Minstrelsy, the one single purely native form of entertainment, a form that flourished
mightily in its day, has been dying for years. One by one the figures that gave it vitality and charm have died or gone
into other pursuits, and no new figures have come to take their places.
A decade ago there were more than thirty minstrel shows of high repute in the country; today there are
scarcely half a dozen. There is nothing left but the shell of minstrelsy - an occasional troupe of old-time prominence
still valorously touring the provinces, a straggling handful of third-raters still barnstorming, and that is all. The spirit
is gone. The old form is abandoned, the old traditions discarded.
There have been a number of good reasons given for the decline of minstrelsy, all sound economic reasons.
The inroads of vaudeville and motion pictures, for instance. Every little town which formerly depended on the
minstrel show for its occasional entertainment now has and has, had for years its own movie or vaudeville house, or
both
Tambo and Bones
The fact that good minstrel artists were gobbled up by the producers of burlesque shows, musical comedies
and vaudeville, who offered them more money and an easier life; the fact that minstrel shows were composed
altogether of men, and that no entertainment can flourish today that hasn't its quota of pretty girls; the inevitable
amateur minstrel show, put on by the Elks or the Rotary Club or the volunteer firemen - these too, they say, helped
kill the professional minstrel show.
Logical reasons, all these; but the point is, the day is dead. If there were enough people left who wanted to
see minstrel shows, then the minstrels would be able to compete with the vaudeville and movie houses. If there were
enough people left to patronize the minstrel shows, then they would be able to pay their stars enough to keep them.
But the day is dead. Minstrelsy was a simple, unsophisticated form of entertainment, just as the source from which it
sprang was simple and unsophisticated. The theater-goers of today are on the whole neither one, nor do they look for
either quality in their amusements.
It is said that minstrelsy is disappearing, for it was the one true essentially American form of theatrical art. It
would not be unfitting for the Museum of Natural History to put on exhibition in its Americana room a tambourine
and a pair of bone castanets as the relics of a bygone era in American life. And they might even encase in glass, as
they do reproductions of the redskins, a semicircle of waxen minstrel men, with blacked-up faces and gaudy
costumes, so that future generations will have some record of this phase of our native development.
The source of minstrelsy was the soil of the old South. The plantation negro slaves, with their crooning
melodies and their shuffling dances, were the models upon which the first minstrel performers patterned themselves.
Indeed, it was a decrepit old darky, singing a curious little song, that gave to Thomas Dartmouth Rice, the accredited
father of minstrelsy, his conception of a negro characterization. There are records of black-face performers in
America before the time that Rice began his career as a minstrel, but they are scattered and casual. As early as 1799
there was an announcement in the Boston Gazette of a performance at the Federal Theater during which one of the
entertainers would sing, in character, a song called the Gay Negro Boy, and many circuses of the early nineteenth
century had black-face clowns. Authorities on minstrelsy, however, agree that the genuine minstrel performer had his
inception with Daddy Rice, who has come down to posterity surrounded by quotation marks. He was known as "the
father of minstrelsy" and "the original Jim Crow." The story of how he created this character has become legendary;
and like all legends, differs in its details with each telling. The essential points, however, agree.
Thomas Dartmouth Rice was a young comedian of mediocre standing but considerable ambition, when he
stumbled on the old darky upon whose antics he built not only his own fame and fortune but a whole institution. The
accepted date of the occurrence, I believe, is 1831; the place is given sometimes as New Orleans, sometimes
Cincinnati.
Deplorably little, incidentally, has been written about minstrelsy. Most of the information on the subject is
obtainable only through the verbal reminiscences of old-timers; and these, though extremely interesting, are likely to
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be somewhat inaccurate. Aside from a few scattered papers and a casual chapter or two in general books on the
theater, there is a single volume on the subject, and that an encyclopedia rather than a history. This volume was
compiled in 1910 by Edward LeRoy Rice, son of William Henry Rice, a famous minstrel. The author had a brief
career as a minstrel himself, but his activities were mainly along managerial lines. He is still active as a writer and
producer of vaudeville acts. His volume, Monarchs of Minstrelsy, was a labor of love, and privately printed. it is out
of print now; but Mr. Rice, who is regarded throughout the theatrical world as a leading authority on the subject, is
planning someday to write a complete history of minstrelsy.
The Famous Jim Crow
The Jim Crow story relates that Daddy Rice, while wandering along the levees of New Orleans, or the
streets of Cincinnati, whichever you choose to accept as the setting of the drama - New Orleans is much the more
romantic; but since Edward LeRoy Rice, not a descendant of the original minstrel, by the way, credits the MidWestern city, that is probably the correct one - came upon an ancient, forlorn, dilapidated negro, gnarled and bent
with rheumatism, who, utterly oblivious of being watched, was doing a curious shuffling sort of dance to the
accompaniment of an odd little song which he crooned to himself.
Something in this figure arrested the attention of young Rice. Some instinct told him that this ludicrous yet
pathetic old man, with his hobble, his shuffle and his brooding song, was a symbol of the race of slaves; and that if
he could reproduce on the stage what he was witnessing on the street, he would have something with which really to
fire the imagination of his audience. So there he stood, watching and listening, photographing mentally every pose
and attitude of the old darky, and memorizing the words of the almost meaningless little song. Jim Crow was the
song, and it has come down through the years until not long ago, in a modernized version, it was incorporated into a
popular musical comedy. The original words were something like this:
First on de heel tap, den on de toe, Eb'ry time I wheel about i jump Jim Crow;
Wheel about and turn about and do jis so, an' eb'rytime I wheel about I jump Jim Crow.
His instinct had been right. When, clad as nearly as possible like the dilapidated old negro, his features
hidden beneath a coating of burnt cork, the youthful performer shuffled out onto the stage of a Pittsburgh theater
soon after and introduced himself with the song, Jim Crow, the effect was sensational. Added to its original words
were several quatrains of topical and local interest. Rice as a performer was made; and the song, setting a precedent
for many future ditties, was an overnight hit. The melody was simple yet insistent, and the words easy to remember.
Within a week everybody in Pittsburgh was humming Jim Crow.
Before he introduced Jim Crow to the public, Rice was a performer of little importance. After its
introduction, he became more and more prominent and was sought by theatrical managers as a big drawing card.
Although he is credited with having originated minstrelsy, he did not appear in many minstrel shows himself. He
was with Charley White's Serenaders for some time, and played a starring engagement with Wood's Minstrels in New
York; and like most of the minstrels who followed him he played Uncle Tom at one time in his career. After his
success in this country was established, he went to England, where he repeated his triumph with Jim Crow. In
addition to performing as a negro, Rice wrote several negro farces, the best known of which was Oh, Hush.
The first minstrel show, composed of four men, was not given until twelve years after Daddy Rice brought
Jim Crow to the stage. In January or February - it has never been definitely established which - 1843, a quartet of
friends, Billy Whitlock Dick Pelham, Dan Emmett and Frank Brower, presented in the Bowery Amphitheater, New
York, "the first night of the novel, grotesque, original and surpassingly melodious Ethiopian Band entitled, The
Virginia Minstrels."
Billy Whitlock, who was a typographer on the New York Herald by day and a performer by night, was
particularly proficient on the banjo, as well as being a comedian of some standing. One day he went to visit his friend
Dan Emmett, also a talented musician, and droll; and they were practicing on the banjo, when another friend, Frank
Brower, dropped in on them. Emmett produced a pair of bone castanets and they played in trio. After a while the
fourth friend, Dick Pelham, came in, also by accident.
Virginia Minstrels
It occurred to one of them that they would make an excellent and novel quartet, so Pelham went out and
bought a tambourine, and they practiced for a while, then tried out the act on some of their acquaintances in a bowery
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billiard parlor. The result was the Virginia Minstrels. They played for several weeks in New York, exciting much
favorable comment; then they went to Boston for a few weeks, and later sailed for England, where they had a
successful engagement at Liverpool before going to London. There is an idea among legitimate and vaudeville
performers that the custom of American actors going to England for an engagement is one of rather recent date, but it
seems that practically every minstrel organization of any standing went overseas to tour when going overseas was not
the casual matter it is today. The Virginia Minstrels did not remain together long. By midsummer of the year which
saw their organization they had disbanded in England.
Dan Emmett achieved the greatest fame of all the Virginia Minstrels; not so much because he was a better
performer than his partners, but because he was the composer of Dixie, which later became the war song of the
Confederate Army, and is even today looked on as little short of sacred in the south. It is interesting if somewhat
disillusioning to learn that Dixie was not written in the heat and emotion of patriotic zeal, but quite in cold blood,
and presumably for money. Dan Emmett wrote it as a marching song for Bryant's minstrels, and it was first sung at
Mechanics' Hall on lower Broadway on September 12, 1859.
After the success of the Virginia Minstrels, similar organizations began to spring up rapidly, although
through the mist of the years only one of that same date stands out as having been really important to the history of
minstrelsy. That organization was the Buckley Serenaders, organized by James Buckley, who was an orchestra leader
in Harrington's museum in Boston. In 1843, a few months after the Virginia Minstrels took New York by storm,
James Buckley and his three sons, R. Bishop, G. Swayne and Fred, began a minstrel troupe which they first called
the Congo Melodists. Later they changed the name to the New Orleans Serenaders, and finally they took the family
name, by which they became really known to fame. They played successfully in Boston, where they remained for two
years, and in 1845 came to New York. The next year they followed the lead of the Virginia Minstrels again, and
went to England, where they were equally popular.
Later, after touring the country with great success, they added two men to their organization and thus
became the largest minstrel troupe up to that time.
The minstrel show in the form we know it now was first presented by one of the most famous minstrels of
all time, Edwin P. Christy. it was Christy who originated the idea of seating the men in a semicircle on the stage, with
the interlocutor, or middleman, in the center making the announcements and acting as feeder to the comedians, who
were also the tambourine and bone players, seated at either end and being known as end men.
With this beginning, the minstrel show gradually came to take on as arbitrary and immutable a mold as any
French verse form. The show was divided into two parts, the minstrel first part and the olio. When the curtain went
up on the minstrel first part, the men, attired in bright-colored swallowtail suits and tall hats, the uniforms of the end
men a little more gaudy than those of the rest, were standing in a semicircle. A chord from the orchestra - "ta-ra." A
command from the interlocutor, "Gentlemen, be seated!" Then the show began.
A Ceremonial Rite
"Good evening, Mr. Tambo," said the middleman. "Who was that lady I saw you with last night?"
"Good evening, Mr. Bones, I have a little question I want to ask you, Why does a chicken cross the road?"
Jokes, ballads and comic ditties. Such songs, over a period of half a century, as Lucy Long, The Old Oaken
Bucket, Always Take Mother's Advice, The Letter That Never Came, Silver Threads Among the Gold, Seeing Nellie
Home, and a host of others. Solos on the banjo, hard-shoe dancing, more jokes, more ballads, more comic ditties, a
grand finale - the end of the minstrel first part. This became a rite. To digress from it by the slightest detail would be
lese-majeste. It was the minstrel show.
The olio section of the show was simply an aggregation of separate acts, like a small vaudeville show. There
would be, for instance, a humorous sketch, a quartet of singers, a monologue by the chief comedian, a two act, a
miniature revue, a hilarious afterpiece, burlesquing all that had gone before.
The minstrel parade, of course, became an integral part of every show, and just as important, especially in
small towns, as the circus parade. In some communities they even used to close up the shops on the day the minstrels
came to town, because there wasn't any business anyway. Everybody turned out to watch the parade and listen to the
band.
In these, the pioneer days of minstrelsy, the emphasis was placed on the musical side of the performance.
The full development of Tambo and Bones into farce comedians did not come until sometime later. Sentimental
songs of slave life, the violin and banjo music of the plantation were the things given in the minstrel show of antebellum days. It was by Edwin P. Christy that the beautiful songs of Stephen Foster were first introduced, although it
was not until many years later that they were recognized by musicians as the only authentic folk music ever produced
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in America. Foster, sharing the fate common to men of genius, often poor and unrecognized. His songs, which
retained the real flavor and atmosphere of slave life, with its pathos and yearning, contributed much to the success of
others, but nothing to himself.
Christy was a banjoist and an actor, as well as a manager; but he was best known as a singer of ballads, and
My Old Kentucky Home, Massa's in de Cold, Cold Ground. Suwanee River, Old Black Joe and many other songs of
this kind were first sung by him. This and the fact that he is credited with having originated the idea of the half circle
of minstrels make his name important in the annals of minstrelsy.
Success in England
Christy's Minstrels held continuous sway at the famous old Mechanics' Hall in New York for seven years,
from 18447 to 1854. Their fame brought them an offer of an engagement in San Francisco, but they met with
indifferent success in the West. Some old-timers attribute their failure to the fact that George Christy, who had been
associated with Edwin for many years, left the troupe sometime before it set sail for California, and with another man
organized another minstrel company known as Wood and Christy's Minstrels, in which he played one of the end
men. Under his auspices minstrelsy began to branch out. he opened another theater and played in both houses,
appearing in the minstrel first part in the original theater, and doing specialties in the olio part in the second house.
By the middle 50's minstrelsy was well established as a popular form of entertainment, and in 1857 the first theater
built especially for minstrel performances was erected in New York. It was called Wood's Marble Hall of Minstrelsy,
and was situated at 561 Broadway, now part of the manufacturing and wholesale district of the city. George Christy,
by the way was not related to Edwin P. Christy. His real name was Harrington and he only assumed the name of
Christy after his association with the founder of the troupe.
Meanwhile some of the original members of Christy's Minstrels organized a troupe and went to England,
using the original name of the organization. Their success in England was tremendous. Several subsidiary companies
grew from this first one, and the name "Christy's Minstrels" came to be almost a generic term in that country. For
years all minstrel companies there were called Christy's.
It is rather curious that minstrel shows attained real popularity only in English-speaking countries. Some of
the American companies essayed Continental tours, and several English performers, emboldened by the success of
the Americans in England, got together and tried their luck in France and Germany, the ludicrousness of their
cockney accent trying to sound like American Negroes apparently never occurring to them. The French never took
very kindly to minstrelsy; and as for the Germans, it seems that they somehow got the impression that they were
being imposed upon; that these men with blackened faces were trying to pass themselves off as genuine Negroes, a
supposed fact which their Teutonic minds deeply resented.
In England, though, minstrelsy gained almost as strong a foothold as it did in the United States. Gladstone
proclaimed it his favorite form of entertainment and used to attend minstrel shows as an antidote for the cares of
state, just as Woodrow Wilson, when he was president, attended vaudeville shows every week as a relief from the
pressure of the war administration.
Thackeray, too, admitted himself under the spell of the minstrel man, and once penned a brief but eloquent
tribute to his art.
"I have gazed at thousands of tragedy queens dying on the stage and expiring in appropriate blank verse,"
he wrote, "and I have never wanted to wipe my spectacles. Behold, a vagabond with a corked face and a banjo sings
a little song, strikes a wild note and sets the heart thrilling with happy pity."
Those few words of Thackeray's conjure up an authentic picture of the old-time minstrels, who presented
not caricatures but genuine character studies, real portraits of the plantation negro of the South.
This type of minstrel began to disappear around the time of the Civil War; and it was an early as that, some
of the very old reminiscers - dead now, almost all of them - claimed, that minstrelsy began to disintegrate, although
there are many to dispute that claim, as some of the most illustrious minstrel troupes and minstrel men did not begin
to flourish until after the war. Col. Jack Haverly, for instance, who organized the first big minstrel troupe, one of the
best known in the world, and who developed some of the greatest of all minstrels, did not begin his minstrel career
until 1864, and his troupe of Mastodons was not organized until 1878. McIntyre & Heath, among the few old-time
minstrels active today - they are still impersonating the Georgia Minstrels in vaudeville, and last year celebrated the
fiftieth anniversary of their partnership - joined forces in 1874, but it was four years later when they organized their
own minstrel company. Lew Dockstader made his debut in 1873; Al G. Fields, who at the time of writing has a
minstrel show on tour, began his minstrel career in 1871. Billy Emerson, Big Sunflower, the idol of a whole nation
during the heyday of his career, flourished all through the latter half of the nineteenth century; while George
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Primrose, William H. West, George Thatcher, Honey Boy Evans, Eddie Leonard, Neil O'Brien - still conducting his
own show around the country - kept minstrelsy an important factor in American life for at least the first ten years of
this century, and even a little longer.
Billy Birch's Minstrels
It was, however, during the years approximately between 1850 and 1870 that minstrelsy secured its strong
hold on the imagination of the American public. The names of minstrels who rose to popularity during that time are
legion, and there were a number of permanent minstrel theaters as widely known throughout the country as the
hippodrome is today. There was Hooley's, in Brooklyn, for instance, founded in 1861 by R. M. Hooley, who had
been orchestra leader with the original Christy's Minstrels. After several years' wide experience in minstrelsy,
including a tour of Europe, the Brooklyn company was organized, and there it stayed ten years. There are still a
scattering of very, very old men in Brooklyn who can remember attending Hooley's when they were boys. Some of
the greatest minstrels of that day trod the boards of Hooley's.
The San Francisco Minstrels in New York were also a famous troupe, organized, as the name indicates, in
California by Billy Birch, an alumnus of Wood and Christy's minstrels, together with Dave Wambold, Charles
Backus and William H. Bernard. This company, after many vicissitudes, opened shop at 585 Broadway, New York,
in May of 1865, and continued there for seven years. Their name was a household word in the city.
The minstrel theater of Philadelphia, founded by John L. Carncross, famous as one of the sweetest singers
in minstrelsy, and E. Freeman Dixey, is still active, and is today the only permanent minstrel theater in the world.
Carncross and Dixey's original company was situated in the old Eleventh Street Opera House, which was torn down
not so many years ago to make room for a business building. In 1896 it went under the management of Frank
Dumont and continued its career, becoming a tradition to Philadelphians. For the past few years it has been under the
guidance of Emmett Welch, and occupies the old Ninth and Arch Streets Museum, and is now known as the Emmett
Welch Minstrels.
To give a comprehensive list of the eminent minstrels of that early era would be impossible; but a few
names come insistently to the mind - names that meant as much in their day as the biggest stars of the legitimate and
vaudeville stage do today. There was Dave Reed, for instance, one of the earliest and best known of minstrels, who
made famous and was made famous by two old songs, Shoo Fly and Sally Come up. He was known, as a matter of
fact, as the Sally-Come-Up Man.
Reed, like many other minstrels of his time, played in Mississippi River boat shows. There were Kelly and
Leon, famous in their own show, and later as part of Haverly's, Leon being particularly noted as a female
impersonator. Here is another branch of theatricals which most people are under the impression is a fairly recent
innovation; but female impersonations were among the earliest manifestations of minstrelsy, which for some reason
was never a successful medium for women, although there were one or two attempts to send out all-feminine minstrel
troupes; and at least two well-known actresses, Trixie Friganza, now a vaudeville star, and Lotta, the famous
soubrette who died recently and left a large fortune to charity, were known to black up and play in real minstrel
shows on infrequent occasions.
Forty - Count 'Em - forty
There was Matt Peel, a very talented performer-manager, whose show, after his death, was managed by his
widow, the first and practically the only woman minstrel manager. There was Charley White, who was regarded as a
really great actor and a profound student of negro dialect; G. W. H. Griffen, one of the greatest interlocutors in the
business; the Guy Brothers, one of whom, George, is still active; Fox & Ward, partners since 1868, also still active;
Joe Murphy, Cherry Gow, who died a millionaire; James Unsworth and scores of others. This air of the country
seemed to breed minstrels, and under their influence minstrelsy developed into an always more and more specialized
form of entertainment, secure in its supremacy in the hearts and minds of the American public.
The original semicircle idea, begun by Edwin Christy, was not abandoned. The interlocutor, who played
straight to the end men, became more and more polished in his manner; the number of end men with each show was
increased. At first there was but one Tambo and one Bones; later each show had two and sometimes three
interchangeable comedians for each end. The costumes became increasingly magnificent, the scenery increasingly
elaborate, the productions increasingly ambitious. The bogue for burlesque opera came in, likewise the fashion for
travesties on dramatic productions and take-offs of celebrities of the stage and public life. William Henry Rice,
already a popular minstrel, won undying fame by his burlesque impersonation of Sarah Bernhardt in a travesty
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called, none too subtly - but then minstrelsy didn't try to be subtle - Sarah Heartburn. The Divine Sarah, then touring
the United States, attended a special performance of this burlesque, and according to all accounts, enjoyed it hugely,
laughing until the tears streamed down her face at some of the scenes mocking her performance in Camille.
Thus the minstrel show grew and grew, and waxed bigger and bigger, until there emerged the first example
of what, for a better name, must be called modern minstrelsy - Haverly's Mastodons. With the Mastodons a new era
in that form of entertainment was instituted, and it was with the Mastodons that most people who recall minstrelsy
today began their minstrel education.
Col. Jack Haverly, it is generally conceded, did more for modern minstrelsy than any other man; and
certainly the majority of minstrels within the memory of the current public served an apprenticeship with him. Billy
Emerson, George Thatcher, Willis P. Sweetnam, George Evans, Eddie Leonard and Lew Dockstader, the real
minstrel stars of the last generation, all were associated at some time in their careers with Jack Haverly. There were
many others, to be sure, but these are the most prominent names.
Haverly was not a performer. he contented himself with the managerial end of the game and the
development of stars. He was to minstrels what Ziegfeld is to chorus girls. Before beginning his career as a minstrel
magnate, he was the owner of a variety theater in Toledo, Ohio. Later he was associated with several other men in
minstrel ventures, but in the end he always stood alone. He owned and controlled a great many theaters. He was a
man of great daring and imagination, a plunger, who won fortunes and lost them and won them again with an air of
convincing unconcern. He was characteristically generous and deeply loved by all who knew him.
Probably he would have been a good advertising man, with his aptitude for slogans. When he organized
Haverly's Mastodons in Chicago, in 1878, he coined a slogan which swept like wildfire over the country, a simple
slogan, "but it had a punch. "Forty - count 'em - forty!" it was, and it helped as much as any other single element t
make the Mastodons the huge success they became. It was the first time such a large number of men had been used in
any single show, and playing up the number brought a great deal of business. The name, too, was a drawing card, as
several other minstrel managers must have realized, for soon there sprang up similar large minstrel organizations,
entitled the Giganteans, the Megatherians, and the like. But Haverly's Mastodons continued to be preeminent, and
won as much fame in the British isles as they did here at home.
It was a member of the Mastodons in fact who had to his credit the amazing fact that he successfully kidded
Queen Victoria. That man was J. W. McAndrews, know as the Watermelon Man, and noted as the singer of the
famous old song, Jim Along Josie. It is one thing for performers of the current stage to joke with the young and
democratic Prince of Wales, and it is said to have been just as easy to spoof his grandfather, King Edward VII, when
he Was still heir to the British throne. But to jest at the expense of Her Royal Majesty Queen Victoria as though she
were a mere mortal - such a thing was undreamed of. Yet the Watermelon Man did it, and what is more, he got away
with it. It happened this way:
Reports of his success with the Mastondons had reached the queen's ears, and she commanded him to give a
performance at Buckingham Palace. He came, of course, and as he walked on the stage of the theater in the palace,
he noticed that the queen was sitting in a stage box. He did his monologue and started to go into a song. It was part
of the stage business of that song to remove his painfully ragged coat, fold it up carefully as though it were
something infinitely valuable and lay it down on the floor. He shuffled over to the side of the stage under the queen's
box, took off the coat, folded it with painstaking exactness and laid it down with the utmost gentleness directly under
the box and entirely within the royal reach. He started away, then looked back at the queen, an expression of great
suspicion crossing his face. Then he returned to the coat, picked it up tenderly, carried it across the stage, indicating
by every line of his face and body that it was far too precious to be left within her grasp, and put it down in a remote
part of the stage.
The court was aghast. Such effrontery had never before been witnessed. They expected the outraged queen
to rise and smite him. But she didn't. Instead she broke the horrified silence with one of her rare bursts of laughter.
The tension relieved, the entire assemblage became hysterical. And McAndrews, when he returned to America, was
the proud possessor of a watch and a ring, gifts of her royal majesty.
Billy Emerson, it is said by all who remember him, was one of the greatest figures in minstrelsy, with a
following as large and loyal as that of any modern idol. He occupied in his day the sort of place now filled by Babe
Ruth. There is nobody on the stage, the old-timers insist, who is worshipped by the public as he was. When he
walked on the street crowds followed him. Small boys besieged him for autographs and souvenirs. Women gave him
the idolatry they now squander on Rudolph Valentino.
He appeared with a number of minstrel troupes, including Haverly's and the Megatherians, as well as
heading his own company in several tours of this country, England and Australia. He was popular everywhere; but it
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was in San Francisco that he was especially idolized, and return visits to that city were in the nature of triumphal
marches.
In spite of his fame, anmd the fortune he must have made during the yers of his popularity, Billy Emerson
died a poor man and a broken one. Like so many performers of the old school, he was improvident.
The stories of the other minstrel favorites have no such tragic endings. George Evans, known to fame as
Honey Boy because he was the author of the Popular song, "I'll be True to My Honey boy." died in 1915, and was
active until shortly before his death. In fact, his old act is still playing in vaudeville under the name of the Seven
honey Boys. His career as a performer included engagements with medicine shows, minstrel shows, including
Primrose & West's, Haverly's and the Cohan and Harris Minstrels, which he took over as his own in 1910, musical
comedy and vaudeville.
He wrote many popular songs besides Honey Boy, one of the best known being "In the Good Old
summertine."
Lew Dockstader
George Primrose, whose family name was Delaney, was, among other things, conceded to be the greatest
soft-shoe dancer in the world, and the originator of that type of dancing. He also lived until a short time ago. His
death occurred in the summer of 1919 while he was living in retirement in San Diego, California. He began his
career at the age of fifteen, billed as Master Gerogie, the Infant Clog Dancer, in a minstrel show. He alternated
between minstrel shows and circuses, and when he joined Skiff and Gaylord's Minstrels in 1871 he met William H.
West, who was his partner for thirty years. He was later associated with George Thatcher and Lew Dockstader and
spent much of his time during his later years in vaudeville. Primrose and Dockstader as a headlining team were
tremendously popular in the two-a-day.
As for Lew Dockstader, of whom it is said that me made more people laugh than any other man of his time,
he achieved equal distinction as a peerformer and a manager. Under his real name, George Alfrerd Clapp, he began
his career at the age of sixteen in an amateur minstrel show. He appeared with innumerable minstrel shows, including
Carncross' in Philadelphia, and haverly's, awalys as a comedian. In 1886 he organized his own company, which
remained in New York for many years.
All the minstrels in this little group were friends, and it seems tht at some time or other they were all
partners with one another. For anyone who was not following minstrelsy at the time, the switching about of these
names is very like aa crossword puzzle, or maybe a virginia reel would be most apt. At any rate, Dockstader at one
time joined forces with Primrose & West, another time with George Thatcher, and later with Primrose alone, who
had by then separated from Thatcher. mr. Dockstader spent his declining years as a vaudeville headliner, doing the
minstrel characterization that had made him so popular.
Of all the minstrels within the memory of the present generation, none was so beloved as Lew Dockstader.
His death last October brought real grief to thousands, not only to those who had been his friends and associates, but
also to the legions who had been made to laugh by his japery, his burlesques and his ludicrous makeup, esp[ecially
the huge coat and monstrous shoes which were an integral part of his funniness.
As an end man he had no equal. He was the perfect minstrel. His aptitude for catching the idiosyncrasies of
prominent people and reproducing them from the stage brought him added fame. He was particularly happy in his
take-off of Theodore Roosevelt, who used to enjoy the spectacle of himself in burlesque quite as much as anybody.
In big cities Dockstader was loved, in small towns he was worshipped. The occasion of his coming to town
was a red-letter day in the community. Not even the annual visit of the circus was a more important or exciting event
than the minstrel parade that afforded a glimpse of Lew Dockstader.
Favorites of Today
Among the things for which he was noted was the fact that in his long career he never missed a single
performance. He loved his work and was never so happy as when he was making people laugh. But even he, with all
his powers, could not rescue minstrelsy from the oblivion for which fate so evidently intends it. Only three years ago
he acted as principal end man in a musical show staged by De wolf Hopper, in which an old-fashioned minstrel first
part was featured.
In spite of his presence, and the presence of some other widely known minstrels, the piece was a failure.
The institution was doomed.
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Aside from the fame he gathered as a result of his own talents as a minstrel, Lew Dockstader is noted as the
man who started Al Jolson on his career as a black-face performer. Jolson, probably the highest paid and most
popular singing comedian in the world, who now, still under forty, has his own theater in New York, owns a
percentage of every show he plays in and get a royalty on every song he sings, because if he sings it the song is
made, was discovered by Lew Dockstader when he was playing burlesque or small-time vaudeville. That was in
1908. Dockstader engaged him for his minstrel show, and the youth's success as a minstrel was instantaneous. Big
time vaudeville followed, then stardom in his own shows.
Unlike most of the modern black-face comedians, Jolson really plays negro characters. Most of the funny
men who work under cork today, in spite of their sable hue, are not negro comedians. They are Irish comedians,
Italian comedians, Jewish comedians - anything but negro comedians. They make no attempt to live up to their
makeup. But Al Jolson is a direct descendant of the minstrel of the days before the Civil War in the authenticity of
his characterization. he has, too, a fine sympathetic voice; and though there is a great deal of fun poked at his
exaggerated mammy songs, they seem at least to be the offspring, even if illegitimate, of the sentimental ballads sung
by the early negro minstrels.
Eddie Leonard is still very active and popular. He is headlining in vaudeville with an act built along
minstrel lines, and still employs with great effect the curious wha-wha method of singing that was identified with him
during his minstrel days. He began his career with Haverly's Minstrels, and was featured with Dockstader's Primrose
& West's, Cohan & Harris', as well as heading his own troupe.
The Cohan & Harris referred to are George M. Cohan and Sam H. Harris, who, during the years of their
partnership as theatrical managers, sent out an excellent minstrel company.
Incidentally there are scores of actors, prominent today in the legitimate and musical-comedy stage, and
even in the movies, who either got their start in minstrel shows or played in them at some time during their careers.
First of all, there is Francis Wilson, the dean of American actors. With a partner, Jimmy Mackin, the
eminent actor was once a song-and-dance boy with the minstrel shows, among them of course, Haverly's. After about
ten years of minstrelsy he decided that he wanted to widen his scope as a performer, so at a salary about one-quarter
as large as his minstrel pay, he joined a Philadelphia stock company and was started on his acting career.
Casting about at random, I find the names of Raymond Hitchcock, who substituted for George Evans in the
Cohan & Harris Minstrels in 1909 - the late Nat C. Goodwin, who was with Haverly's for a short time; Fred Stone,
who first entered into partnership with Dave Montgomery in Haverly's Minstrels; Sam Bernard, Joe Cawthorne,
George Beban - he began his career as a minstrel, although nobody would suspect it now; Jerry Cohan, who was
noted as a black-face dancer and tambourine player before he achieved fame as the father of Georgie; Andrew Mack,
who, with Haverly's sang that pathetic ballad, A Violet From Mother's Grave.
The Frohmans' Minstrel Days
Julius Witmark, the music publisher, began his professional career at the age of twelve as a boy soprano in a
minstrel show. It was Mr. Witmark who first introduced such priceless gems of balladry as The Letter That never
Came and The Picture That Was Turned Toward the Wall.
Few people know or remember that the Frohmans, Daniel and the late Charles, who together developed so
many of America's greatest theatrical personages, were minstrel managers early in their careers - in fact owned a
troupe at one time. There is even rumor, although he has ever substantiated it, that David Belasco, when he was a
young man, appeared in black-face several times.
Paul Dresser, brother of Theodore Dreiser and author of the famous song, On the Banks of the Wabash,
Was once a minstrel for a short time; so were J. K. Emmett, Jeff DeAngelis and Corse Payton, the idol of the tentwenty-thirty.
There are dozens more that most people would never dream of. For instance, it seems inappropriate, but it is
true, that Chauncey Olcott, the famous Irish comedian and singer, was for many years a minstrel. And Harrigan &
Hart worked in black-face before they became musical-comedy stars. Denman Thompson, of The Old Homestead
fame, was a minstrel end man sixty-five years ago. Bert Williams, one of the few Negroes ever to play in a minstrel
show, blacked up his already dusky features; so did his partner George Walker.
Julian Eltinge was once a minstrel, and James J. Corbett, once champion of the ring and now regarded as
one of the best straight men in the theatrical business, was an interlocutor with George Evans' Minstrels for a time.
Eddie Foy, parent of the so numerous young Foys, was once a minstrel. Now he would like to wear a black suit
instead of a black face, for it is a tradition along Broadway that the comical Eddie has a consuming desire to play
Hamlet.
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All these people, and many others, were minstrels once - once, but no more. The day is dead. If further
proof were needed, I found it when I journeyed to a little Connecticut town where I learned that a troupe of oldtimers, headed by a man whose name was once a famous one, were playing a single performance. Here would be a
real minstrel show, with all its old-time flavor. The program was promising enough, with its note, which read,
"presenting all that is near and dear to traditional minstrelsy," and its long array of "comic ditties, ballads and songs
of sentiment."
Alas! This minstrel show was like the proverbial Hamlet without the melancholy Dane. Every tradition of
minstrelsy was broken. The men sat in a semi-circle, but that was all. They were in white-face and they wore
powdered wigs. There was no trace of the familiar chord, or the command, "Gentlemen, be seated!" Not once did the
interlocutor address the end men as "Mistah Tambo" or "Mistah Bones." They sang and danced and told stories
purporting to be funny, but they did not give a minstrel show. Later, when questioned about the omissions, the leader
of the troupe explained. They have to keep up to date, he said, and the show is so long that they have to leave out all
unnecessary things.
And this is one of four well-known minstrel shows still alive in the United States. So much, then, for the
American minstrel boy. In the ranks of death you'll find him.

MARCH 7 - THE INDEPENDENT
JAZZ AND LIGHTER THINGS by R. Dana Skinner - Had the Theatre Guild suddenly staged a three-ring
circus as part of its subscription season the event could scarcely have aroused the consternation caused by John
Howard Lawson's Processional." A circus is at least a traditional form of entertainment. Mr. Larson's "symphony in
jazz" defies every tradition - and yet, through it all runs a thread of simplicity, beauty, and emerging poetry. It is, I
believe, a really splendid achievement, to accurate to stir satire as wholesale resentment, so restless in its cadence as
to leave one gasping, so direct in its allegory of redemption through suffering as to frighten those who would
discover a velvet corridor to beauty and spiritual truth.
If it is legitimate in poetry to use words that by their very sound confirm their meaning, I see no reason why
an extension of the same principle to the forms of the stage should be unorthodox. Mr. Lawson has taken three
allegorical figures - a man, his mother, and a girl - and has written their lives as affected by the syncopation, the
hurly, burly, the boisterous comedy, and the seething tragedy of our modern life. Put yourself in the place of these
characters, try to feel as they must have felt when probing for some straw of truth, and I think you will see how all
the incongruities, all the apparent absurdities, all the bold ironies fall into line. It is as if you were in a great cathedral
at a solemn moment and were suddenly to hear from one street the crash of elevated trains, from another a Salvation
Army choir, from a third the riveting of a new steel building, and from a fourth a Jazz band leading assembled rotary
clubs as a giant parade.
It is well to utter the platitude that human nature is the same the world over, but the facts remain that Italy
sings, that France jests, that Germany did once philosophize, and that America syncopates. We may all do the same
things, but the way we do them, the obstacles or the inspirations we encounter, the harmony or the discord through
which we carry out our purpose, must vary in every age and every place. Mr. Lawson has simply had the courage to
show us graphically and phonetically just how American life treats us a tour moments of crisis.
This does not mean that he despairs of American life itself. Note that, in spite of all the outward
circumstances, his three main characters forge their way from the moross of materialism and crime through an agony
to atonement to an inner redemption and beauty. Note, also, that these characters are not Olympian. They are part of
the flamboyant life itself. Their strength and triumph carry the promise of our civilization - something creative,
beautiful, harmonized, emerging from the chaos of the moment.
Mr. Lawson's technique is often undoubtedly crude. Many scenes would gain in force from greater restraint,
particularly the handing of sexual lawlessness. But there can be no question either of his sincerity of purpose or of
his masterly exposition of the hysteria of today and the beautiful rumor of tomorrow.
Aside from "Processional," the midwinter output has been good without showing many strokes of genius.
The Provincetown Players are responsible for a rippling and wholly delightful revival of Gilbert and Sullivan's
"Patience." With no particular vocal talent to draw on - excepting, of course, Rosalind Fuller - they have managed to
convey the rapid satire and ineluctable gush of this piece to its finest point.
Blanche Bates in "Mrs. Partridge Presents' has a play with a new and interesting mood - the conservatism of
the post-flapper generation. It is the story of two young things who revolt against the new freedom which their
energetic and ambitious mother tries to force on them. The son wants to become a bridge builder instead of an artist,
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and the daughter is determined to marry an everyday Bostonian and raise a plentiful family of "his" children rather
than become an actress, with independence and a career. This complete reversal of form from the stereotyped play of
the insurgent "younger generation is a rather refreshing breeze of the fevered brain of modernism. Incidentally,
perhaps the best acting in the play is done by Ruth Gordon in and entirely minor and even unnecessary role! She
makes of a silly and sentimental young friend of the family a major character - an astonishingly fine piece of light
comedy.
In "Silence," H. B. Warner's latest "reformed Crook" role is not as satisfactory as in "Alias Jimmy
Valentine." The play has many tense and dramatic moments, but its conclusions is decidedly weak and questionable.
The crook is saved from the electric chair to which he was going in silence to protect the guilt of another; but the
final immunity of the real murderer - needless to say, a woman - is purchased at the price of a species of counter
blackmail. This is hardly as clean-cut a solution as one would like to see in a play of Mr. Warner's choice.
On the lighter side of life, Mr. Balreff has brought us a new edition of the "Chauve-Souris." It is pleasant vaudeville,
but little more. The proportion of thoroughly Russian members has been reduced in favor of Italian, French, and
Dutch interludes of only scant value. Moreover, the insertion of "The Arrival at Bethlehem" has vaudeville program
is distressingly poor taste. These Russians are decidedly most interesting, not as Italians or French but - as Russians.
JAZZ FEELS SURGE OF A HIGHER ORDER by Hollister Noble. Above the moan of the saxophone one
can hear discordant notes that threaten the supremacy of Jazz. According to musical statisticians who analyze the
letters of the radio audience and reduce them to graphs and figures, the demand for syncopated music is on the
decline. Conversely, the demand for old and well-tried songs and for classical compositions is increasing.
In other words, the musical appetite of the radio listener is becoming more fastidious. He is, in truth, fed up
on jazz and calls for a change of musical diet. He want Gilbert and Sullivan, the charming melodies of Stephen
Foster, the favorite selections of Victor Herbert, the ballads of Channcey Olcott and Ernest R. Ball. He is tired of
listening to "Red Hot Momma," played seven times by seven different jazz bands on seven evenings of the week. He
is willing to take his share of jazz, but, something more inspiring must go with it. He has revolted.
Back in the dim days of 1923, Olive Bell, in his "Since Cezanne," exclaimed passionately "Plus de Jazz. No
more jazz. Jazz is dying." And only a few weeks ago John A. Holman, broadcasting manager of the

MARCH 15 - NEW YORK TIMES
American Telephone and Telegraph Company and chief of WEAF, told 2,000 diners' that the public
demand for classical music has been unprecedented in the last two years, to the detriment of jazz programs. Mr.
Holman said that in January, 1923, about 75 per cent of the radio fans demanded jazz; in January, 1924, the jazz fans
diminished to 35 per cent, and in January, 1925, only 5 per cent of the people who wrote to the company demanded
jazz. Mr. Holman added that his company received 54,000 letters on the subject in January alone. Private statements
by other broadcasting stations corroborate Mr. Holman. And there is Nicholas Orlando, musical director of the Plaza
and Roosevelt Hotels, who told the New York Music League recently that jazz is waning and classical music taking
its place.
But is jazz really dying? Certainly the modern creators of jazz, Irving Berlin, George Gershwin, Zez
Confrey, Fred Fisher Walter Donaldson, Cole Porter, Isham Jones, the music firms of Sissle & Blake (of "Shuffle
Along" fame) and Creamer & Layton, to mention only a few, are not greatly disturbed. But the weather vanes on the
watch towers of the kingdom of syncopated rhythms, howling trombones and shrieking clarinets are whirling wildly.
Why? The answer, judging by all visible signs and portents, lies in the fact that jazz is passing from the hands of the
tune-makers, scorers, adapters, compilers, arrangers and, perhaps, originators, into the bands of trained musicians
and skilled composers. meanwhile, the word jazz will have to remain. Although the music has long outgrown the
title, no other word can suffice to define in one syllable that scintillating, sardonne, pseudo-romantic music, child of
its sophisticated age, playful, wistful, scornful - an art that mocks itself and sheds hard tears, a product that George
Gershwin calls the folk music of the cosmopolitan.
To prove the assertion that jazz is rapidly passing into the hands of skilled musicians who may point the
way to a new universe of musical forms and colors, only a brief history of its renaissance is necessary. Perhaps first
honors for the preliminary recognition of jazz by the critical fraternity should go to Mme. Eva Gauthier, who
introduced jazz offerings on her recital programs in Aeolian Hall two seasons ago. But one Sunday afternoon, Feb.
10, 1924 to be exact, Vincent Lopez conducted a program of "contemporaneous popular music" in the Anderson
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Galleries, Professor Edward Burlingame Hill spoke impressively on jazz, and Gilbert Seldes was an interested
bystander.
Musical Citadels Invaded
Two days later, on Lincoln's Birthday, Paul Whiteman and his disciples burst in raucous glory from the
fevered haunts of the Palais Royal and captured Aeolian Hall, the citadel of Brahms trios, Bach fugues and
Beethoven sonatas. Mr. Whiteman gave a veritable musical history of the joy riding orchestras of America, tracing
the development of jazz from the dark days of the "Livery Stable Blues," the real jazz of discord, vulgarity and noise,
through that famous derivative of Handel's "Messiah," - "Yes, We Have No Bananas," to those impressive
guideposts for the jazz of the future, four serenades by Victor Herbert, and George Gershwin's piano concerto, "A
Rhapsody in Blue."
Mr. Whiteman's triumph was so hilarious that he promptly tramped uptown to Carnegie Hall and repeated
the same rout of musical paganism "for the benefit of the American Academy at Rome," a tribute which must have
made some of the sober shades of that institution moan fitfully in their graves. Mr. Whiteman's concert in the
Metropolitan Opera House during the present season was another milepost. The shades of that pompous temple of
lyric art were shattered by the excruciating strains of Willy Hall's solo on a bicycle pump, the staggering array of
wind instruments played by Ross Gorman, who uses trumpet mutes ranging from brown derbies to bed slippers, and
the racket raised by that demon banjo player, Michael Pingatore.
Incidentally, Irving Berlin's mush was heard from the Metropolitan's stage on Dec. 28, 1924, mixed with the
jazz strains of Isham Jones, Eastwood Lane, Rudolph Friml, Leo Fall and Vincent Rose. Vincent Lopez also gave a
concert in the opera house with several touching harmonica solos before the famous prompter's box.
Finally, into the musical sawdust circle leaped Otto H. Kahn, liberal patron of the arts, with some liberally
misquoted remarks on jazz which many people reported as an invitation for some aspiring young genius to composer
a jazz opera for the Metropolitan's classic stage.
Nevertheless the current order of jazz has developed unrest. In the public's revolt against the orgy of the
hammering tom-tom of dual time and the fox trot rhythm, the operetta returned with a flourish and the modern
scorers ransacked the musical shelves of celebrated composers for good themes. At present there are four companies
of "Blossom Time," with a score drawn from the music of Franz Schubert, touring the country. Three companies of
"The Student Prince of Heidelberg" are playing in New York, Chicago and Boston. Sigmund Romberg, who
arranged the music for these shows, has brought another operetta, Eddie Cantor's "Louis XIV," to town "Natja," the
music compiled from Tchaikovsky by Carl Hajos, is a hit. "The Love Song," with the music of Offenbach and the
famous barcarolle, is still another. And there are Rudolf Friml's "Rose Marie" and "Lady, Be Good," with an
engenious operetta score by George Gershwin.
So it goes. The modern composers of serious music have dabbled with ragtime and jazz - Stravinsky, Darius
Milhaud, Debussy, Ravel, to mention a few of the leaders. Paul Whiteman in his opera house concert, played a
"Synconata," or syncopated Sonata by Leo Sowerby, a young American composer. Louis Gruenberg, an American
resident abroad, has recently written a jazz version of "Daniel in the Lion's Den," set to Vachel Lindsay's poem and
interpreted from the stand point of a negro preacher, Samuel Gardner, an American violinist and composer, has just
finished a "Jazzetta" for violin and piano, designed as an appropriate concert hall piece for first-rate artists.
Incidentally the number is issued by Carl Fischer, a publisher who has never before published a jazz composition.
Hugo Riesenfeld's classical jazz arrangements have long been a feature of Broadway movie houses. These are only a
few of the straws.
What the Publishers Say
The leading music publishing houses all agree that the tendency of jazz is to reach higher levels, while the
demand for the so-called classic music increases. The firm of M. Witmark & Sons demonstrates convincingly what is
taking place in the world of jazz. This house has published most of Victor Herbert's music, the scores for thirty of his
productions, and the scores for "The Student Prince," "Blossom Time" and other operettas. Isidore Witmark, a
member of the firm, asserts that the automobile, by taking people away from the parlor piano, and the radio, by
furnishing them jazz music ready made, have killed the sales of song hit after song hit of a jazz character. Any one
can tune in any evening and hear a dozen orchestras playing "I Love You" in twelve identical ways. This firm has
given up dealing in jazz compositions and is devoting itself to the renaissance of ballads, operettas and similar music.
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Leo Feist and other firms dealing strictly in jazz report a swing to the higher type of popular ballads and a
corresponding depressions in the sale of popular jazz numbers. The house of G. Schirmer, Inc., which concentrates
on classical music, reports an unprecedented increase in the demand for good music. This firm believes that the
women's clubs and small musical communities throughout the country are responsible for the condition.
George Gershwin, a young and promising Alexander of the new jazz world, whose "Rhapsody in Blue," the
ingenious score to "Lady Be Good," and a dozen song hits, entitle him to speak with authority, has this to say of jazz:
"As long as people dance in cities, jazz will remain. It is the folk music of the cosmopolitan, not the
countryman. Its present material will be built upon in the future by composers just as older dance forms, the gigue,
polka, polonaise and waltz were utilized by former composers. But modern jazz emanates primarily from the city.
Look at the old "Nashville Blues," the "Memphis Blues," and the elements from a dozen towns that have combined
to make jazz what it is today. It is expressed in the sophisticated idioms of the city, and the very fact that it is today
in the troes of evolution from the hands of tune-makers and arrangers into the arms of trained musicians is proof
enough that jazz is here to stay. The world is wide, and there is plenty of room for good jazz composers, modern
music guilds and the masterpieces of classic music."
So onward drives the juggernaut of jazz. Those who have faith in it, and the number includes many
composers of sound judgment and thorough musicianship, point to its vitality and exuberance, its kaleidoscopic
forms, colors and rhythms. Such musicians seek to emancipate jazz from the rigid shackies of fox trot rhythms and
assert that the advance made thus far only hints at the infinite range of rhythmic subtleties, the fascinating
modulations and above all the rich opportunities for sardonic humor, irony and fanciful absurdities in fresh
combinations of wind instruments which shall be inherent in the new order of jazz.
And perhaps a small portion of the populace, in all this hubbub and tumult, huddle closer about the gas log
fire, meditate about jazz, and inwardly echo the cry of the German conductor in Covent Garden, whose talkative and
quarrelsome orchestra caused him to exclaim:
"Himmel! Don't speak so much. I can stand it then and now, but always, my God, never!"

MARCH - VANITY FAIR
GEORGE GERSHWIN - AN AMERICAN COMPOSER WHO IS WRITING NOTABLE MUSIC IN THE
JAZZ IDIOM. by Carl Van Vechten
I cannot recall the time when I did not feel an instinctive interest in American popular music. Before I could
play a note on the piano I was humming or whistling such tunes as Down Went McGinty and The Man Who Broke
the Bank at Monte Carlo. A little later, the execrable, sentimental ballads of the early nineties. Two little Girls in
blue, After the Ball, and Daisy Bell were tried on my piano along with two-hand arrangements of the symphonies of
Mozart, Haydn, and Beethoven. When At a Georgia Campmeeting and Whistling Rufus appeared in 1899, I
appreciated this indication of a modest advance in the public taste. It is worthy of note that Debussy's sensibility to
ragtime progressed no farther. His Golliwogg's Cakewalk is an exact replica of the naive rhythmic form employed in
these pieces.
On the other hand, I gave a real welcome to Cole and Johnson's Under the Bamboo Tree, which I admire to
this day. I further enjoyed the primeval syncopations of Bill Bailey, Ain't It a shame", Ma Blushin' Rosie, All Coons
Look Alike to Me, When You Ain't Got no Money You Needn't Come Around, Hiawatha, and Bon-Bon Buddy, but
when I heard Alexander's Ragtime Band (1911) I shouted.
Here at last, was real American music, music of such vitality that it made the Grieg-Schumann-Wagner,
dilutions of MacDowell sound a little thin, and the saccharine bars of Narcissus and Ophelia, so much pseudoChaminade concocted in an American back-parlour, while it completely routed the so-called art music of the
professors. At the time, however, I was serving as assistant to Richard Aldrich, the music critic of the New York
Times. In other words, I was a person of no importance whatever. Had I spoken, I should not have been heard.
Several years later, however, Irving Berlin's masterpiece having been succeeded by other popular airs
worthy of attention, such as Everybody's Doing It, The Gaby Glide, Ragging the Scale, and Waiting for the Robert E.
Lee, I wrote a paper, entitled The Great American Composer, published in Vanity Fair for April 1917, in which I
outlined the reasons for my belief that it was out of American popular music that American art music would grow,
just as the idiosyncratic national line of so much European art music has evolved from the national folk song. Nearly
seven years passed before my prophecy was realized, but on February 12, 1924, a date which many of us will
remember henceforth as commemorative of another event of importance besides the birth of our most famous
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president, George Gershwin's Rhapsody in Blue was performed for the first time by Paul Whitman's Orchestra with
the composer at the piano.
There is, however, an historical prelude to the Rhapsody. In the spring of 1923, Eva Gauthier, indefatigable
in her search for novelties, asked me to suggest additions to her autumn program. "Why not a group of American
songs?" I urged. Her face betrayed her lack of interest. "Jazz," I particularized. Her expression brightened. Meeting
this singer again in September, on her return from Paris, she informed me that Maurice Ravel had offered her the
same sapient advice. She had, indeed, determined to adopt the idea and requested me to recommend a musician who
might serve as her accompanist and guide in this venture. But one name fell from my lips, that of George Gershwin,
whose compositions I admired and with whose skill as a pianist I was acquainted. The experiment was eventually
made, Mme. Gauthier singing the jazz group on her program between a cluster of songs by Paul Hindemith and Bela
Bartok on the one hand, and an air from Schoenberg's Gurrelieder on the other. This recital, given at Town Hall on
November 1, 1923, marked George Gershwin's initial appearance as a performer on the serious concert stage.
The occasion did not pass uncelebrated. Newspapers and magazines commented at length on the
phenomenon. Jazz, at last, it seemed, had come into its own. Presently, Paul Whiteman, weary of conducting for
dancers more ready to appreciate a rigid tempo than variety in orchestration or the superlative tone quality of his
band, had a pendent inspiration: he would give a concert to demonstrate the growth that jazz had made under ears
too careless and indolent to distinguish the fine scoring and the intricate harmonic and rhythmic features of the new
music from the haphazard, improvised performances of a few years earlier. His second idea was even more
noteworthy: He commissioned George Gershwin to write a composition to be included in his first concert program.
As I had been out of the city when Mme. Gauthier gave her revolutionary recital, she very kindly invited
me, late in January 1923, to hear a rehearsal of the same program preparation for her Boston concert. It was this
rehearsal that Gershwin informed me of Whiteman's plan and added, in rather an offhand manner, that he had
decided to compose a concerto in fantasia form for piano and jazz band which he proposed to call Rhapsody in Blue.
On that day, about four weeks before the date the composition was actually produced, he had only made a few
preliminary sketches; he had not yet even found the mow famous andantino theme! He played for me however, the
jazz theme announced by full orchestra, accompanied by figurations on the piano, and the ingenious passage, not
thematic which ushers in the finale (omitted from the phonograph record) - At the first rehearsal the program for the
concert, the score was not yet ready. At the second rehearsal Gershwin played the Rhapsody twice with the band on a
very bad piano. Nevertheless, after hearing that rehearsal, I never entertained a single doubt but that this young man
of twenty-six (he was born in Brooklyn, September 26, 1898, had written the very finest piece of select music that
had ever come out of America, moreover, that he had composed the most effective concerto for piano that anybody
has written since Tchaikovsky's B flat minor.
Enthusiasm rewarded the first performance of the Rhapsody, but gentle and adequate appreciation of the
glamorous vitality of the composition, exhibiting as he does, a puissant melodic gift in combination with a talent for
the invention of stirring rhythms and a felicity in the arrangements and form, did not come so rapidly, perhaps,
already admiration for the composer's obviously rare skill a pianist. After Gershwin had performed the concerto
several times in New York and other cities (Whiteman undertook a preliminary tour with his organization during the
spring of 1924), recognition of its superior qualities became more widely diffused; an abridged phonograph disk
(even both sides of a twelve-inch disk offer insufficient surface to record the piece in its entirety) added to its fame;
and the publication of the score, arranged for two pianos, in December, sealed its triumph. It has since been
performed, although scarcely with the composer at the piano, at nearly all concerts given by the Whiteman orchestra.
Two causes have interfered with more good performances: first, the fact that the work was scored for a jazz band;
second, the fact that the piano part is not only of transcendent different but also demands a pianist who understands
the spirit of jazz. I have no doubt whatever that so soon as an arrangement is made for symphony orchestra the
Rhapsody will become part of the repertory of any pianist who can play it. Quite possibly, the work may have its
flaws; so, on the other hand, has Tristan und Isolde.
The story of this young man's career is worthy of attention. Born Brooklyn, George Gershwin was brought
up on Grand Street in Manhattan. Until he arrived at the age of thirteen he never even thought about music. Shortly
after his thirteenth birthday his mother bought a piano, for no other reason than because her sister-in-law had bought
one and it seemed a proper thing to do. Once the piano was installed, somebody had to learn to play it and young
George was elected. After he had received four months' lessons he already performed sufficiently well so that one of
his father's friends advised that he be sent to Europe to study. This advice, fortunately, was not followed. Three
neighborhood teachers, in turn, directed the course of his fingers. Then, by a fortuitous accident, he fell into the
hands of a man who gave him his first real reverence for music. This was Charles Hambitzer from whom he received
his first lessons in harmony. He was working on the Chopin preludes when this teacher died. Gershwin was as yet
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unfamiliar with the work of Bach; Beethoven, Schumann, Schubert, or Brahms. A little later, he studied harmony
with Edward Kilyeni, but the full course of his instruction with his several teachers occupied less than four years. In
the meantime, George had become acquainted with Max Rosen, for whose playing he felt a deep admiration, but
Rosen offered him no encouragement. "You will never become a musician. Give up the idea," was the violinist's
candid advice.
Very early in his piano lessons he began to dabble in composition. A banal Tango appears to be the earliest
preserved example. Ragging the Traumerei, in 4-4 time, is written down in 2-4 and runs to twenty-one mediocre
bars. At this same period - he was about fifteen - he started a song which began in F and wandered into G, from
which region George found himself utterly unable to rescue it.
At the age of sixteen, George went to work as a song plugger for Remick, the music publisher, sometimes
playing all day for vaudeville acts and until two or three in the morning at cafes. His remuneration was fifteen dollars
a week. This irksome routine might have ruined his fingers for future concert playing but Charles Hambitzer had
instructed him to play with a "loose wrist," a piece of advice which saved him his "touch". As a matter of fact, this
engagement did him a real service inasmuch as it taught him to transpose, no two performers ever being able to
negotiate a song n the same key. Further vagaries of fortune led him to accept an opportunity to play the piano for the
chorus rehearsals of Ned Wayburn's Miss 1917. It was here that he began to develop variety in his accompaniments,
playing each repetition of a refrain in a different manner, a procedure which won encouragement from his employer,
as it served to keep up the interest of the girls in their monotonous round of steps. It taught George the trick of
lending individuality to the accompaniments of his songs. While he was playing for this chorus, Vivienne Segal sang
two of his songs at a Sunday night concert at The Century Theatre. Harry Askins, manager of Miss 1917, was so
impressed with these tunes that he brought them to the attention of Max Dreyfus of the firm of T. B. Harms, who,
immediately recognizing the ability of the young musician, put his under contract. Eight months later Gershwin wrote
I was so Young and You Were so Beautiful and found himself launched as the composer of a song hit.
Launched, but not satisfied. It usually happens that a manufacturer of jazz hits goes so far and no farther.
Many popular composers are content to languidly pick tunes out with one finger on the piano, while an expert
harmonizer sits by ready to step in. It is not even an infrequent occurrence for a man's first success in this field to be
his last. Gershwin apparently determined not only to hold on to his success but to improve upon it. His friends and
business associates advised him not to study harmony. He answered them by working with Rubin Goldmark from
whom, he assures me, he received invaluable suggestions, especially in regard to form. he was warned that the
Rhapsody i n Blue would kill interest in his lighter music. It has had the opposite effect, as he instinctively felt that it
would have.
I first became acquainted with Gershwin's music through his Swanee, written in 1919 for the revue which
opened the Capital Theatre. With I'll Build a Stairway to Paradise, written for the fourth of George White's
Scandals, I completely capitulated to his amazing talent and nominated him to head my list of jazz composers. In this
vein he has added to his fame with the Yankee Doodle Blues, The Nashville Nightingale, Do It Again, I Won't Say I
Will, Somebody Loves Me, and the present ubiquitous fascinating Rhythm.
The time has not come, of course, to appraise the fellow's work, one can only predict his future in terms of
his brief past. His career up to date, it will be observed, has been a steady crescendo of interest, has been a steady
crescendo of interest. What he will do in the future depends on no one but George Gershwin, but it is fairly evident
that ample opportunity will be offered him to do many things that he ought not to do. He is unusually prolific in
melodic ideas; his gift for rhythmic expression is almost unique; he has a classical sense of form. His gay music
throbs with a pulse, a beat, a glamorous vitality rare in the work of any composers, and already he has the power to
build up a thrilling climax, as two or three passages in the Rhapsody prove. Even his popular music is never banal.
There is always something - if it is only two bars, as is the case in Rose of Madrid - to capture the attention of even a
jaded listener. Tenderness and passion are as yet only potential attributes of his published music - it might be stated
in passing that these are the two qualities that Stravinsky lacks - but some of Gershwin's finest inspirations have not
as yet been either published or publicly performed. It is probable that the production of his twenty-four piano
preludes and his tone-poem for symphony orchestra, tentatively entitled Black Belt, will award him a still higher rank
in the army of contemporary composers.
Ernest Newman has remarked, in reference to jazz, that there are no such things as movements, there are
only composers. Obviously, quite true. nevertheless, I am just a certain that the Rhapsody came out of the jazz
movement in America as I am that Wever's "Der Freischiutz" came out of the German folksong. Negro spirituals,
Broadway, and jazz are Gershwin's musical god-parents. Whatever he does, or however far he goes in the future, I
hope that these influences will beneficently pursue him.
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MARCH - HARVARD GRADUATE MAGAZINE
JAZZ by Edward Burlingame Hall, '94. - Those who barely tolerate the eccentricities of the jazz orchestra
are surprised and even shocked to learn that musicians of serious purpose find its music commendable. They
overlook the fact that there are many degrees of merit comprised in jazz. Some species are negligible; others exhibit
redeeming features, while others still may be considered artistic products. It is probable that the percentage of
survival among jazz pieces is extremely low, but then only a low proportion of symphonies remains in the repertory.
Yet it is evident that jazz constitutes a phase of expression identical with contemporary life. It has found its way into
pantomime and the drama. It has affected literature and costume. It typifies the desire to escape from convention, to
attain an untrammeled directness. Its ultimate place is still uncertain. Newspaper writers foretell a great future for the
jazz symphony and the jazz opera. This is little more than careless exuberance with too little careful consideration
behind it. What is the case for and against jazz?
Dances have always played an important role in instrumental music. Among the earliest instances of the
latter, dance-forms were predominant. The eighteenth-century suite was composed of sets of contemporary dances.
Of these the minuet made its way into the most dignified of instrumental forms, the symphony. It maintained its place
through intrinsic merit, and in the end only gave way to the livelier scherzo. Chopin's idealizations of the mazurka
and polonaise point to the vitality of dance inspiration outside the sonata forms. Towards the end of the third decade
of the nineteenth century, Berlioz boldly introduced a waltz in his Fantastic Symphony. Later, Tschaikowsky and
Mahler did the same. Brahm's treatment of waltz rhythms (the waltzes for piano duet and the vocal Liebeslieder)
records his thoughtful embellishment of the most ordinary contemporary dance. Smetana found place for a polka in a
string quartet. Dvorak followed his example although the work was an orchestral suite. Thus there is sufficient
precedent for the use of popular dances in works of indisputable artistic standard.
The French, lovers of the exotic, have always been quick to turn material to new expressive account.
Debussy, fascinated by Cambodian dancers at the Paris Exposition of 1900, re-shaped his impressions in "pagodas"
for the piano. When "ragtime," an incipient form of jazz, reached Paris, he was not slow to convert it to his own end.
As Chopin made use of Polish dances, so Debussy refined upon "ragtime" to compose "Gollywog's Cake-walk,"
"Minstrels" and "General Lavine."
At present, jazz has not only invaded European dance halls, it has also commanded the attention of
distinguished composers. Milhaud, Auric, Stravinsky, Casella and Ravel have all felt its appeal. Ravel once
remarked to the writer that jazz was the only evidence of musical originality to issue from America. this statement
should be qualified by an explanation that Paris has a meager opportunity to judge of American musical development
as a whole. nevertheless, if some of the most original among European composers consider jazz as fruitful musical
material, may we not examine the matter afresh?
The most serious obstacles in the way of the use of jazz in the main movements of symphonic works lie in
the monotony and persistence of its rhythms. This is antagonistic to that flowing plasticity of musical current which
is inseparable from present-day conceptions of symphonic style. The actual motives from which jazz themes are
contrived are too often trivial, and do not possess that germinating power which is essential in the elaboration of a
work of art. But the fact that even the gifted writer of jazz is content to evade the true problems of melodic and
rhythmical development, does not imply that such a treatment is impossible. The crux of the situation technically
remains the probable basic incompatibility between the moods of jazz and the corresponding needs of the symphony.
When, however, one contemplates the use made by Haydn of Croatian folk-songs, by Mozart and Beethoven of
similar Austrian melodies, by Tchaikovsky, Balakirev, Rimsky-Korsakov, Moussorgsky and other Russians of their
national airs it is difficult to identify the theoretical possibility of a similar utilization of jazz. The average jazz tune
does not possess the universality of the best type of folk-song. But the gifted composer has never limited himself to a
literal use of his model. Weer and Rimsky-Korsakov could produce as good imitation folk-song as the original. The
American composer could do likewise if needful. A more reasonable solution of the jazz problem in respect to
symphonic or chamber-music works would be to limit its use to the dance portions of such compositions. Then the
fox-trot its use to the dance portions of such compositions. Then the fox-trot becomes an inevitable successor to the
polka, waltz and minuet. But theorizing in advance is idle. It is better to allow instinct to produce results.
Up to the present, American musicians have attacked the jazz problem from two opposite sides. The
composer of academic training has tried to assimilate jazz style in works of a "high-brow" order. The blasé patrons
of symphony concerts have been delighted at the resultant indecorum, and the restrained suggestion of riotous
atmosphere so foreign to the classics. It is doubtful whether the patron of jazz orchestras is equally pleased. This,
however, is less important. The pleasure of the moment may well be sacrificed for a potentially glorious future. Mr.
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John Alden Carpenter, of justly high repute for his songs, orchestral and dramatic works, has felt the lure of both
"ragtime" and jazz in the course of that unconscious search for something unmistakably native which every
American composer pursues. His "Concertino" for piano and orchestra (1915) presented a skillful amalgam of
"ragtime" spirit and a successful solution of the normal problems of the concert-piece for piano and orchestra. M.
Robert Schmitz, the "soloist" in its American performances, hastened to produce it in Paris. In any other country than
ours, where native works are played during one season and then dismissed, this composition would have been played
frequently if not annually to stimulate and encourage other talented composers. In 1922, Mr. Carpenter again had the
courage of his convictions and produced "Krazy Kat," a "Jazz Pantomime" after the cartoons of Mr. George
Herriman. A dramatic work must often stand or fall by the stability of its scenario or text. Despite its whimsical
humor, "Krazy Kat" was scarcely substantial enough dramatically to endure. American musical critics of repute
bewailed Mr. Carpenter's lapse from dignity, and were seemingly deaf to the invention, the humor and the originality
of his music. With all due respect to critical judgment, Mr. Carpenter's music stands as an increasingly significant
departure from over-trodden paths. When has the value of a musical work of art been correctly estimated from its
specific gravity? The beginning of the regeneration of recent French music began with that irrepressible defier of
every convention - Emmanuel Chabrier. We trust that Mr. Carpenter's forthcoming ballet "Skyscrapers" will continue
to breathe forth defiance of our too-solid musical ruts. Other Americans have essayed the jazz-problem but none, to
my knowledge, so skillfully as Mr. Carpenter.
The other pole of jazz evolution is reform from within - through giving jazz dances and musical comedy all
that they can carry of assimilation from "high-brow" musical style. Modern French harmony, Orientalism and Slavic
idioms have been creeping into jazz, not only without detriment, but with positive benefit. In this camp Mr. George
Gershwin is a significant figure. His musical comedy jazz is unsurpassable - he may be rated some day as
comparable to Sullivan, admitting the difference in stand point. When he thought to invade the concert-hall, his
troubles began. The "Rhapsody in Blue" was an astonishing piece for a novice in this field. That he is uneasy in a
piece of this length is obvious, but despite its defects it is better than the illusory jazz of some "high-brow"
composers. Mr. Gershwin's recent "Concerto" was severely disparaged by critics, but I have heard dissenting voices
from intelligent laymen. Of course one cannot at once master the problems of the larger forms without long training
and experience. Still Mr. Gershwin's works indicate that it may be more profitable for the jazz composer to turn to
the larger forms than for the "high-brow" composer to condescend to jazz.
Prophecy in music is notoriously unsafe. For despite its difficulties jazz may yet successfully inspire the
depleted "high-brow" who is wearied by the effort to keep up with the latest European novelty. On the other hand,
"high-brow forms" and technique may in the long run stultify the gifts of even the most talented jazz composer. Why
not leave jazz to take care of itself? Undoubtedly the safest course is to wait some fifty years and note the result.
That has always been the prudent practice throughout the long centuries of musical history.

MARCH - FRANCO - AMERICAN MUSIC SOCIETY
JAZZ - The story of a prodigal son who, after many circumvolutions has come back to make a revolution
that is part of a natural evolution.
In the year 1823 an eminent critic must have dreamed that by writing: "Three of the movements of the
Beethoven symphony in A are without any settled design, confused, full of harsh combinations" - he was leading
public opinion.
In the year 1834, Mr. Fetis, the eminent critic, must have dreamed that by writing: "An affectation of
Beethoven's was to invent new form, not so much under the impulse of inspiration as in order to adhere to a
preconceived plan" - he was leading public opinion.
In the year 1924, Mr. Emile Vuillermoz must have dreamed also that by writing: "Milhaud - a temperament
classic and scholastic, but possessing a truculent instinct for brutal gaiety and popular inspiration which forced him
systematically to reshape his writings to fit his theories" - he was leading public opinion.
In the year 1861, Mr. d'Ortigue, the eminent critic, must have dreamed that by writing about Wagner: "No
form, no design, no rhythm, no symmetry" - he was leading public opinion.
On this theme an endless symphony could be constructed with a vast number of developments and yet the
judgment of time shows how these temperamental "would-be musicians" misled the public if they did anything at all.
Without desiring to make a complete retrospection on such a subject it seems that judging musicians that are still
alive has not proved to be the best occasion for human beings to express permanent truths. The only musical
criticisms of the past which we do still appreciate are those that aimed at assisting the public with the analysis of
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form or of the sensorial expression of music to enable him to enjoy and understand the new mode of expression. At
the others we can but laugh. Is there not a good lesson to be learned even from the treatment accorded in recent years
to Jazz?
Jazz was the unwelcome step-son in the United States in 1919. At that time a group of very independent
musicians of several countries who had vision gave him care and shelter; the child's qualities were well hidden and
called for much affection to develop - confidence being the main requisite to produce such development. Jazz was
presented in the same year on the most classical platform: the Champs Eylsees Theatre. Some of its sponsors, such as
Igor Stravinsky, Darius Milhaud, Jean Wiener contrived to learn the language of this renegade. It was sincere
process. The man who had crated "protee" and "La Brebis Egaree," had a mind broad enough to take interest in the
outcast. The great Russian who had so deeply stirred the European capitals by his amazing creation "Le Sacre du
Printemps," had enough wit to take part in the games of the forlorn child.
Was this as unexpected in the twentieth century as the discovery of the "philosophical stone" in the Middle
Ages? It certainly aroused as much indignation and bitter attack. The indignant were headed by many of those whose
mental pedigree can be traced to the above would-be critics. These purists and anti-jazz fiends, had not enough
discrimination to discover the pre-existence of the characteristics of jazz in classical music. They had heard
Schumann's Toccata hundreds of times but had failed to realize the wonderful syncopation, jazz-like, of the major
portion of this hackneyed show piece. They had also ignored Dvorak's New World Symphony, the Mephisto Waltz
and so many others. They had the ears of convention that are so long and hear nothing.
Happily rescued, the prodigal son grew up. Today much stress is laid on the introduction of jazz into the
strongholds of serious music in New York. The prominence granted to it by some music critics and chroniclers gives
to these concerts the importance of discovery, pioneer work, etc. While many of us appreciate the recognition given
to the qualities of this music, especially when led by such experts as Lopez, Whiteman, Gershwin, or when sung by
the indefatigable Eva Gauthier, we must yet appreciate the degree of discovery that exists in this new style of
concert. Is it not rather a form of super-conservatism? Anyhow Jazz is made King, and someone stated that all
modern music was "knocked out" in one minute by the recent concerts, including very likely those who saved Jazz,
eared for it, and by their whole attitude called gradually the attention of the musical public, to the prodigal son. Jazz
was presented, adorned by the wonderful technique of today, and created a furore, although the child is now stealing
its best material and is on the path of losing the traits of genuine music by disregarding the high hermetic principle of
polarization. This exaggerated swing of the pendulum in the rhythm of evolution had to happen. The increasing
dullness of the programs of those artists who hide themselves under the shelter of an extreme conservatism has been
the cause of this reaction which is so much like the recent discovery of Pharaoh Tut; but if Jazz has any sense of
humor, he must be thrilled, he who lived for so many years as an outcast and now sees the crowd in delirious
admiration over his brilliant dress. Yet nothing is new, and even his dress does not seem to be an intrinsic discovery,
for when we hear the Chinese Sketch by Mr. Henry Eichheim, recently performed with the aid of Chinese
instruments, we are impressed by a much greater subtlety and sense of color, form and rhythm which is indeed a still
more precious garment. "Entenraku," a Chinese elegy, composed by a Chinese Emperor in the year 700 A. D. would
enable any temperamental critic to state that all the music of the present, including Jazz, is wiped out, but as we are
not critics and do not aim to be temperamental, we conclude by saying that happily there is something permanent
about genuine art that has the power of disregarding partisanship. E. Robert Schmitz

MARCH - VANITY FAIR
THE ADVENTURES OF KIT SKYHEAD AND MISTAH BEAUTY - AN ALL-NEGRO EVENING IN
THE COLORED CABARETS OF NEW YORK by Eric Walrond (Ed; note: the vogue, within the last few years, of
the all-Negro reviews on Broadway, like, for instance, "Shuffle along" or the more recent "Dixie to Broadway",
naturally raised the question as to the source of these dancers and comedians. Then some of our artists, and notable
among them Miguel Covarrubias, began exploring the Negro section of Harlem; and there on the sidewalks and in
the clubs and cabarets, they found springing up, the folk songs, the exotic jazz rhythms, the dances and gesturing that
form the basis of the current Negro shows, and also furnish the motifs for many of the popular songs and musical
compositions of famous jazz organizations such as the Whiteman orchestra. This article, on the cabarets of Harlem,
is written by the negro writer, Eric Walrond, who knows the scene he writes of intimately.
"When mah fet gits cold," shivered Kit Skyhead, "I'm a cage o' apes." Mr. Kit Skyhead proceeded to slip
on his fur-lined gloves. A January night wind howled through the inky crescent.
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"Yes, sah," corroborated his friend Mistah Beauty, "if you don't need dem gloves tonight you'll surely need
'em befo' tomorrow mornin'."
Following which Kit and Mistah beauty decided to go to a cabaret.
"How 'bout a real big time, Kit? You know me. . ."
"Jus' as you say, brother, only i don't want to disembarras nobody's pocket-book. I ain't so dumb 'at Ah don't
know what it's all about. . ."
"Oh, that's a bare skimshun," Mistah beauty explained, "why, if I'm goin' to show you any kind o' time, I
might as well show you a good one. . ."
With no further ado Kit and Mistah Beauty cut through the frosty night u to the brilliantly illumined decade
of the "Cotton club."
"Who's dat nigger all dressed up like Mrs. Astor's horse?" Kit inquired, puckering up his none too copperwiry lips at the pompous anterior of the Negro door man.
"Hello, Doc," hailed the white gloved dignitary.
"Hello there, jacmel, how is everything?"
"Everything is kopasettee (All right) and the goose is quanking LOW!" That being the case, Kit and Mistah
Beauty, after the mystic ritual of transferring a billete of high dimensions to the snowy paw of jacmel, ascended the
richly carpeted stairs to the jangling throne of Baudannaland.
An eely streak popped out of the hazy mist and placed an embargo on their coats and things. Clinking of
brass coat checks. . .
As if by the delusion of a cinematography they found themselves in the obsequious clutches of the usher.
Into a high, airy room, the roof of which lay pendant with the moss of leafy adornment, they were whirled. Dark.
Lightning shadows. A squared circle. Tables set about the bamboo horizon. Ferns, wild, viny luxuriance impediments of illusion - cling affectionately to the shrubbery poles. Whites galore at tables banked on the edge of
the golden arena. Black, so far as the guests were concerned, at consequential premium. . .
Seated at the right, near the Negro orchestra, Kit and Mistah Beauty took on the colour of their smoky
milieu.
And on swept the dance. Swift as the pelting rain, the dusky revue, the clang of song and dance, of beauty
and colour, whirl madly by - yellow girls, tightless, supple, deep-coloured, aflame, their eyes affluent of emotion,
laugh- dance - sing - comedians crack jokes; figures glide on floor of marble, floor of gold. "Daewggone," cried Kit,
"if this ain't the cat's kanittans 'Silent, Mistah Beauty looked at Kit, at the empty bottles on the table . . . "You know
one thing," Kit observed, "there ain't another nigger in this place but you and me and the waiters. . ." Mistah Beauty
looked indifferently about. "Not a jigaboo (Negro) but a whole lot o' ofay (whites) gals. This is Mr. Eddy's place or i
don't know what it is all about. Come on, Mistah Beauty. . ."
II
Roosting at the Bamville Nest
Later, at the Bamville-Nest on one of the side streets Kit and Mistah Beauty showed up. rendezvous of the
Negro big timers. High society folks.
Here you've got to be a member of the "club" to be admitted. Insisting, to the clerk's placid acquiescence,
that Mistah Beauty was Al Brown and Kit, Tiger Flowers, and that they got their mail at No. 1 East River, they, with
a buck apiece, joined. . .
"Kind o' dickty here, ain't it?" observed Kit, as the waiter seated them. "Whole lot o' yella wimmin. . .bunch
of blue (negro) boys... Diagonally across from the jazz band the waiter anchored them.
"Ladies and mah friends...."
The negro proprietor essays things. A girl, Bobby something, is dancing. Bobby's tights glow. Silk and old
rose. knees unbent, Bobby is going after a guilder tossed her on the shimmering floor. Doing an unexaggerated
shimmy, Bobby is the berriesm, posterial portions, ahoy there, going after that guilder.
Around them there is a welter of bronze folk. High yellows, medium browns, low blacks. Boys the colour of
chocolate puddings, hair black and sleek; tall, slender youths, a bored, brother-there-ain't -a-doggone-thing-you-cantell-me look in their eyes. Night hawks. big timers. Niggers with "plenty money." Race horses touts, Bolita men.
California jacks. Two storey guys.
Women, the shimmer of pearls, slippers of gold, the yellow ombre, tell you what it is all about. High lifers,
laughing, agreeable, hilarious folks.
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Here to this cabaret come the black stars of the city's revues. Florence Mills and Johnny Hudgins and Sandy
Burns and Johnny Dunn. to sing and dance and sup and say hello to the folks. here every man is a sheik and every
girl is willing to go fifty-fifty with you on a proposition. Here it is the hotly dressed mamma or the alluringly sleckhaired papa - especially if he is dark brown and given to blue shirts, a la prince of Wales, and diamond stick pins.
that is the order of the night.
On the hazy horizon a white glow now and then bobs up, but not often...
"Nigger," Mistah Beauty growled to Kit, "you talk the hinges off a brass monkey. Keep still!" Mistah
Beauty was looking 'em over.
And a wounded light crept into Mr. Skyhead's eyes.
Pressed about them girls, sitting on their daddy's knees, drank gin, swapped yarns, dragged 'em down, and
other wise cut up....
"Why, Mr. Beauty, why so pensive and consolinary?"
"Ain't he gramminarly, thought?" cried an ink-toed mamma at Kit's side.
"Don't make Percy intoxicated, but give him a drink all the same."
"This is evidence of my sociability, boys. Trusting that the hinges of friendship may never grow rusty."
"Glass o' water, waiter, this liquor tastes like cake, how 'bout it, Percy?"
"Naw!" answered that midshipman, "I don't hevah build a fire and then put it out."
"Oh, man, you can't tell me nothin' 'bout Atlantic City. I used to pitch 'em around there. If anybody amounts
to anything in Atlantic City i know what it is all about. "
"You know Al Bush?"
"Course i know Al Bush. He's blacker'n I am. he is a big black nigger."
"That nigger! He ain't wo'th a quarter. "
"Didn't I beat my wife up? I beat the hell out o' her. Didn't i catch her going with another nigger?"
III
Dawn in the region of One Hundred Thirty Fifth Street and Fifth Avenue is a sinister spectacle. A waste of
echoes. A land of shadowy notes.
Yet, around the corner, the cellars are stark, clamorous, honkingly mad. .ragtime is resuscitated; the boombooming is fierce; folk nature is shricking......
The American woman eats her chicken and rice and thinks she's eatin' something'
But she ain't eat nuthin' till she tries some monkey hips and dumplin'.
Here, at Sonny Decent's, the "openest" cabaret in Harlem, you've got to be part of the underworld pattern to
fit in. Here folklie prostrate. insouciance. Here everybody knows what it is all about. Here the proprietor to all the
world is familiarly Sonny. All Sonny asks of his heterogeneous patrons is that they be nice. They may fight and cut
each other's throats, but boys, for God's sake, be nice!
Here, too, the family feeling runs high. It is a sort of laboratory for song and dance. here it is that most of
the jazz steps you see on Broadway, whether by Ann Pennington or Florence Mills, are first tried out. here song like
Hichalah patickalah my black hen she lays eggs for gentlemen
Sometimes nine, sometimes ten, Hichalah patickalah my black hen.
spring into being. Here "good 'art mek crab wit' out no back." Here King Ja Ja, the Persian cat, is perched on the
saxophone. Here the drummer is a poet. Here Kit and Mistah Beauty eventually drifted.....
"Fo' cryin' out loud, " cried Kit.
As if it were hewn out of a tree trunk, is this low, bare, naif cellar. Unpainted and unadorned. A rough creaking floor,
the boards ready to flip through. A primitive coal stove. An incessant boom-booming, tom-tom-ing.. Africa
undraped!
Near the stove Kit and Mistah Beauty took seats. Hordes of blue people. blue girls stunning in tomato reds.
. one of them, a dainty brown elf, wearing a dress of rich henna with a basket weave. hats to match. Cup hats,
Blinker-effect. High yellows, of the Spanish type, exhilarating in peacock blue. Girls, dainty, sombre, cynical-eyed,
passion-mouthed. .
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"Why, at this rate,' observed Mistah Beauty, "there won't be a single dish washer no where in New York no
time befo' four o'clock next week......."
Out of the contracting mass Mistah Beauty recognized Spoof Moses, Four eye Shadow, the prizefighter;
Tunnah Kasha, Mr. Burt'n, Bread and Cheese, Erasmus B. Black, Polanque, Woomsie Nurse, Miguel Covarrubias,
Trick Skazmore, Bo Diddle, Eric Walrond, Jim Ar'try, West Henry, Mary Stafford, Dolly May, Rachael Splivens,
Camilia Doo Right.
"Ain't you a West Indian?" someone asked Kit.
"Who me? A West Indian? Brother, you ain't lookin' for trouble is ya? I've had mo' fights on account o' dat
dan fo' anything else in the world. I look like any monkey man?"
"Everybody love my baby but my baby din't love nobody but me."
"Dat," observed the inquiring lady, primly, "are psychology from away back."
"You ought to go to church, Trick, you. . . '
"Nigger, you're a policeman and I'm a gambler. What you want me to go to church fo', Go yo'self."
"Dat nigger kin blew de hell out a dat horn, can't he, Mistah Beauty?"
"She needs her ashes hawled, that's what's the matter with that wench."
"I'm gwine chalk yo' legs."
'ain't you gwine nevah git yo' tongue split."
"I had 'er doggin' round me fo' three whole weeks."
"When i got to the do' nigger wuz busy as a grave digger."
"Come on Kit, let's be goin' . ."
"Dat's what yo' call runnin' wid blinkers on. A dyam new naygur comin' down de haveenue wid a bran' new
pair o' shoes on, each toe a stranger to de udder. "
"Where's your check, Kit?"
"I just want to burn a nigger, dat's all . ."
"I'll knock yo' brains out and argu wid you afta'....."
"Gahr! Police! Murdah!"
"One oh five," brathed Kit, "dat's me. And ah, don't mean maybe."

APRIL 11 - MUSICAL AMERICA
NEW AMERICAN MUSIC DRAMA OF REDEMPTION UTILIZES JAZZ - Jazz has proved a hardy tonal
infant in the relatively few years of its existence. We have had rhapsodies and sonatas exploiting this medium, and
now comes the announcement that the Chicago Civic Opera Company will add four saxophones to its orchestral
battery when it produces a new grand opera next season., "A Light from St. Agnes," by W. Franke Harling,
American composer.
When asked why he had been inspired to set the libretto to a jazz rhythm, Mr. Harling replied that it was the
only medium possible to express the tragedy of a particular type of emotional and unthinking American.
"Michel and Toinette, the chief characters of my opera, lead a 'jazz' life." he said, "and naturally that would
color the music with a representative rhythm. But although my opera is a 'jazz' tragedy to one who has read the score,
that little four-letter word, meaning syncopated rhythm, has come to have so flippant and insincere a definition that i
feat it may place me among those who have not seen the score in the musical comedy category. For this reason I and
to explain that my drama is only, a 'jazz' opera rhythmically, as Strauss' "Rosenkavalier" is a waltz opera, and
intrinsically only inasmuch as it reflects the life of the French-Americans of the small community which is its locale."
Toinette, the heroine, is a strange blend of wickedness and beauty, at once pitiful and lovely, and this part
will be sung by Rosa Raisa. Georges Baklanoff, baritone, will be Michel, and Forrest Lamont, tenor, has been chosen
for the role of the Priest. Mme Raisa went through her part with the composer before she sailed for Europe recently
and Mr. Harling is now busily engaged in the process of publication. "The opera is to be given either the first or the
second week of December," said Mr. Harling. "A copy is now in the hands of Herbert Johnson, manager, and
Giorgio Polacco, musical director, who will conduct the performance."
The opera pictures a tavern at the base of a hill in the marshy outskirts of a Louisiana village. High up in the
background is seen the chapel of St. Agnes. The story takes place toward the end of the nineteenth century and deals
with the transformation of a girl from a "jazz existence" to a spiritual life which is thwarted by her death at the hand
of her former lover.
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In the annals of Louisiana there is the record of a woman, called Agnes Deveraux, who devoted her life and
fortunes to converting the inhabitants of the city of Bon Hilaire to cleaner living and thinking. At the top of the hill
overlooking the city she built a chapel and a convent to which she retreated in her later years. The action of the play
begins with the evening of her death.
Agnes is lying dead in the chapel on the hill, with a crucifix of diamonds on a chain about her neck. Nuns
are chanting and the organ is playing, while in the distance can be heard the ragtime revels of the villagers who have
turned a deaf ear to her preaching.
At the rise of the curtain Toinette is lying asleep on her cot. A crowd of roisters come over the hills to fetch
her to Camp Fleury to join in the revels in celebration of the death of Agnes. Toinette refuses to go, saying that she is
too tired.
When they have all left her the Priest enters and tells her that Agnes' last words were of her, pleading with
him to see her and convert her from the life she was leading. She remains sullen and apparently unmoved until he
hands her a crucifix which Agnes has left for her. As the Priest turns to go, he is confronted by Toinette's lover,
Michel, who enters in a drunken condition and accuses the Priest falsely of his intentions at the tavern.
A Story of redemption
Toinette assists the Priest in getting away and Michel then drags her to a table in the center of the room
where, between throws of dice, he tells her that he has been to the chapel, has seen the corpse of Agnes, with the
cross of diamonds on her breast, and is going back to steal it so that he and Toinette can go to New Orleans and live
a gay life.
Here the transformation of Toinette really begins. The emotions which the Priest's words had roused in her,
together with her disgust of Michel's condition, now come to the top and she realizes that she wishes now to live up
to the symbol of integrity which Agnes has left for her. By persuasion and cajoling she attempts to dissuade Michel
from desecrating the body of the saintly woman, finally warning him that there is a rope which hangs outside of the
chapel which some one would surely pull, thereby ringing the bell, and they would surely be caught.
Michel laughs and demands a knife with which he may cut the rope, but Toinette suggests that he allow her
to do it instead, since he is too drunk. She rushes out with the knife, apparently to cut the rope, but instead she rings
the bell to attract the good people to the chapel and thus save the body of Agnes from desecration. In a drunken
stupor Michel hears the bells, realizes his betrayal, and rushes out after her. They meet at the threshold and he takes
the knife from her and stabs her. She falls lifeless on the cot, as the morning sun strikes on the chapel window on the
hill and reflects down upon her lovely face.....a light from St. Agnes!
The Libretto of "A Light from St. Agnes" was written by Minnie Madden Fiske, the noted actress, with an
occasional suggestion from her husband, Harrison Gray Fiske. Mrs. Fiske, now touring in a revival of "The Rivals,"
wrote the play during three or four years when she was not acting, following her marriage to Mr. Fiske. It was
produced in play form in 1895 in the Fifth Avenue Theater and was several times revived with Mrs. Fiske as
Toinette, John Mason as Michel and William B. Mack as the Priest.
"About fifteen years ago," said Mr. Fiske, "a young woman representative of Italian authors, Mlle. St. Cyr, a
lineal descendant and disciple of Corneille, came here to look for plays to be translated for Italian Librettos. After
seeing a performance of "A Light from St. Agnes," she came to us with a request for the rights of translation, since
she considered that it was the type of thing for which Puccini was then looking.
Puccini Accepted Libretto
"A translation was made by Roberto Bracco and was presented to Puccini, who expressed his delight,
accepted it and said he would work on it as soon as he finished the "Girl of the Golden West.' In 1920 he was still
procrastinating, his reason being that he felt it to be too thoroughly American for an Italian to write. It needed the
poignant so-called jazz rhythms of American music, and so we withdrew the right and turned them over to Mr.
Harling, who had written the incidental music to Mrs. Fiske's 'Wake up, Jonathan,' then playing at the henry Miller
Theater, New York.
"Although the original story was written in play form, we were both of the opinion of Mlle. St. Cyr that it
would make an unusual opera libretto, and so from time to time, we would pick it up and change a page or two into
rhymed verse for arias, and speeches of action into poetic prose for recitative. The libretto was not written at any
particular time, you see, but I should say that, like Topsy, it 'just growed.'
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"The scene is laid in Louisiana, near New Orleans, where Mrs. Fiske was born."
The opera is written in one very long act and will be a new twin for "Pagliacci." Mr. Fiske said that they had
considered expanding it to two or three acts but found it more powerful dramatically not to have a single break in the
action. Mr. Harling likewise felt that it would be better to have the music continue unceasingly and work up to one
tremendous climax at the end of a long act.
In discussing his method Mr. Harling says that he has tried to introduce sane character psychology into his
drama, without any of the flourishes and insincere coloratura passages of Italian opera, and yet without resorting to
the arbitrary selection of guiding motifs. He has taken the "verismo" of Italian drama without any of the "bel canto."
He has tried to put into the work the light spirited qualities of opera buffa with only a few subtle hints of tragedy.
From the German music drama he has absorbed the conception of the scene as one dramatic unit. "Wagner
has been my operatic Bible," he says, "and somehow I have a feeling that if he were alive today and visited
American, he would be making a study of American jazz and would not be the least interested in its purification.
From the form of his preludes I have modeled my overture, which is written in symphonic style and introduces and
develops old Creole folk tunes and typical songs of New Orleans, with a modal chant, to set the tragic atmosphere,
running polyphonically through it."
Mr. Harling says he favors the technic of the Italian verismo school in achieving poignant climaxes inane
scene. A page of his score reveals a moderately dissonant idiom, very melodic and a very ingenious interweaving of
parts. He does not claim to have received a sudden inspiration for his opera. It represents rather many years of hard
and patient work.
"Sketching out the piano score was the least difficult work," he admits. "I had the entire thing planned in my
mind quite logically before I set it upon paper; but now I have scored it for full orchestra and four saxophones
besides! The flux of tonality lies in the symphonic continuity of the orchestra and there is no obvious division
between the recitative and aria. By this I do not mean that it is entirely declamatory or unmelodic, but rather it is all
melody, one continuous tune.
Pathos in Jazz
Since Mr. Harling has made a study of jazz music, he has discovered many wonderful possibilities in it.
"Jazz is a much abused word and a more abused rhythm," he says. "Until it is divorced from the tinsel association of
road-houses and cabarets, of tin-pan orchestras and misused saxophones it will never get out of the hands of musical
neophytes. What its influence upon modern society has been does not effect its musical value in the slightest,
anymore than the destruction caused by poison gas effects the value of its discovery to science.
"All music has had its origin in the dance, but at a certain age it get away from its early association. Jazz is
no exception. It is born of the American dance, but it is about time that real musicians took it out of this realm and
obtained a new viewpoint in regarding it.
"There is real pathos in the slow syncopated rhythm which has been so inadequately called the 'Blues.' It has
been exploited in rhapsodies, in sonatas and in such dramas as John Howard Lawson's 'Processional.' Now the time is
ripe for American jazz opera. In 'A light from St. Agnes' I have made a bold attempt not only to justify its existence
but to do a little pioneer work in musical nationalism, with the hope that it will arouse some dormant Yankee
Moussorgsky!" H. M. Miller.

APRIL 25 - MUSICAL AMERICA
AWAITING THE GREAT AMERICAN OPERA: HOW COMPOSERS ARE PAVING THE WAY.
The great American opera, the idyll of the wide open spaces, has come down to earth. It has come to
Broadway. The dream of an American Wagner has passed with the day of Indian librettos. It is now the jazz opera
that waits for a composer and a plot. A new native consciousness is stirring, we are told, and a new native art. The
jazz opera must be "typically American," and Indians and cowboys are no longer "typically American." The
American opera must follow the path of the American drama. There are the mountaineers of the Carolinas and West
Virginia. There are the farmers of New England and the boosters of the Middle West. There are New York subway
riders and Harlem cabarets. And there is always Broadway. There the jazz opera must begin.
Ever since Otto H. Kahn issued his diplomatic invitation to composers to submit a jazz opera to the
Metropolitan there have been questions and doubts. Can there be a jazz opera? who will write it? What will it be
about?
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The answer was three names, Irving Berlin, George Gershwin and Jerome Kern. Mr. Berlin didn't think he
could. Mr. Kern didn't think he would. Mr. Gershwin was willing to try.
The followed query on query. what about American composers who are not of Broadway? What of Deems
Taylor, Emerson Whithorne and John Alden Carpenter? Can an opera be all jazz? Can jazz composers write
anything else?
Suggestions for a libretto have run the gamut from the obviously ridiculous to the almost possible. The New
York World nominated Bret Harte's "Outcasts of Poker Flat" as a typically American and inspiring plot. Dramatic
critics welcomed John Howard Lawson's "Processional," a play written in jazz rhythms, as a singularly adaptable
story. Alexander Woollcott, in a playful moment, proposed the life of Irving Berlin as certainly the most fitting
subject. But the composers have also thought about it.
Lyricism vs. Jazz
George Gershwin want a fantastic, colorful book, with the exotic quality of jazz in it. The "home life in
America" school of drama is too drab and dull. It gives no opportunity for the dancing which is essential to a jazz
opera. Moreover, it has no lyricism.
"The jazz opera," Mr. Gershwin says, "cannot be entirely jazz. Jazz is not grateful music for the voice. It is
easy to dance to and difficult to sing. In it the words seldom matter. The tune seldom matters. It is the rhythm that
makes jazz. A whole opera in that vein would be inconceivable. An opera must be lyric, and to me it must be
fantastic.
"I think it should be a Negro opera, almost a Negro 'Scheherazade.' Negro, because it is not incongruous for
a Negro to live jazz. It would not be absurd on the stage. The mood could change from ecstasy to lyricism plausibly,
because the negro has so much of both in his nature. The book, I think, should be an imaginative, whimsical thing,
like a Carl Van Vechten story; and I would like to see him write the libretto.
"That type of opera could not, I am afraid,, be done at the Metropolitan. It is a typically opera comique
venture. I would like to see it open an opera comique on Broadway. I would like to see it put on with a Negro cast.
Artists trained in the old tradition could not sing such music, but negro singers could. It would be a sensation as well
as an innovation. 'Processional,' of course, is written in the jazz idiom. Jazz is played through several of the scenes.
That, I think, is enough of a musical setting. Making a jazz opera of it would be overdoing it. I think the jazz opera
needs a more picturesque and a less topical libretto."
Emerson Whithorne is a little less optimistic about prospects for a jazz opera.
"I like jazz," he says. "I really enjoy it, but i think we are taking it a little too seriously. It reflects the spirit
of the age, but it is only a passing phase. It is not versatile enough to last. A whole jazz opera would be monotonous.
Jazz is inimitable for certain effects. but they do not make an opera.
Working in Paris
"After all, it takes a musician, a craftsman, to write an opera. The mere technical details are stupendous, and
jazz writers know nothing about technic. What the public does not understand is that it takes two persons to make a
jazz piece - the composer, who invents, or occasionally adapts, a catchy tune with a tricky rhythm and whose name is
signed to the song, and the arranger, who gives jazz most of its insinuating charm and remains anonymous. Very few
jazz writers can even make a piano score, much less a full orchestral arrangement; and arrangers are devoid of the
ingenuity which gives the song its charm. The composers have no technic and the arrangers have no ideas; writing an
opera requires both."
Mr. Whithorne himself does not disdain to use jazz. he used it in his "New York Days and Nights," and in
his ballet, "Sooner and Later," which is now being given at the Neighborhood Playhouse in New York, he has a
whole jazz scene. But, as he maintains, this is only to produce an effect, this time a satirical one. It is not the body of
the work. That, he says, is more than a matter of adding a few saxophones to an orchestra and syncopating the
rhythm.
Reports about town has it that Deems Taylor is at work on a jazz opera, but Mr. Taylor says that, though
some day he may write an opera, he never will write a jazz opera.
"I don't think anyone alive today will do so," he adds. "The musical grandsons of present day composers
may be able to write a jazz opera, but I don't think any of our composers can. The so-called serious composers can't
write jazz, and jazz composers can't write anything else. A jazz opera must combine the best features of each. You
can't have an all-jazz opera any more than you can have a waltz opera. There have been a couple of waltz operas.
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Everyone is always talking about them, but you never hear them. No one produces them, because they are necessarily
dull and monotonous.
"The Great American Opera will be written - well, let's make a few predictions. It can't be written by a New
Yorker. New Yorkers are much too busy with more trivial things. Chicago? Chicago is much too busy being
American to produce an American opera. It can't come out of the Middle West, because no one who hasn't a chance
to hear opera can possibly write it.
Watch Philadelphia!
"I think the Great American Opera will be written by a Philadelphian, Nobody talks about Philadelphia.
They've had time to forget about William Penn and the Indians. I think it will be written by someone who lives, let us
say, in Germantown and goes to hear the Philadelphia Orchestra every week and the Metropolitan Opera every two
weeks. The book will probably be set in Jugo-Slavia in the fourteenth Century. The poor composer won't know he's
writing an American opera. He'll think it's just his opera until the critics tell him it's American.
"After all, the book doesn't have to be American, but it must have a good dramatic story with room for
emotional appeal and lyricism. It will be characteristically American because it will be written by some who feels
America. Richard Wagner is supposed to be the most typically German of all operatic composers, and yet his
greatest opera is set on the coast of Cornwall - but nobody stops to think about that.
"A thing that is not realized by people who try to write operas is that an opera cannot be mechanically
manufactured. it must be of the theater, and most musicians don't know the theater. They think if they collect a
couple of arias and a finale they have an opera. What comes between doesn't matter to them. But what comes
between does matter to the public. It's the between music that bores people to death or stirs them. It is a lack of all
dramatic interest in the book and music that makes American opera so pallid and stupid.
Must be Absorbing
"The jazz opera can have any kind f a book, but it must be an absorbing one. I can't exactly see it written
around "Outcasts of Poker Flat' or the life of Irving Berlin, although somebody may be able to do it. 'Processional' is
possible. It has the nervous excitation that is jazz. For jazz, after all, is not an emotional excitement, but a nervous
tension. 'Processional' is a part of jazz America. It falls naturally into jazz rhythms. But I think the American opera
book will be something less self-conscious and perhaps more colorful. John Alden Carpenter is supposed to be
writing an opera around 'Liliom,' a book that has all the requirements for an opera libretto.
"When the jazz opera comes it will be American because its music is written by an American - not because
it is set in the Rocky Mountains or on the New England coast. I'd like to see the Great American Opera, or the Great
American Drama, or the Great American anything. I'd like to see the jazz opera, but I don't know who'll write or what
it will be abut. That will be discovered only after it is produced."
"Processional," produced by the Theater Guild this winter, has been, perhaps, more talked about as a
libretto for the jazz opera than any other book. it was obvious that it would be, because in it John Howard Lawn
introduced a new stage technic, a jazz stage technic.
"I tried to let the words fall into jazz rhythms," Mr. Lawson says, because the story demanded it, because
jazz expresses a great part of America, the America of the comic strip, of vaudeville, of burlesque. it is crass and it is
vulgar, but it has power and it has charm. 'Krazy Kat' is of America as much as are the New England farms. John
Alden Carpenter was one of the first to use comic strips in music.
"I think that part of America is coming more and more into our concert halls. Some day there will be an
American opera that will combine all the elements of entertainment in this country. I tried to do that a little in
'Processional.' It embodies vaudeville and the comic strip. it has caricature and slap-stick; it has tragedy and lyricism.
In the musical setting played as its accompaniment George Gershwin's 'Yankee Doodle Blues' is predominant. this
expresses the crudeness and naive vulgarity found in the play. It is typical of the setting that would have to be used
for the jazz parts of the opera.
"But there are tender, lyrical passages in the book, and they would demand another type of musical
treatment. it is obvious, of course, that the jazz opera can't be wholly jazz, but I believe there will be a jazz opera."
One jazz opera has already been written and is scheduled for production in Chicago next season. It is a
modern miracle play and a tragedy, "A Light From St. Agnes," by W. Franke Harling, with a libretto by Minnie
Madden Fiske. The book tells a tale of sin and its miraculous redemption, of the influence of a saintly personality on
a modern flapper.
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If that story can be told in jazz, the jazz of Broadway, perhaps the "Life of Irving Berlin" as an opera
libretto will provide a new source of royalties for Mr. Woollcott; and we may yet see "Nigger Mike's" in Chinatown
on the stage of the Metropolitan, with miners from the pages of Bret Harte or John Howard Lawson, and Carl Van
Vechten's ultra-sophisticates. Henrietta Malkiel

APRIL - AMERICAN MERCURY - 1925
STRAVINSKY AS A SYMPTOM by Daniel Gregory Mason - The proverbial small boy's idea of "poetry"
is a relentless recurrence of two-syllable groups, all exactly alike:
The boy stood on the burning deck whence all but he had fled.
If the Juggernaut march of accents happens to bring a stress on an unimportant word like on, so much the
worse for the sense. As he grows up, however, if his feeling for rhythm develops, he may come first to perceive, then
to tolerate, finally to relish verses of less mechanical inflexibility, in which vital displacements of accent are effected
by important words. He may come to savor such subtle groupings as these of Mansfield:
I must go down to the sea again, to the lonely sea and the sky
And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by;
And the wheel's kick, and the wind's song and the white sail's shaking,
And a grey mist on the sea's face, and a grey dawn breaking.
Even the greatest poets and composers often go through essentially the same development. Wagner, as Mr.
Ernest Newman man has pointed out, began with the small boy taste for sing-song, and many of his early tunes are as
angular and monotonous as, for example, the march in "Tannhauser." Only gradually did he feel his way to the
beautiful elasticity of the Spring song in "Die Walkure" and the Good Friday Spell in "Parsifal." It took Verdi the
better part of a lifetime to pass from the crudity of "Trovatore" to the freedom of "Falstaff" and "Otello." What the
psychologists call our spans of apperception differ not so greatly perhaps, in absolute measurement, between the
rawest and the most cultivated mind; but the variation, however limited in quantity, is qualitatively immensely
significant'; it is what chiefly distinguishes the lover of Beethoven or Brahms from the child or the savage still in the
tom-tom stage.
That the majority of what we are pleased to call our musical public are still in this childish or savage stage
of taste is shown by the popularity of jazz. Jazz is the doggerel of music. It is the sing-song that the school-boy
repeats mechanically before he becomes sensitive to refined cadence. It is not, accurately speaking, rhythm at all, but
only metro, a monotonous repetition of short stereotyped figures. for precisely this reason is it popular with listless,
inattentive, easily distracted people, incapable of the effort required to grasp the more complex symmetrics of real
music. If I am so dull that I cannot recognize a rhythm unless it kicks me in the solar plexus at every other beat my
favorite music will be jazz, just as my favorite poetry will be "The boy stood on the burning deck" or its equivalent.
if I possess, moreover, the conceit of the dull, I can easily go on to rationalize my preference into a canon of
universal excellence, and affirm, as so many are now affirming, that jazz is the only music for all true 100%
Americans. And if I have also the hostility of the dull to all distinction, the desire to pull everything above me down
to my own dead level of mediocrity that seems to be a part of our American gregariousness, I can complete my
aesthetics by "jazzing up" whatever genuine music may happen to come in my way. With Mr. Paul Whiteman in his
much discussed Jazz concert last year in Carnegie Hall, I can render Chopin indistinguishable from Gershwin, I can
reduce Beethoven to terms of Irving Berlin, and, like some perverse tonal burbank, I can transform MacDowell's
"Wild Rose" into a red cabbage.
Of course, the propagandists of jazz are always assuring us that there is in it a new rhythm, the famous ragtime snap or jerk. Our answer must be that this novelty, such as it is, is not rhythmical, is hardly even metrical, is in
fact but superficial, as if our schoolboy should whistle or squeak before each word of his droning line.
fundamentally, jazz is an insufferably mechanical two-beat time, with a whack on the big drum for every down beat.
To condemn a lover of music to sit through a concert like Mr. Whiteman's is to closet Shelley with the school-boy
for a whole evening. So arid is the sameness that even a three-beat measure of common waltz time refreshes like a
spring in a desert. There are people who seem to think there is something shocking about jazz. Ah, if there only
were! It is its blank feature-lessness, its unrelieved tepidity, that are so pitiless. Like all primitive forms of art it is so
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poverty-stricken in interest for the mind (whatever its luxury of appeal to the senses through mere mass of noise or
through odd effects of muted trumpets, squeaking clarinets, or flatulent trombones), that it kills its victims by sheer
boredom.
Now, if we were to take this formula of jazz - short rhythmic or metrical figures, formally inane but
physically pungent, mechanically repeated - and put at its disposal all the resources of modern musical technic,
particularly in the matter of complex harmony and tone-color, what should we get We should get, i think, the socalled ultra-modernist composers, headed by Stravinsky. The reason we do not usually recognize this curious
aesthetic kinship, this atavism by which the traits of savage ancestors reappear in neurotic descendants, is that the
modernist composers have drawn the red herring of harmony and tone-color across their trail. A page of Stravinsky
is so much more sophisticated in technic than a page of Mr. Gershwin that we do not realize that aesthetically they
are tweedledum and tweedledee. But harmony and tone-color are matters of superficial, not of substance. Take a
banal bit of melody, and reduplicate it at as many levels as you please, as in the favorite "parallel dominant ninth"
chords of Debussy or the more ferocious dissonant combinations of Stravinsky, and though you lavish upon it all the
exotic colors of your jazz band or Stravinskian orchestral palette, it can never become anything but the banal melody
it was at first. Harmony and color are only costume; the persons of music are the rhythmed melodies; and dress them
as you will they remain fatally themselves, like the tramp in the story who awoke in the king's palace.
Well, the Stravinskian melodies are just the jazz tunes over again, more strangely and handsomely dressed.
They are the tramp in the king's crown and robes. No doubt the crown is dazzling bright, the robes of iridescent silks
and luxurious brocades: Stravinsky is a master of the orchestra. But he is no master of rhythm - rather the slave of
metrical formula. Of the final dance in the "Sacre du printemps" Mr. Cecil Gray remarks in his recent "Survey of
Contemporary Music":
"The time-signature changes constantly from bar to bar, but the music itself does not. There is nothing there
but the incessant reiteration of the same insignificant metrical phrase in slightly varying
quantities.....Rhythm implies life, some kind of movement or progression at least, but this music.....is like a
top or gyroscope turning ceaselessly and ineffectually on itself, without moving an inch in any direction,
until, in the last bars, it suddenly falls over on its side with a lurch, and stops dead."
It is this piecemeal, mechanical, inorganic structure that seems, despite other differences, to be
characteristic of the whole contemporary movement of which Stravinsky is the outstanding figure, and even of the
earlier impressionism from which it derives, partly by continuation and partly by reaction. Modern music avoids long
living curves of rhythm, and becomes ever more choppy and more mechanical. In Casella and Millipore, in Ornstein
and Prokofieff, in the French Group of six, even in Debussy and Ravel we note the same reliance on brief bits and
shippets of tune, on stereotyped clichés, and on the ostinato, that degenerate modern grandchild of the savage tomtom. It is a decrepit, senescent, decadent art that we see about us, slowly dying of hardening of the arteries.
To what extent is this second childhood of our music to be attributed to the influence of the general public?
Does the public really like that sort of thing? And if it does, is there much chance of our ever getting anything better?
A recent statistical investigation of the taste of a large section of that public in the sister art of poetry, undertaken by
professors Allan Abbott and m. R. Trabue, ("A Measure of Ability to Judge Poetry") certainly seems to show a
crudity of perception, a preference for obvious and rigid over subtle and vital rhythm, alarmingly widespread.
Messrs. Abbott and Trabue reduced to jingle the Masefield stanza given above by replacing its elastic rhythms with
mechanically regular anapests, thus:
I want to get down to the ocean again, to the wonderful sea and the sky,
And all that i ask is a ship of my own and a compass to steer her by,
And the pull of the wheel and the sound of the wind and the glistening rigging so free,
And the grey of the swan coming up o'er the bow, and a mist on the face of the sea.
Of thirty-five hundred students asked to choose between this sorry sing-song and the original, a majority in
grades, high school, and college actually preferred the sing-song. It was only graduate students whose taste was
mature and individual enough to pick out the more beautiful form. It seems that the perception of an elastic beauty
requires a more sustained power of attention than most people have, and that they find the path of least resistance in
"setting" their responses to short spans like unvarying anapests and letting them grind away automatically.
"Disturbance of the rhythm," write Messrs. Abbott and Trabue, "spoils poetry for most readers; and they count it
disturbance to introduce inversion of accent, unexpected pauses, and other subtleties."
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Can we doubt that most listeners to music are in rhythmic feeling equally childish? As we look about a
concert hall at the faces of the audience, so little concentrated, so easily distracted, so incapable apparently of
sequacious thought or feeling, can we wonder at the popularity of the most banal and obvious sing-song in the "hits"
of the day in musical comedy, rag-time, and jazz, at the eager response, on a somewhat higher plane, to primitives
like Stravinsky and decadents like Debussy, at the long indifference to anything more subtle or powerful, making it
take decades for Brahms to get the ear of the general public, if indeed he ever gets it? We have all read how
Beethoven slowly and laboriously created the lovely theme of the andante of his fifth Symphony from an
unpromising germinal form found in his sketch-book, crude in balance as a street song. First it was this:

Finally it became this:

Was Beethoven's labor wasted? When we sit in Carnegie Hall waiting for the concert to begin we cannot
help wondering whether most of the audience would not really rather hear the sketch than the perfect melody.
Perhaps they would, at any one concert. Yet one cannot help feeling that somehow the element of time must
work for the finer thing, that obviousness must grow stale in the long run, and quality tell. Condemn the dullest to
read daily both versions of the Masefield stanza, and one would say that at the end of a month either the spoiled
version would have driven him mad or the contrast of the beauty of the original would have won him to sanity.
Beethoven's Fifth Symphony would be unendurable by now if he had been satisfied with his sketch. One could make
a very pretty fantastic theory that the higher and subtler qualities to be noted in any piece of art at any time are not
the causes of its success in the immediate sense of being appreciated and acclaimed by this public now, but are only
responsible, so far as the great public is concerned, for its survival over other things that have become too threadbare
to be longer endured. We cannot stand Meyerbeer any longer, though his contemporaries preferred him to Wagner;
nor Spohr, though he was ranked above Beethoven in their lifetimes; nor Mendelssohn, so much the popular hero
when Schumann was still ignored. In the same way we may suspect that our descendants will find the monotony of
Stravinsky's primitive rhythms intolerable. Indeed, some of his contemporaries are beginning to find them so already.
Boredom, for the popular idol, is the beginning of the end. And so Stravinsky may turn out, after all, to have been the
superman, not of music but only of jazz.
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APRIL - AMERICAN MAGAZINE
INTERESTING PEOPLE - MEYER DAVIS RUNS SIXTY-TWO JAZZ ORCHESTRA. - Meyer Davis
heads one of the largest chains of orchestras in the United States, and his music is applauded by princes and
presidents. he books engagements two years in advance, and he has received as high as ten thousand dollars a night
for the services of one of his personally conducted orchestras.
Fifteen years ago, he couldn't break into the high-school orchestra in Washington, D. C. He had to organize
one of his own from among his playmates. Fighting stiff competition from the "legitimate" orchestra, he finally
managed to secure occasional dates to provide music for high school parties.
As a seventeen-year-old boy, Davis was faced with the problem of earning his own living and of helping his
wid-owed mother. Seizing the first opportunity, he undertook to act as secretary to a clergyman. "As a stenographer,
I was a good fiddler," is Davis's comment on this episode, which last only a few weeks.
Again young Davis was job-hunting. His mother wanted her son to become a lawyer with a view to getting
work which would also be of some service in his study, he managed to secure an appointment as court reporter
before the opening of the fall semester at George Washington University. The new position was not so congenial,
however, nor the remuneration so great that incentive to find other ways and means of earning a living was removed.
At this point, his instinct for leadership came to the fore again. he organized a second orchestra from among
his acquaintances and, after considerable striving against strong competition, succeeded in getting a few minor
engagements.
"At this time, the outstanding organization in Washington was the Marine Band," Davis relates. "It had long
been in demand to furnish music for every society event of any importance in the capital. Then came the introduction
of 'modern' dancing, the vogue spreading eastward from the western coast. The local musicians, however, ignored
these tendencies, and continued to play sedate marches, two-steps, and waltzes."
Here, Davis believed, was a marvelous opportunity for an orchestra which would cater to this new form of
dancing. Acting upon this hunch, he invested his savings in a flying trip to San Francisco, where the new dancing
was at its height. Filled with new ideas, he returned to Washington, where he secured an engagement to play for a
fashionable ball. Washington society, which in those days customarily broke up its parties at the decorous hour of
midnight, danced this time until dawn!
"I immediately began to secure bookings for society parties." Davis relates: "but I kept right on attending
law school. Some of the parties for which we played were given at the New Willard Hotel."
Upon one occasion, Mr. Frank Hight, manager of the hotel, paused to listen to the young musicians. There
was a peculiar spontaneity and enthusiasm in their playing which was unlike anything he had ever heard before, and
on the strength of it he offered Davis and his orchestra the chance to furnish music regularly at the Willard during the
luncheon and dinner hours.
This should leave them free to play for private affairs during the evening, so Davis accepted. Mr. Hight is
still manager of the Willard, and one of Meyer Davis's sixty-two orchestras continues to furnish the music at that
hotel.
Wealthy diners at the Willard inquired the name of the young leader, jotted it down in their pocket
notebooks, and referred to it the next time they entertained. Engagements multiplied so rapidly that they began to
make serious inroads on Meyer's study time. Finally, when offers began to pout in from all sides, Meyer cast aside
his law books and devoted himself to developing a chain of society orchestras reaching from Bar Harbor to Palm
Beach.
His idea was to follow the "four hundred" from their city homes to their favorite summer and winter resorts
throughout the various seasons. Meyer Davis doesn't wait for the other fellow to come to him; he goes after the other
fellow?
Soon he was flooded with bids from all over the Eastern coast. It was no uncommon thing for hostesses to
arrange their dates to suit his schedule. It became increasingly difficult, and then impossible for Meyer Davis
personally to attend all of these engagements himself. he has long made it a practice, however, to conduct on the
inaugural night of each new orchestra.
There is not one of his seven hundred and fifty musicians when he has not heard play solo parts, Thus, he is
able to judge into which of his sixty-two orchestras each will best fit. He knows how to get into touch personally and
at a minutes notice with every member of his organization. He is an indefatigable toilet himself and was not excuse
lazy or careless work on the part of his employees. Many of his musicians claim they play the same number better in
his organization than under other leaders.
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The history of his acquaintance with the Prince of Wales forms an interesting chapter in the career of Meyer
Davis. On his first visit to Washington, the prince was entertained at the home of Mrs. Marshall Field, who is the
mother -in-law of Admiral Beatty of the British Navy, and a personal friend of the Prince.
In recognition of the Prince's fondness for dancing, Mrs. Field engaged a Meyer Davis orchestra to play at
her home every afternoon from three to six during the week of the Prince's visit. His Highness was frankly delighted,
called repeatedly for "Blues" and fox-trot numbers, chatted with the musicians, and even did a little amateur drum
playing with the orchestra.
Other hostesses, alert to catch up and whim of preference expressed by the Prince, lost no time in engaging
the same music for other affairs to be given in the royal visitor's honor. After a week in which he had listened to the
orchestra play at every tea, reception, and dance during his Washington visit, the Prince remarked that he wished
"the band would come to White Sulphur Springs, the next stopping point on his tour.
Mrs. R. R. Rogers immediately engaged the Davis orchestra for the dance she was giving for the Prince at
the Casino at White Sulphur. When the six musicians walked into the Casino, the prince left his companions and, his
face illumined with the boyish grin which has endeared him to admirers on both sides of the Atlantic, shook hands
with each of the jazz artists. They accompanied him to Halifax, from which point the Prince sailed. Before his
departure, the Prince presented each of the musicians with a diamond stickpin, and sent a note of appreciation to
Meyer Davis, in which he urged the leader to bring his music to London. This, incidentally, Davis plans to do in the
near future.
The distinguishing characteristics of the music which appealed to the Prince are decided melody, plenty of
gayety, and audacity, obtained without resorting to raucous trick effects. The Meyer Davis orchestras typify the spirit
of youth; hardly a man in the organization is over thirty.
Any young musician, however obscure, if he has natural ability, has a favorable chance of a hearing from
Meyer Davis for, remembering his own start, Davis prizes talent above training and experience. His primary
demands of a candidate are versatility and an excellent memory. Each man must be able to play three or four
instruments equally well, and to memorize a repertoire of almost one thousand numbers.
Davis insists that he himself is primarily not a musicians but a business man with a keen appreciation of
music. Georgiana Lockwood

MAY - OPPORTUNITY
JAZZ - There is a new international word - Jazz. Within the past seven years, it has flung itself impudently
and triumphantly into the speech of seven nations. There is nothing vague about its meaning, even though no one
seems able to define it. The etymological Dictionary of Modern English defines it as "a number of Niggers
surrounded by noise - a kind of ragtime dance introduced from the United States .....a word taken from Negro
jargon." Horatio Parker, an American composer of note, decrying the decline of our taste in music, in the Yale
Review calls it "naked African rhythm, and no more." Henry Van Dyck, the urbane, referred to it before the National
Educational Association as "a species of music invented by demons for the torture of imbeciles." Clive Bell,
interpreter of the modernists, back in 1921, in a ridiculously premature announcement of its death, explained that it
was not merely music but a movement which "bounced into the world somewhere about the year 1911 .....headed by
a band and troupe of niggers, dancing."
When the subtle effects of this "movement" first began to be felt, there was a horrified revolt of the
intellectuals against it. No primitive rhythms for these aesthetes! It was their duty to Art to resist the magic and lure
of the African's syncopations and cacophony. "Some happy day" remarked one of these, "we shall beat our swords
into plowshares and our jazz bands into unconsciousness."
If there was sand bagging of any sort, it failed to diminish the energy of this new rage. The word is now
used in Europe almost exclusively to describe the kind of music and dancing imported from America. In America, its
home, it describes not merely music and dancing but a national mood, or, better still, a jumble of moods. It has come
to mean things typically American. Our contemporary critics speak of the "Jazz Age," the go-getters want to "jazz
up" business, modern expressionism in art is jazz art. We have jazz bands, jazz murderers, jazz magazines! It is even
used as a technical expression in aeronautics. If the propeller stops suddenly one must do a nose dive and "jazz" the
throttle.
And here is the significant part of it: Jazz, which took its name from music - Negro music - has spread itself
revealingly over the American temperament and become the expression medium for it, a sign and symbol of the
American pace, - of its moving spirit. This curious complexity of moods John Howard Lawson tried to portray in his
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play, "Processional," which Heywood Broun asserts comes closer to capturing the spirit of American life than any
other contemporary play. Lawson calls it a jazz symphony. "The rhythm of the American procession as it streams
about us," he says, explaining his attempt to devise something native to the American theatre, "is a staccato
burlesque carried out by a formal arrangement of jazz music."
Why has this music taken hold and what does this new movement mean? In spite of the startled protests of
the classicists it is growing in popularity and meaning. It is not being foisted upon the public. As a writer in the
London New Statesman points out, the composers and the music dealers are not the criminals. They are giving to the
people what they want and can appreciate. He asks: Is jazz subsidized? Are the folk song societies contributed to by
the masses? Is the passion for the good old folk songs concealed while a pretense for "Sooky-Ookums" is flaunted in
order to get accepted in society? Do the popular songs cost more?
If we may believe Carl Van Vechten "it is only through the trenchant pens of our new composers" (who are
utilizing the distinctive features of ragtime and jazz) "that the complicated vigor of American life has been expressed
in tone. It is the only music created in America today which is worth the paper on which it is written. It is the only
American music which is enjoyed by the nation (even lovers of Mozart and Debussy prefer ragtime to the inert and
saponaceous classicism of our more serious minded composers); it is the only American music which is heard abroad
(and it is heard everywhere, in the trenches, by way of the victrola, in the Cafe de Paris at Monte Carlo, in Cairo, in
India, and in Australia)."
The secret of this vogue is that they are the kind of tunes that a large number of persons can easily enjoy,
remember, play, and sing and even compose. Attention has been called to the fact that artists as gifted as Rodin and
Troubetsky think that Art like true goodness flames, and is unmistakable; that it must leap sheer from the depths of
feeling and be at its best understandable even to children. The great crowd is thus in good company in its
appreciation of these magic tunes.
The new front toward the music and the appreciation of its relation to the new forces manifesting
themselves in American life have come recently and together. It is no longer the bounded duty of the intellectuals to
view these tendencies with alarm as the "enthusiastic disorganization of music," - the symptom of a national
disintegration. "If, before we have produced something better," says Gilbert Seldes, "we give up jazz, we shall be
sacrificing nearly all there is of gaiety and liveliness and rhythmic power in our lives. Jazz, for us, isn't a last feverish
excitement, a spasm of energy before death. It is the cultural development of our resources, the expected and
wonderful arrival of America at a point of creative intensity. Leopold Stowoski, leader of the Philadelphia Orchestra
thinks it is the natural expression of the times - its jerky rhythm a perfect expression of the life of today, the portrayal
of the rush from one thing to another, - a part of the quick transportation of modern life.
The amusing and yet profoundly significant paradox of the whole situation is the fact that it is the Negroes,
who not only can best express the spirit of American life, but who have created the very forms of expression. For
apart from the swirl and dash of the civilization of this country, there is, in the words and music of Negro songs, as
Gilbert Seldes reminds us, an expression of something which underlies a great deal of America - our independence,
our frankness, and gaiety. The distinguishing feature of the Negro part is that it is more intense. The most effective
instruments and improvisations are negro, the themes are Negro, the temperament is Negro. And yet it is American
life.
Can it be that after all the creative energy of the Negro, who has been called the imitator, is sufficient in its
strength to give to the Anglo-Saxon temperament a medium of expression, or complement its culture with the
resistless spirit of rhythm and exultant life? May there not be in the ready appreciation of these Negro creations a
recognition of common passions, instinct, - human qualities? May not, indeed, this appreciation of song and
sentiment be a concealed admiration for the simple art, the spontaneity and frank intensity of negro life, which
tradition teacher us to despise? Let some analyst of the public mind explain the extraordinary vague of George
Gershwin's "Rhapsody in blue," Al Jolson's "Mammy" songs, the "Weary Blues," the blunt, frank sentimental songs
about "Aggravation' Papa," or "Insufficient Sweetie" which make no pretenses at delicately ornamented expression.
Here is something to hold the interest of sociologists and psychologists as well as of artists!
At present these jumbled strains are difficult to rationalize, but there is a deep meaning in the pattern. It is
the same problem which faced John Howard Lawson when he essayed to depict the American temper - with its
inconsistencies and hectic march, its superficialities bored through at unexpected points with deep shafts of
conflicting sentiment, - its comedy and pathos blending into feverish rhythm.
What an immense, even if unconscious irony the Negroes have devised! They, who of all Americans are
most limited in self-expression, least considered and most denied, have forged the key to the interpretation of the
American spirit.
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MAY - ARTS & DECORATION
THE THREE EMPERORS OF BROADWAY by Mary Hoyt Wiborg - An appreciation of the composers in
this country who have made us recognize the musical significance of jazz.
To a stranger the very essence of our "leit motif" in America today, the stimulus which touches every
individual citizen of this country at large, is the commonplace, homely quality of humor that is current among the
entire population - and the contagion of its twin sister in gaiety, the jazz music of the street, which allies itself upon a
equal footing through the hurdy-gurdy, the ballroom, the cinema palace, and now the concert hall, to the humblest
and the highest of this great land by its irresistibly rhythmic appeal. Let us therefore give to this humor in music the
focus and registration it deserves in our budding consciousness of what underlies its future possibilities in the
highways and byways of the growing musical following in America. As the greatest exponents of the popular
potency of this magic jazz drum beat today stand the names of three men who have made themselves the outstanding
creative experts in this field and are household bywords through the length and breadth not only of this American
continent but of the entire world.
Irving Berlin, Jerome Kern and George Gershwin, these three musicians, each a genius in his own line of
creative rhythms, with more power than the emperors of the East in the days of old, govern the moods and pleasures
and gaieties of countless millions of their willing subjects. To the followers of classical music that decry the outrage
of jazz as a compromising and degrading process upon the aesthetic sense of our great musical public, may be
quoted in retort the wit of Artemus Ward, who summarized the injustice of all comparisons by stating that he never
believed it fair to eat strawberries in January and thereby ruin his taste for prunes. Failing as yet in any great worldwide contribution in musical genius or inspiration from this country, let us accept for its part and parcel in our
national make-up the possible future germ of this jazz evolution.
We owe much to the present leaders in this art, in whose minds and humors lie the birth and inspiration of
all our national enjoyment today in dance music, songs, cinemas, music halls and whose realms extend through their
musical output, so eagerly awaited by thousands in phonograph records, pianolas, concert platforms and now by the
means of radio throughout the civilized and uncivilized world - a vast and increasing audience. Were a traveler to go
from farthest Alaska to the innermost jungles of South Africa, the first epic today of a white man's sojourn in their
midst would be an old Victor machine with its ensuing popularity of oral memories upon the surrounding inhabitants.
This fact has been proved time and again by hunters, travelers and explorers of the wilds, and as a link with
civilization, puts the creation and inspiration of modern popular music writers upon a more important footing than
speech itself. And more than this, what a field for diplomacy and universal peace-making it opens up, for what alien
war-like tribes or plotting statesmen could resist the onslaught of a tuneful refrain hummed or whistled by opposing
enemies in the field - or around the conference table?
One relevant story could here be told of music as a humorous factor in the misunderstanding of nations. The
amazement and consternation of the Spanish troops during the Cuban campaign was drawn with fearful excitement
toward the then popular melody among the American troops, "There Will Be a Hot Time in The Old Town,
Tonight." One Spanish veteran wrote home as follows, in bitter denunciation at our national levity in a moment of
such seriousness; "The American," he wrote, "fight like demons. They go into battle to the sound of a war-curdling
blood-cry, which incites them to wildest fury, entitled, "It Will Be Warm in the City This Evening." And so, George
Gershwin, when you are composing your records for Broadway in American slang, think of your Eskimo following,
or how you can best soothe the heathen peoples the world over who sway to your rhythmic cadences. And Irving
Berlin in the splendor of your Music box productions, send a less stinging rebuke of comparison to your jungle
adherents in far away Africa by making the productions of your genius in song as pleasurable to the ear of the tropics
as to the eye of Fifth Avenue.
Upon Jerome Kern an indictment could also be launched this year in not having produced a Broadway show
at all, and if he undertakes the responsibility of lying fallow in musical production, what third writer can we find
equally able to cope with the creation of the motivating variety of dance music we look for at the hands of these three
musical dynasts.
It is a curious fact to register, but in the erstwhile negro rhythms, whose generic antecedents are the jungle
tom-tom, the pitch and beat of strident summoning, the urgent tribal songs to do battle, to woo, or the other
fascinating pre-occupations of the African primitive, that today the greatest exponents of this legendary inheritance
should lie upon Semitic shoulders for the most part in composers, who follow no Negroid classification of rhythms
whatsoever.
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By sheer application of the syncopated standards set for us by past negro minstrelsy or the missing beat of
buck and wing shuffle dancers, of plantation days background, plus the inspiration of the resent negro movement in
the theatres throughout the Northern States, the sensitive musical and rhythmic perceptions of these men of Russian
and Polish birth would inevitably be powerfully attracted. With the unsuing paradox that all the best American jazz
music today is written by semi-Russian, Polish and American Semetics, and no black primitive awakening in our
colored population can be at all drawn from to give our lesser or localized exponents of their own jungle art, which
we have now nationally taken unto ourselves as being the typically colorful humorous outlet of the entire American
continent in music.
In the golden opportunity for popular writers to base their harmonic themes upon a more serious plane, as
told by the hopeful promise held out of jazz opera given a possible production during the course of this coming year
by the stimulus of Mr. Otto Kahn, musical director of the Metropolitan Opera Company, whose interest in such an
enterprise will precipitate a long-felt though faint movement in this direction. So far a greater effort in this field, the
chance is given to these three men as the outstanding experts and to other jazz writers of today to register their
musical originality in a higher, fuller form.
Who will achieve this initial step and win the golden opportunity that awaits the creator of this first
American jazz opera? Will it be Kern, Berlin or Gershwin who will succeed in registering their rhythms and basic
themes up on a wider plane, or the American composer, John Alden Carpenter, of greater orchestral dimensions, who
will further carry out his initial efforts in this line? Who will win in this great contest, and whom shall we recognize
as the budding genius whose richness of harmonization has created a greater and more recognized field for our
national American jazz music background?
But, the hue and cry today by all composers is not the harness of their own tonal or harmonic labors, but the
paucity of material supplied them as possible operatic synopsis. If there is not a good plot offered in subject-matter
for operatic themes, or sufficiently colorful to lend humor or pathos, or some really human appeal, in story, what can
the composer do to find a fitting vehicle for his expression. The synchronizing of modern idealistic subject-matter in
a plot, with modern musical jazz upon a fuller harmonic basis will be the interesting development we shall await
from artists absorbed in the scope of jazz composition.
And to this end, too, comes before us the question of our future course, musically and artistically.
What will we in America evolve as a nation still remains the eternal riddle - a race that is steel ridden, armour-plated,
built as the modern gargantuan colossus astride the vitality of our material youth? Or a giant and growing
imaginative people, wide-eyed, alert and creative in keenness of grain, sharpened by hard contacts of life, but so
highly tuned that every vibration is taut for the musical and artistic development we await from our growing aesthetic
contribution.

JUNE 5 - LONDON EVENING NEWS
INTERVIEW WITH OTTO KAHN. "You are supposed to believe that jazz is the music of the future, Mr.
Kahn."
"Of course, I hold no such belief," Mr. Kahn replied. "What I do think is that, notwithstanding the
imperfections of present-day jazz, there will develop out of it n the future, a genuine and significant American
contribution to the art of music.
"Jazz is a novel and characteristic thing. True, it is traced back to African origin, but America has taken it,
modified it, and made it its own. It is easy enough to deride or disparage it, but any movement which is so vigorously
intense, which has divulged new instrumental colors and values, which has taken so firm a footing in its home
country, aroused so much attention abroad, and is the object of such great interest to European musicians visiting
America - any such movement has a claim to be taken seriously.
"There must be something genuine, convincing, responsive and vital to a form of music which, within a few
years, has established itself throughout the world. I have just completed a journey which took me through a good part
of Europe and some of Africa. Jazz was to be met with everywhere, even among the Arabs.
"Jazz is manifestly limited and affected with crudities in its present stage; its failings 'jump at the eye' as the
French say, or, rather, 'at the ear'; but it does characteristically mirror some of the conditions of our modern life. It
has rhythm and dynamics, and seeks - what is too often neglected by the more 'high-toned' of modern composers melody. It is sincere and spontaneous and stands robustly on its feet, boldly disregardful of rules and precedent.
"A first-rate 'jazzy' American revue or musical comedy, with its swiftly rushing pace, the spontaneous grace,
zest and swing of its dancing, the tang of its humor, the kaleidoscope of its color, the hustling, palpitating rhythm of
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its American talent than a savorless grand opera, composed with painstaking erudition and technical impeccability
after the model of Wagner, Debussy or Strauss. By which I do not mean to be understood as upholding jazz as a
model. I look upon jazz as a phase, as a transition, not as a completed process.
The Lesson of the Skyscraper
"About thirty years ago the skyscraper came to New York. It was an ugly, over-ornamented thing, in
keeping with the ugliness of the monotonous rows of 'brown-stone' houses, when they were the prevailing
architecture of New York.
"Now, the skyscraper has become beautiful, splendidly impressive in its mass and line, in its hold sweep
upward wholly uninterrupted by unmeaning ornamentation, expressive of power and striving, and at the same time
admirably adapted for its utilitarian purpose.
"And, simultaneously with the evolution of the skyscraper, the standards of general architecture of the city,
private houses as well as public buildings, have advanced by leaps and bounds. I believe it is not too much to say that
American architects, as a class, are in the very front rank of the profession, and fully hold their own with those of any
other nation. Better, perhaps, than any other form of art, theirs, at present, expresses the spirit of America.
"As the skyscraper, an original American creation, advancing from crudity to beauty, came to be an
American contribution to art, so I believe that out of the seed of the thing generally called 'jazz' something will spring
to fruition which will take a worthy place in art.
For A man known to be distinctively artistic, a man who feels so acutely and deeply on questions of art and
music, who has given much of his life and fortune towards developing what he sincerely believes and emotionally
senses to be true art, Mr. Kahn speaks his opinions with a curiously calm, detailed and deliberate manner: he has one
of the explosive ardors of the music-enthusiast of tradition; he talks of music as unemotionally as he would talk of a
business deal.
A Task for Young Composers
"Will there ever by jazz opera, Mr. Kahn?" I asked.
" 'Jazz opera' strikes me" Mr. Kahn said, "as a contradiction in terms. In its literal meaning, it is utterly
unthinkable. But I do hope that some of the young American composers who, at present, are devoting their talents to
producing jazz dance music and jazz songs, will tackle more important and more exacting tasks. I hope some of
them will try their hand at opera and endeavor to express themselves in their own way - themselves and the spirit of
the life which surrounds them, - however unconventional that way may be.
"Such an opera will probably contain some of the motives, rhythm, and characteristics of jazz, but whether
it does or does not, is immaterial. The main question is: 'Has the work got musical merit? Does the composer have
something to say, and does he say it in the manner which, to him, is the natural and spontaneous way of expressing
himself?'
"Similarly, with the book and story. let it, too, be drawn from the fullness of present-day life. Don't let it
deal with the love of a white hunter for an Indian maiden who, in the last act, throws herself over a precipice.
"There is a call for a new departure in opera. That does not mean that the old may be neglected, or looked at
askance, or thrust aside. But while respectful of the accumulated treasures, achievements and lessons of the past, and
reverential of the masters, music should seek to express its day and even to anticipate. True art is eternal, but it is too
stationary.
"The Metropolitan Opera in New York, of which I am chairman, conceives it to be its duty to encourage
and foster every meritorious manifestation of American musical talent, and will gladly produce operas whether by a
jazz composer or by anyone else, and however unorthodox in style, provided they are of adequate worth and
interest."
I asked Mr. Kahn whether he was encouraging his son to follow up jazz, for which he has shown distinct
aptitude. Mr. Kahn's song, who is eighteen, has been conducting and working with, and composing for, jazz
orchestras for some time in New York, and his activities have attracted considerable notice there.

A New Flavor to Inherited Talent
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"My son's development is, of course, no matter of public interest, least of al outside of his own country. If I
speak of his activities in music, I do so merely to illustrate a phenomenon of which, from my own observation, I see
him as a typical example.
"As far back as I have personal recollection (and that includes my great-grandparents), music has been
cultivated in my family. From that ancestry, my son has inherited the taste and gift for music. but - and here is the
phenomenon to which I refer - there is some peculiar and powerful force at work in the American atmosphere,
whether it be sun, soil, climate, environment, or whatever else, which in the case of those born in America, of
whatever European racial stock, transmute inherited traits and qualities into distinctively American ways and
characteristics.
"My son is a case in point. His inherited taste and gift for music manifest themselves, thus far, mainly in
what are among the essential American traits, namely, rhythm and dynamics. hence he is drawn now to what, for
want of a better term, is comprehensively called 'jazz,' and expresses himself in that musical idiom.
"He will later on come to Europe to study for a few years at a European conservatory, as quite a number of
young Americans are doing. It will be interesting to observe, in his case, as in the case of others, what will be the
effect upon these intense, eager, spontaneous, young American minds, of contact with the atmosphere and traditions
of Europe and with the influences they will encounter in European schools of music."

JUNE 11 - MUSICAL COURIER
PHILADELPHIA HEARS FIRST COMPLETE JAZZ SYMPHONY - Eric Delamarter's Organ Concerto
Also Given, First time Locally, With Composer conducting and Palmer Christian at the Organ - Other Well Known
Orchestra Leaders Participate in Program.
It was not ideal concert weather that was dealt out for the Popular Symphony Concert offered by John
Wanamaker's, Philadelphia, on Friday evening, June 5. Not withstanding, a great audience turned out to listen to the
program which was framed around the first complete jazz symphony ever written - an audience that sat and fanned
and sweltered all in among and around the counters and show cases on the main floor and the first balcony. The
Grand court of the Wanamaker Store, with its huge open space reaching up through four or five stories, is an
imposing architectural feature, but acoustically it is far from ideal. The audience on the main floor hears the music
coming from forty feet or more over its head, while that in the balcony, on a level with the orchestra, but distributed
around three sides of an empty square, on the fourth of which the great organ and the orchestra platform are situated,
hears a multitude of echoes. Under the circumstances it was hard to judge fairly of the new works presented. Without
question, though, the best one from a musical standpoint was the only one which was not in tune with the rest of the
program, and played, doubtless, merely because the composer could conduct and because it was something to show
off the Wanamaker grand organ.
Reference is made to the organ concerto by Eric Delamarter, the Chicago musician and organist and
assistant conductor of the Chicago Symphony Orchestra. It was the first hearing of the concerto in Philadelphia,
though it had already been played in Chicago with Mr. Delamarter at the organ and Frederick Stock conducting the
Chicago Symphony Orchestra. The concerto is short, concise and thoroughly effective. Mr. Delamarter has found
some themes that are worth while for his musical material, and he handled them with a thorough knowledge both of
the organ and orchestra, what they can do in combination and what they can not do n combination. The result was a
clear, attractive work, very frequently antiphonal in character, something that adds distinctly to its interest since it
enables both orchestra and organ to stand out and not to blare and blow as they too frequently do when mingled in
forte passages. The last movement, on a theme in Gregorian style originally announced by the organ and then varied
by that instrument with interludes by the orchestra, is particularly brilliant. Palmer Christian, organist of the
University of Michigan, Ann Arbor, gave an excellent performance of the solo part, and the composer conducted the
orchestra of eighty-five men, a large proportion of whom were members of the Philadelphia Orchestra.

Delamarter's Whitman Symphony
The concert began with another composition by Mr. Delamarter, a Symphony, after Walt Whitman. The
movements were titled as follows with Whitman quotations. "I Sound My Barbaric Yawp;" "O Glistening, Perfumed
South," "Robust, Friendly, Singing With Open Mouths." To speak frankly, the think did not quite "come off" as the
saying goes. The first movement was founded on two tunes that have been so long dead it was a shame to resurrect
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them, Grizzly Bear and The Honeysuckle and the bee, the latter a particularly distinguished number of its day, the
words of which had the honor of being quoted by Rudyard Kipling in a short story. The second movement, the best,
was built up on for Lonesome Tunes from the Kentucky Mountains, John Riley, The Hangman's Son (which also
masquerades under the title of Ye Wandering Boy), Little Sparrow and Frog Went a-Courtin' (extraordinarily like A
Frog He Would a-Wooing Go). These tunes are rich and meaty. Put on the orchestra effectively by Mr. Delamarter
they made an excellent slow movement. The final movement, built on such modern favorites as Raggedy Ann, By the
Light of the Stars and Swanee Butterfly, goes at a swift pace. So swift, in fact, was the pace, and so bad the echoes,
that these jazz-loving ears could not catch a single phrase of the favorite tunes named in the movement, though they
were doubtless there. The Symphony had the great advantage of shortness. With two rather long pauses between its
three movements, it only took nineteen minutes to play. Final judgment on it must wait for another hearing. The
conditions at Philadelphia were too bad, especially from several rows back in the press gallery, which is in a level
with the orchestra directly across the yawning void of the court well itself and very likely the worst place of all to
hear. The front row, to be sure, was empty, reserved, as a polite usher informed Frederick Stock, the Chicago
Symphony conductor, and the MUSICAL COURIER staff writer, for member of the Wanamaker family. But the
Wanamaker family was warm and stayed at home, and the seats remained empty until almost the end of the program
when a collection of Philadelphia flappers invaded them.
Plain Jazz
After the Delamarter Symphony was out of the way the program of the second part descended to plain jazz
and consequently took on a little life. Dr. Hugo Riesenfeld was announced to conduct the first offerings, a group of
Riesenfeld Classical Jazz, but, detained in New York (doubtless owing to the opening of The Beggar on Horseback,
the same evening) sent Willy Stahl over to take his place. Mr. Stahl opened with Dr. Riesenfeld's own American
Humoresque, which is about ten years old, and sounds so today. Then he played a really good tune, Eubie Blake's I'm
Wild About Harry, and played it approximately twice too slow, so that it only sounded one-half as good as it should;
nor was the Limehouse Blues particularly impressive. Doubtless part of the lack of real jazz spirit, which is the only
thing which makes jazz digestible, was the fact that symphony men, a large portion of whom were present in the
orchestra, are seldom, if ever, ideal exponents of the less formal music. The second jazz conductor was Gene
Rodemich, from the Hotel Statler orchestra, St. Louis. Mr. Rodemich knows his business and got all there was to be
gotten out of a fatal arrangement of the Dvorak Humoresque in combination with The Swanee River, and then played
an "overture" on themes from Rose Marie, which was at least ingeniously orchestrated. Next came Ben Bernie from
the Hotel Roosevelt, New York, who played Sweet Georgia Brown and Bell-Hopping Blues, two very
undistinguished jazz tunes. Mr. Bernie not only waved his stick; he waved himself, quivering and jiggering on the
stand in jazz style, formerly much approved, but which is not quite au fait for the leader since jazz became
respectable, as Mr. Bernie should have learned.
Then Mr. Delamarter came out again to conduct what were called Three Characteristic Pieces in Rhythm,
by Eastwood Lane. The pieces, selected from his piano works, were Scene Savannah, dirge for Jo Indian
(Adirondack Sketches) and the Pow-Wow (Five American dances), and they had been orchestrated by Edgar S.
Carver, Pietro Florida and Ferdinand Grofe. None of the three are among the best of Mr. Lane's pieces. The best was
the Pow-Wow, which is built up upon an actual tune sung at the annual Green Corn Festival of the Onondaga
Indians. One of the features of the program, which was rather lost in the big space and the echoes, was some duos for
two pianos by those immitable masters of jazz, Edgar Fairchild and Adam Carroll, who began with a Carmen
Fantasie which, according to the program, was written by none else than George S. Bizet. This was followed by
Victor Herbert's Indian Summer and an extraordinary piece by Mr. Carroll called Syncopetude, which is full of both
syncopation and etude.
"This program," said a foreword, "is designed to illustrate various phases of American rhythm in both the
'popular' and the symphonic fields, and for the first time, to bring them together in artistic association." Just what
playing I'm Wild About Harry, or Limehouse Blues, or Sweet Georgia Brown, or Rose Marie, all in their regular
dance form, has to do with this laudable purpose is hard to understand. Doubtless the regret of many is that they
could not get up and dance. It is a shame to have a good tune like the one about Harry go to waste. Perhaps after all,
it was the hot weather; but whatever the cause, here is one thing true about this particular concert - It didn't "jell"
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JUNE - VANITY FAIR
THE CULT OF JAZZ by Virgil Thomson. - The worship of jazz is just another form of highbrowism, like
the worship of discord or the worship of Brahms. To call Jazz "the folk-music of America" may be good advertising,
but it is not very good criticism.
Jazz is too sophisticated to be folk-music. Like the Viennese waltz, it is self-conscious, formal, and urbane.
Without losing for a moment its quality or its poise, it can indulge in negro wailing and Spanish heel-stamping; it can
hint at oriental melodies and obscene back-country dances, quote from the classic masters, and scream but the
rhythms of a Methodist revival. It can behave so, because its quality depends upon no trick only, a certain way of
sounding two rhythms at once in order to provoke a muscular response. In short, it is dance music and always will be
dance music. Diverting pieces can be made out of it for the concert hall, pieces like Chabrier's Espana and Liszt's
Hungarian Rhapsodies, but there is almost no implication in it of any intrinsic musical quality beyond this
elementary muscle-jerking. To imagine that a vigorous national art could grow in such meager soil is to fancy that
real roses (or turnips either, for that matter) could be matured in the jardinieres of a ball room.
Our local wild flowers, on the other hand, have long been used as material for American compositions,
many of which have flavor, if not consistency. Edward MacDowell liked Indian themes and wrote a couple of semiWagnetian orchestral suites about them that were a sensation in the nineties. In fact, they are still played
occasionally. Dvorak's New World Symphony is ever popular. It scarcely counts as new world music, however,
because, in spite of negro and Indian melodies, it manages to sound exactly like his four Bohemian symphonies. John
Powell has pleased audiences with his excellent Negro Rhapsody, and Henry Gilbert has devoted a life time to the
composition of suites and overtures that depict the gayeties of half-caste society in Louisiana. In the way of Negro
music, the most authentic writing that I know of has been done by Mr. Nathaniel Dett, himself a negro and a
cultivated musician. Most concert-goers and pianists know at least his Juba Dance. Probably the best negro music
will always come from the Negroes themselves. Mr. Powell writes about them as a southern gentleman might retell
their stories, sympathetically, perhaps, but more in delighted amusement than with any passion or faith.
Here exactly is the trouble with writing folk-fantasias. Unless the material is of one's own intimate folkstuff, the music made from it is exterior, hard, and sentimental. And here also is the reason why jazz has been called
a Pierian spring. It belongs to our experience as the Negro dances and the Kentucky mountain tunes never did. It is
our native gin, so to speak. One feels as if one might almost achieve self-expression on it.
This is probably an illusion. The principal large works it has inspired have been a ballet, Krazy Kat, and a
Concertino for piano and orchestra, by John Alden Carpenter of Chicago; a Rhapsody in Blue by George Gershwin,
of New York; and a Scherzo for two pianos and orchestra by Edward Burlingame Hill, Boston.
Of Mr. Carpenter's two pieces, the Concertino is by far the more successful, because it does not limit its
Americanism to jazz and because it does not try so hard. Krazy Kat failed because the composer bet on a horse he
didn't know anything about. The famous Catnip Blues in it are got together by pinning little furbelows of rag-time on
to a long-winded melody that might just as well have come out of Deems Taylor's pantomime or Tristan and Isolde.
Mr. Carpenter makes music out of measures and phrases rather than out of those short percussive sounds which are
the rhythmic units of jazz.
Mr. Gershwin's piece, in spite of the excessive praise it has received, and in spite of its enormous
superiority to anything that the better educated musicians have done in that style, (for Gershwin can write blues, if he
can't rhapsodies), remains just some scraps of bully jazz sewed together with oratory and cadenzas out of Liszt. Mr.
Gershwin is an excellent composer for the theatre. The concert room seems to clog rather than facilitate his
expression. The Rhapsody is at best a piece of aesthetic snobbery. That, and no more, is its raison d'etre.
Mr. Hill's Scherzo as near jazz as John Powell's Negro Rhapsody does to a camp-meeting of the African
Methodist Episcopal Church. It is music about jazz, elegant Bostonian music, a witty and indecorous comment
without any personal commitment. Mr. Carpenter, in exuberant Chicago style, embraces the popular muse as he
might his neighbor's wife, dancing at the country club. Mr. Gershwin, though privately aware of her true character,
would put her in an imported corset, give her a feather fan, and take her to Carnegie Hall. Mr. Hill knows only too
well that as a New Englander and an academician he would find distasteful any extreme familiarity with one whose
race and upbringing are so different from his own.
These pieces, the types for most of our highbrow jazz, are really charming works. They are also
disappointing, because they are touched with insincerity. I would trade them every one for the symphony of Aaron
Copland. Mr. Copland's piece is less competently written. His instrumental technique is childish beside Hill's
Parisian mastery. He has neither the mature architectural skill of Carpenter nor the melodic gift of Gershwin. And he
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makes no attempt to write jazz. He does build his themes by grouping notes together into measures and not by
breaking measures up into notes. But this procedure, although essential to jazz, is in no way the essence of it. That
essence is rather a muscle-jerking quality due to its counterpoint of regular against irregular bats. Copland accepts
short-unit rhythm as a musical device without any patriotic or literary reference. There is not a Negro tune or a
Broadway formula in his work. Its European affiliations, principally Stravinsky and Faure, are easily evident. And
yet it seems everywhere to belong to us and to be our own. It is American music because it is honest, personal music
written by an American young man.
To be an American one need not be ignorant. Perhaps one must be somewhat European, through reading,
travel, or racial proximity. Europe is the cultural background, the point de vue from which we discover ourselves. To
fear it is to worship it blindly. To accept it is to enrich one's life. And really, there is so little danger of deracination.
It may be true, as T. S. Eliot says, that it is the good fortune of Americans to become what no Frenchman or German
or Italian ever becomes, a good European. it is certainly true that no American ever becomes what the European is
already; that is, French, German, or Italian. If you doubt this, just look at your friends who have tried it.
The fear of foreign influence is, for this reason, simply another kind of provincialism. Of course we do bad
work when we try consciously to imitate the aesthetic fashions of London or Paris. But we do just as bad work when
we try to imitate the aesthetic fashions of New York and Chicago. The artist, to do good work must accept without
shame whatever influence may attract him; but he must also accept himself.
For, after all, America is just a collection of individuals, and amazingly different ones at that. The idea that
they can be expressed by a standardized national art is of a piece with the idea that they should be cross-bred into a
standardized national character, 100 per cent North American blond.
Fortunately, our musical vitality is too great to be much oppressed by standards. You have only to walk
down a side street in any suburb at 8 P. M. to know that America is seething with a vast and explosive musical
energy. There has probably been nothing like it since the German Reformation. Jazz itself, amazing as it is, is only
the temporary urban aspect of that energy. It is, of course, a power in our lives. Even if it had not been advertised by
critics, we could hardly escape its rhythmic presence. There is no danger we shall forget it. The danger is rather that
its cult may intimidate those private devotions, local or foreign, which lie close to the heart of the individual
composer and which must ever furnish the true passion of his music.
For where the heart lies, there lies the only honest art. Mademoiselle Nadia Boulanger says:" You have all
the same difficulty, you Americans. You have enormously of talent, but you lack the courage to be yourselves."
I wonder if we haven't learned the wrong lesson from the success of jazz. It doesn't prove that nothing else
is worth doing. It only proves that if you keep on doing your own stuff, in spite of the highbrows, you will eventually
get to be good at it. And what we really like about jazz is not so much that it is American (because it isn't, very
much) as that, whatever it is, it's darned good. All our aesthetic philosophy, in fact, born of our eclectic breeding, is
just that. We admire whatever is good of its kind, complete self-assured and unafraid.

JULY - MUSIC & LETTERS
JAZZ - It must be an enormous relief to non-musical people to realize that they may contemplate the art of
music without being committed to think of either Beethoven or Wagner, Mendelssohn or Strauss. Jazz, the brisk art,
the art which we all enjoy, carries with it no mental misgivings. The search for jazz has occupied many years, but it
has been like gold washing; nothing has been found to be of any value until most has been swept away. That Wagner,
Chopin and the majority of the Masters perished with the dross is to be lamented, but it could not be avoided. The
sediment subsided and left clear, crystal jazz. Since jazz attracts its millions of enthusiasts and interests the most
cultured minds, the reader might imagine that the possibilities it affords of furnishing an entirely new kind of musical
genius with the means of making fresh masterpieces would be fully realized by potential symphonists and composers
of the "realistic" school.
"Why do not our recognized composers interest themselves in this form of art, and write and publish the
ideal jazz?" asks a correspondent in the Musical times. "Is it not possible to write jazz music which combines the
qualities of good dance music from the point of view of the dancer with that of good music from the point of view of
the musician?" That correspondent echoed the sentiments of millions of people, for the knowledge that one may have
the privilege of dancing to a five-hours' programme of real musical masterpieces for one-and-sixpence would be no
mean argument in favour of an immediate world-wide search for a composer endowed with all the necessary gifts for
turning out the ideal jazz. Those who think they know best call this art one of the current modes of expression,
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voicing the thought and the talk of modern times, creating fresh lines and tone shadows every day, playing pranks
with the minds of millions of our fellow creatures.
The history of its evolution is as remarkable as its masterpieces are unique, Jazz, which is slowly losing
itself in the halo of its glorified designation "symphonized-syncopation," was the outcome of ragtime, which began in
its crudest form some thirty or forty years ago; but it is only thirteen or fourteen years since ragtime became the rage
of America and Europe, the lofty strains of "Hitchy-Koo," "Alexander's Ragtime Band," "Ragtime Cowboy Joe," and
other pieces, together with the strange bodily contortions necessary to correct interpretations, which endear
themselves to the hearts of all.
The music-halls were delighted with the innovation, for the songs about mothers-in-law and lasses from
Yorkshire and Lancashire had been worn threadbare. What was most important, however, was that the novelty
became a craze in the dance-halls. A languishing interest in the dying pastime of dancing was immediately revived.
Large and sumptuous dance-palaces began to rise side by side with the cinemas. The Lancers and the Quadrilles, the
Waltze and the Schottische were promptly cast aside in favour of the Bunny-hug, the Turkey-trot, The Tango, the
Fox-trot, and a host of other strange movements. With the war came a craving among people for unconventional
excitement, for novelty and childish entertainment. In ragtime they found an ideal means of forgetting cares and
worries. The simplicity and the absurdity of it no doubt formed a very helpful antidote to the horrors of the
battlefield.
To trace the early growth of ragtime, one must go back to the slavery days and follow its evolution from
burlesque performances of negro spirituals. The spirituals themselves were negro conceptions of Christian hymns,
and usually sprang into life, ready-made, from the host of religious fervour during some meeting in church or in
camp. sometimes the inspiration would be picked up by a slave whilst waiting outside the "white" church for his
master during service time; at other times they would result from concerted effort. All the authentic specimens have
the fourth and seventh tones of the scale omitted, and the most striking peculiarity about them in the rhythm.
When Gettysburg and Chancellorsville decided the result of the American Civil War, and the "Year of
Jubilee" of which the slaves had prayed and sung for so many years came at last, over four millions of bondsmen
were thrown on their own resources, without homes, money, education, and without ever having had the opportunity
of learning self-reliance. The wonderful manner in which the people of the Northern States acquitted themselves of
the stupendous task of caring for these poor mortals ranks as one of the most charitable achievements of all time. Old
men could be seen bending over the same spelling books with their grand children; fathers would work all day to
support their families and walk miles during the evening to attend night classes; young girls would ask to be beaten
rather than be suspended from lessons.
Missionaries made great strides, and their work, their generosity, and the enthusiasm which marked their
efforts stand as landmarks in a wonderful series of events which, during the short space of twenty years, raised the
humble, illiterate and down-trodden American Negroes to a position never anticipated in their wildest dreams of
freedom. One cannot altogether ignore the part played by the small band of singers who set out practically penniless
to raise the sum of $20,000 with which to further the work of their school, which became the first negro university."
Known as the Jubilee singers, buffeted by fortune, refused cabin accommodation on the steamship lines, turned out
of hotels, and suffering all manner of insults because of their colour, they returned home in triumph within three
years, bringing with them $100,000. During their travels they had sung their spirituals before the Queen of England
and had gathered as guests round the table of her Prime Minister, Gladstone.
But such great movements have always their coarser element. The more depraved young Negroes would
often set ridiculous words to the tunes that had inspired so much fervour among their forefathers. For instance, with
the pious promise contained in the following chorus:
":Poor Mona, you shall be free when the good Lord sets us free."
a verse would be set:
"Sheep an' de goat were a-trottin' in the pasture, said the sheep to de goat, can you trot a lil faster;
Sheep fell down and skinned his shin, O Lord-a-mercy how dat goat grin, grin."
Poor Mona, etc.
With a mockery of the actions which accompanied the spirituals, these burlesque imitations were in great
demand at negro "rags" or festivities. Moreover, "orchestras" composed of an assortment of banjos, violins, Jewsharps, tambourines, tin-whistles, saucepan lid, bones and accordions, soon became very popular among the Negroes
and then found favour at lower-class white entertainments, being known as "Crackerjack" bands. The term "jazz" in
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its relation to music dates from about this time. "This band is certainly some jazz," was a fairly common expression
at the time, and two dollars a night and unlimited quantities of beer always proved a strong attraction to the
musicians.
In a short space of time an entirely new form of entertainment was evolved. The performers, naturally, had
no knowledge of music, and played from ear, improvising where their memories failed them. The spirituals were
soon distorted out of all recognition, and no doubt popular ballads and comic songs were "ragged" in a similar
manner.
The success of jazz has been such that to-day it is exploited like a film dealing with immorality. "There is
nothing to 'whistle' today." says the programme of the first concert given at the Queen's Hall by the Savoy Orpheans'
Band." The symphonized-syncopated melody of to-day is so subtle that it can be heard many, many times before it
can be even partly committed to memory. It can be heard many more times than any other form of "popular" music
that has yet been devised.....again and again.....without being tiring. It has the disadvantage that we can spend a full
evening of great pleasure and excitement.....and then by next morning we can't recall no individual tune to mind.
Hail! the Gay Arts! Symphonised-Syncopation!
It is doubtful whether the magic terrors of jazz will scare many people over here, although by exploiting to
the utmost the fallacy that good music is beyond the mental capacity of the ordinary citizen, and by holding up jazz
to the popular veneration as an art that can be understood so easily and enjoyed by all, no one will deny that large
fortunes can be made by those who deal in this commodity. No competent critic has yet taken it seriously, but the
epithets hurled at it by the incompetent ones have been eagerly pounced upon and held up to popular ridicule. Some
strange reason leads the jazz merchant to imagine that musical people look down with horror at his miracles. He
turns round to them all in childish glee and points out his success. Chaliapin, in good humour, sets down a few bars
of music on the back of a telegram .....it is immediately sent to London, enlarged upon, "arranged" and held up for
the admiration of the simple and the discomfiture of the "highbrows."
Where the European would write or speak with his tongue in his cheek, the American jazz purveyor disports
himself in all seriousness. Take the following passage from the Savoy Orpheans programme....."Art, the passions
above all, the ecstasies and sorrows ......these still remain, at least for a pastime, in a world in which it is no longer
proposed solely to consider and calculate only the sterner issues. Is everything that breaks precedents, canons and
other people's rules .....bad? ......Jazz demands the most infallibly possessed artists. With what appetite! With all the
incredible enthusiasm of youth they sing to us of the delicious and swift and gay and trivial and shining things of
life." An extract from one of these gay and shining things of life played at this concert is as follows:

It is difficult to understand how "syncopation's past" merely anticipated the moment when the spirit not only
of America, but of the whole world, would find in it perfect expression. It is plain to anyone with the slightest
knowledge of jazz that the supposed "dislocation" of the beat, the "tossing to and fro" of the tempo and all the
different kinds of "accent" implies nothing more than taking a puerile little tune written in common time and
adopting the childish expedient of trying notes here, substituting quavers for crotchets there, adding accents and so
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on. The following extract from a Charleston-trot, a new "style" in which the rhythm is "tossed to and fro" more than
in any other piece of jazz, will illustrate the meaning at once: Surely if jazz composers wanted to reach the zenith of their powers they would give us, say, something in five-four, a
few bars of three-four, some six-four and so forth, will all the various instruments playing in different time and in
different keys, and so difficult in contrapuntal treatment that, although the result was satisfactory, only really live
jazz musicians could play it? It seems that this favourable state of affairs will never come about; jazz is merely a
question of experiment by musicians whose knowledge of the art of music is very limited indeed. The publicity
expert does the rest......."Jazz .......sheer joy and expression in music .......music which can hardly be whistled or ever
sung, music which carries you up and gives voice to that love of life which is in every soul, but is so constantly
unexpressed. Jazz lets no one stand still. Its melody and its rhythm are infallibly compelling." The composition of the
modern jazz orchestra is worthy of comment. The banjos and tin-whistles have given way to the more cultured 'cello,
harp, and other orchestral instruments. The best bands now employ two French horns, and, of course, the saxophone
family and the Sousaphone. One or more pianos figure in every band and, together with the banjo, keep a steady
accompaniment practically throughout as follows: -

except in what are known as "novelty" choruses, where the piano may have to imitate a clock: or (where the chief weakness of jazz lies) at the end of the eighth or the sixteenth bar, where the melody always
comes to a dead stop for a couple of bars. In good jazz one or more instruments fill in the gap by what is commonly
known as a "break". .i.e., something that breaks the monotony.

The piano being one of the most important instruments in the jazz band, and practically indispensable, it is
not surprising that a special tutor has been published for jazz pianists. Described as the "most amazing and masterly
piano scores ever offered to the American pianist ......" the book has probably the circulation of a best seller among
novels, and Mr. Zez Confrey, its remarkable author, composer of the famous piano pieces, "Kitten on the Keys,"
"Nickel in the Slot," "Coaxing the Piano," "Mississippi shivers," etc., seeks to assist pianists to reach the height of
their art. At the end of the work, when it is assumed that the pianist has mastered all the intricacies of the new art, the
"Fisherman's Hornpipe" for the right hand and "Yankee Doodle" for the left, is set out for performance; and later, for
crossed hands, an extract from his "African Suite" for piano will bear out the statement regarding his book: -
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No survey of this wonderful art would be complete without reference to the words which often accompany
the music. The ragtimer usually preferred to hear songs about his mother in Dixie, or his sweet heart in Alabam, but
the lover of symphonised-syncopation need have no such limitations set upon his muse. As his music is international,
he has the privilege of leaving his heart in the middle of the Sahara:
"Somewhere in Sahara, far across the Eastern sea, someone to me there is sing love songs of
Araby.
My desert flow'r ev'ry hour I'm calling you, calling you so true, somewhere in Sahara, I have left my heart with you."
Or, after leaving her for ever, he is at liberty to send her a refrain from Mandalay, as follows:"Beneath the Burmese Moon I'll be there with you soon, beside the Blue Lagoon
With love's sweetest tune I'll ride a wild typhoon to be in old Rangoon
I'm coming to you, I'm coming, there beneath the Burmese Moon."
Poets have been classified as those of "fine frenzy" and those of "fine natural gift." An example of the latter
species is as follows. An Arab chieftain sings it to his bride while taking her away, surrounded by his band of faithful
followers. Drunk with love's intoxication, and with legitimate poetic license, he borrows from the "Indian Love
Lyrics" on the way:_
"Neath Persian skies where temples rise, You and I beside the shalimar.
In the sky are at Fate in ev'ry star.
Where blue birds nest there I'll find rest, Held enchanted by Pale Hands I love,
'Neath Persian skies."
So far, only examples from good jazz choruses have been quoted. To refute the slur of bias, here is a bad
one, where the muse entirely deserts the poet in the eighth and following lines:"I'm looking for the Ogo Pogo, the funny little Ogo Pogo
His mother was an earwig, his father was a whale.
I'm going to put a little bit of salt on his tail
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I want to find the Ogo Popo while he's playing on his old banjo;
The Lord Mayor of London, (thrice)
Wants to put him in the Lord Mayor's Show."
There are songs about sweethearts in China, in Japan, Honolulu, Havana, Hawaii; songs pathetically
appealing to her not to creep into his heart while somebody else is there, and so on. No matter how good the music
might be, no one could reasonably be expected to tolerate the association of such words with it.
Competent critics familiar with the performances of Mr. Paul Whiteman's orchestra and other well-known
jazz combinations of instruments tell us that so standardized are the devices in use that ninety-nine pieces out of
every hundred sound as if they had been written by the same man. Cross rhythms, combined rhythms and other sorts
of rhythms appear remarkable to the jazz composer because his knowledge is so limited and his general education so
negligible that what he writes in his ignorant simplicity seems to him to be remarkable new inventions; his conceit
always blinds him to the limitations upon his abilities. A little tune, perhaps a caricature of a well-known
masterpiece, accompanying chords alternately in tonic and dominant:

a "break" or two, a "novelty" chorus - and the latest jazz masterpiece is complete; a new lease is given to the
liveliness and the rhythmic power of our lives.
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As for the so-called tonal effects, there is no doubt that most of them were advised in the first place, not so
much for their novelty as in order to disguise the diabolical tone produced by third-rate instrumentalists. It would
probably be a harrowing experience to hear Mr. Paul Whiteman attempt a few bars of the Edgar "Violin concerto"
without his mute.
Crescendos and diminuendos are so foreign to jazz bands that even the Savoy Orpheans took pains to add
reverently the adjective "symphonic" t them in their programme. "It was also found necessary," they said, "to use
arrangements written by expert musicians, according to the old-established rules of music,"
The worse the musician and the smaller his mind the better jazz exponent he can be relied upon to make. If
he has no finer feelings, no inner musical perception, and if he has never heard good music at all, the greater will be
his relish in burlesque performances of masterpieces; he values not so much the novelty of the burlesque as the
feeling that respectable musicians are likely to shudder in horror at his apparent effrontery. The less the jazz
musician knows of rhythm, melody, harmony, and all those subjects so necessary to a correct understanding of the art
of music, the more he will be convinced that of all forms in music, jazz is by far the greatest, because its prime asset
is to offend all rules of decency. it is questionable whether any of the jazz composers would have broken the "rules"
and "canons" of music had they known anything about them. Indeed, the leading jazz composers pride themselves on
their ignorance of music.
No one jazz piece ever retains its popularity for more than eight or nine months. Every year brings the same
shoal of "hits" and "latest successes," and as one tune fades from sheer anemia, another rapidly takes its place. That,
of course, is the fate of all bad music, just as it is the fate of good music to live for all time; it only ceases to be the
music of an age or period when it comes to be the music of centuries.
Tennyson held that real poetry should mean many things at once. It is so with music. A really great
composer has something of the best to say for every man, the scholar, the artist, the lover, the mourner, the man in
the street and the man in the field. Even painters, they say, are sometimes able to aspire to the same lofty heights.
Gainsborough once strolled into Reynolds studio in a carping mood, but on looking round, was forced to mutter "the
beggar's so various." The critic might admit the same of every great composer. The hall mark of real music is ifs
idealism and its purity, its truth and its fidelity. The hall mark of all great art is its honest sincerity. But jazz is neither
ideal nor pure, neither is it sincere. It is faithful to nothing, an "art" without parents and without relations. No
character or sentiment has ever been depicted by it. No jazz wonder-piece has ever contained even in its whole
length the least inkling of that far sweeping philosophy that Beethoven often condensed in a few bars.
Truth to tell, there is no affection for jazz in this country. Beneath the outward and inevitable materialism of
the times, there is a real craving in millions of hearts for finer ideals in life and true conceptions of what is best in art.
It is unfortunate that so many people have an utterly shallow and false sense of values and are unable to distinguish
between good art and bad. At the same time, it is doubtful whether the percentage of these people is any higher than
it has always been. Jazz thrives because the world is larger, and because there is more room for the humbugs who
like to be in the limelight and play to the gallery. They exist because we live in a more leisured age, and in spite of
industrial upheavals and unemployment, people spend far more money on entertainment than they did a decade ago.
Perhaps in time many will learn to differentiate between the true art and the false, and what will happen to the stuffed
scarecrow, jazz, probably long before that happy day dawns, hardly requires comment, Cecil Austin.
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JULY 18 - MUSICAL AMERICA
FROM BARN DANCE TO BALLET IS PATH FOLLOWED BY AMERICAN TERPSICHOREANS.
"AMERICA is dance-mad!" Such is the constant cry of observers who have never come under the bewitching spell
of syncopated rhythm, who think of ballets as questionable and who skip that part of the Bible which tells of Miriam,
the sister of Moses, dancing with other women after they had crossed the Red Sea!
But no wonder, they say, excusing dancers with a condescending pat on the shoulder, for our entire
background has been one of dancing and we, alas, are the victims of heredity and environment. When our forefathers came here, did they not arrive on the scene of Indian war dances? And has not the South always echoed with
the tones of Negro clog dances? Even our grandfathers were so bold as to do the cake-walk, and Charles Dickens
was quite radical when old Mr. Fezziwig stood out to dance with Mrs. Fezziwig!
Then, too, there was great-uncle John, who always entertained the folks by doing the "Arkansas Traveler"
until his joints squeaked. Even our old minister enjoyed a lively "Virginia Reel" and "Barn Dance," which after all,
we learned from England's "Sir Roger de Coverley." The waltz was another importation, which became
Americanized through such popular tunes as "Waltz Me Around Again, Willie," "After the Ball Is Over," "East Side,
West Side" and many others.
Juanty One-Step
But when one comes to really American dance music, it is, as Carl Engel, Congressional librarian, is wont
to say, of little consequence to study the zoological and ornithological aspects in order to settle the superiority of the
fox-trot or lame-duck over the turkey-trot. These were preceded by the period of the jaunty one-step, when George
M. Cohan wrote "Take a Little Tip from Father." Before the fox-trot really came into its own it was heralded by
revivals of such European dances as the tango, the maxixe, and such lingering parodies as the hesitation waltz.
Old Square Dances
Even the old square dance, which, by the way, General Sherman's wife thought of in the same light as her
husband thought of war, was of distinctly European origin, as were the minuet, gavotte and other early American
ballroom dances. And so it may be said with impunity that the very first widespread and original American dance
music was that of the fox-trot, which was ushered in by a languid slowing up of the tempo of ragtime until the stage
popularly known as the "Blues" arrived.
Just as Dvorak and MacDowell had exploited the possibilities of Indian and Negro tunes upon which to
build music in the larger forms, so the composers of today have realized that, in spite of its frequent condemnation,
the fox-trot contains a spirit which is wholly American. Germaine Tailleferre, the youngest member of the French
"Groups de six," who recently visited America, was very enthusiastic about the "Blues" music. "There is nothing like
it anywhere in Europe!" she insisted. "It is absolutely original and American and altogether fascinating!"
Jazz Rhapsody
There are Americans who have felt the same way about it. Samuel Gardner, for one, suggested it in his jazz
rhapsody "Broadway," given this spring at the North Shore Festival; George Gershwin used it in his "Rhapsody in
Blue," Emerson Whithorne employs it with unusual results in his satirical ballet, "Sooner and Later," given this
spring at the Neighborhood Playhouse, and Louis Gruenberg's "Daniel Jazz" savors of the same spirit. Many others
could be mentioned, but perhaps this is sufficient to show the effect that it has already played upon American
composition.
Speaking further of ballets, it must be said that this, the highest form of the dance, has for many years been
popular in America. Such names as Pavlowa, Nijiinsky, Foline, Isadora Duncan, Maude Allen, Mordkin, Kosloff and
many others are well known. Ruth St. Denis and Ted Shawn, Rosina Galli, Adolph Bolm, Ottokar Bartik and the
Pavley-Oukrainsky Ballet have, for the artistically inclined, lifted the dance of the Twentieth Century to a plane far
above the old one.
Furthermore, not all of the ballets in which these artists have been seen are to be credited to foreign
composers. While Stravinsky's "Petrouchka" must go far to find its equal, several ballets of comparative importance
have been written since the beginning of this century in America. There is John Alden Carpenter's "Birthday of the
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Infanta," which had its world premiere in 1920 with Adolph Bolm as Pedro and Ruth Page as the Infanta. Since then
Mr. Carpenter has been acclaimed through his "Krazy Kat."
Henry F. Gilbert, Boston composers, wrote an interesting ballet which was presented at the Metropolitan in
March, 1918. This was called "Dance in the Place Congo." It exhibited certain umbrageous revels of denizens of the
New Orleans underworld. Representatives of many nationalities are seen in outbursts of barbaric emotion. Rosina
Galli appeared as Aurore, Ottakar Bartik as Numa and Giuseppe Bonfiglio as Ramon.
Felix Borowski, for years head of the Chicago Musical College, is the composer of a one-act Oriental ballet
called "Bourdour," which had its first presentation in Chicago in February, 1920. The action was by Andreas Pavley
and Serge Oukrainsky, who accentuated the Eastern splendor. Many American operas have also contained ballets.
Franke Harling's "Light from St. Agnes," which is to be given by the Chicago Opera Company this winter, uses the
fox-trot to express the spirit of the story.
This is only a partial list, but serves to illustrate the use of the dance. Louis Adolphe Coerne's delightful
fairy ballet, "Evadne," must be mentioned in passing, and also the "Temple Dancer" of John Herbert's "Natoma."
Julius Mattfeld's ballet "Virgins of the Sun," was produced at the Greenwich Theater in 1922, Isaac Van Grove's
"The Music Robber," which recently had a hearing in Chicago, deals with the life of Mozart, mingling the old
composers' melodies with his jazz idiom.
When Only Men Danced
It seems incredible to us today that until the end of the Seventeenth Century it was impossible to get female
dancers on the stage. No circumspect woman would consent to dance in public. Finally Mme. la Dauphine and
Princesse de Conti and others appeared at the King's request in ballets in Versailles. The first professional ballerina
was Mlle. Lafontaine. Scandalous tales are told of these early ballet dancers. The demoiselles de Comargo achieved
great notoriety; Mlle. Pelissier was expelled from Paris and visited London, where she was warmly received, in
1734.
Mlle. Petit was dismissed from the opera and was defended in a pamphlet by the Abbe de la Marre. Mlle.
Maze, ruined by Law's financial scheme, dressed herself in her most brilliant dance costume and drowned herself
quite publicly at noonday. The most famous danseuse of the French opera during the Gluck and Piccinni day was
Madelaine Guimard. Then came Gaetan Vestris, who was followed by a long line of Vestris dancers.
Back in the Eighteenth Century there was no sense of costuming for ballet. The dancers were overburdened
with clothes, and Greek warriors in the opera wore powered wigs and lace tunics! Mlle Galle first suggested using
costumes of the period. Voltaire wrote a poem in her honor, and she went to London to produce Jean Jacques
Rousseau's "Pygmalion." It was said that she ventured to appear on the stage without a shirt, in her natural hair and
with no ornament on her head. Her appearance was a prodigious success, and was repeated at the request of the royal
family.
It was after the storming of the Bastille in 1789 that the old costumes were discarded. One account says
"Gone, by a stroke of magic, were hoop skirts, furbelows, powdered wigs and laced corsages. Instead women
dancers modeled their attire after that of Aspasia, with bare arms, sandaled feet, and in this attire the belles of the
revolutionary epoch met their dancing partners."
The Fluffy Skit Age
Thus ballet turned to a barren harlequinade of pink tights and tulle skirts. America was quick to adopt the
fashion, just as she responded with alacrity to the advent of the polka. Thaddeus Meighan first received a diagram
and a description of the steps of the latter, and it was L. De Garmo Brookes who first danced it in America at the
National Theater in Chatham Street on May 10, 1844.
The dance, according to psychologists, belongs to one of three types, religious, war or "profane," using the
latter term as a synonym for "secular." All three of these are known in America. Indian war dances found their sequel
in such one-step gems as "Johnny Get Your Gun." Religious dances have been part of Negro and other meetings.
But these dances pale in comparison with the religious dances of the "flagellants" in the Middle Ages, who
marched through the streets to the rhythmic cadence of lugubrious chants and scourged their bodies. Fascinated by
this form of penance, Henry III, jaded monarch, got up his own troop, led by the Duchess of Montpensier, and
paraded the streets, scourging as they went.
Of profane dances there are many kinds, from rustic and folk-dances to classic and art forms, from
"Amaryllis" to "Rose of Washington Square." It seems as if the dance were growing more and more into the city.
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The waltz of the Nineteenth Century savored of gardens and flowers. The toddle and the turkey-trot are distinctly of
the city. The fox-trot and the ever-popular "Charleston" perhaps had their origin in the jungle lands, but now they are
the chief pride of metropolitan night clubs.
Yet no matter what sort of dance one analyzes, its relation to music is so very close that the two arts react
upon each other. Rhythm is the essence of both, and historians of the future may find it interesting to see how
American music and dances have grown up side by side. If it be true that we are a dance-mad nation, we must
likewise be music-mad. It is not a fad of the hour. It is a much more vital issue.
Every age, it is strange to notice, has thought itself dance crazed. The Limburg Chronicle 0f 1374 tells of
the evils of the dance age. In 1688 the Spanish gagliarda was called by Praetorius an "invention of hell." Just about
that time dancing in the streets was stopped by an act of Parliament. And it was John Dryden who said of the age in
which he lived:
"A very merry dancing, drinking, laughing, quaffing and unthinking time." Helen M. Miller

AUGUST - THE SACKBUT
JAZZ by Anthony Clyne - The fact is, distressing as it may be to believe so, no one on earth, the experts
perhaps least of all, can tell, when many an innovation in any of the arts appears, whether it is the mere vagary of a
coterie or a transient popular craze, or the first crude beginnings of a new authentic development. Again and again
the critics have greeted what has proved to be a genuine emancipation and enlargement, the influx of new inspiration
revitalizing an art sinking into conventionalism, as degeneration or vulgarity or absurd eccentricity. On the other
hand, many a 'new movement' or vogue has its day and passes, leaving not a trace of effect upon the evolution of an
art. It seems to me that some fresh vigour is about to come, some extension of range, some fracture of rigidity and
upheaval of inertia, from jazz.
Upon superficial examination it might appear that it is nothing but the triumph of musical chaos and
confusion, the apotheosis of hubbub, in which alone is distinguishable from the mad medley the rude rhythm of
savages beating sonorous gourds in an African forest, the most primitive inchoate adumbration of Art. If it were so,
there would be little difference between one set of performers and another, whereas there is often a great deal.
practice and skill could produce only greater violence. But if you listen to amateurs attempting jazz, what a fiasco!
They can imitate what appears to them the unregulated frenzy, the confusion of sound, and there is overpowering
noise. But the rhythmic elasticity, the bubbling life, the piercing ecstasy and suffocating pulsation of passion are
absent from the tumult. The jazz band, as Vuillermoz says in Musiques d' aujour d'hui, is an organized force,
obedient to laws obscure, conforming to a secret technique codified or not. Jazz is not a game of chance. Its loud
disorder is only apparent.
More and more jazz is passing into the hands of skilled musicians. In New York, Paul Whiteman is
described as invading the Aeolian Hall, the citadel of Brahms trios, Bach fugues, and Beethoven sonatas, to give a
musical history tracing the development of jazz from the dark days of the 'Livery Stable Blues,' the jazz of discord
and vulgarity and noise, through that famous derivative of Handel's Messiah - 'Yes, We Have No Bananas' - to such
indications of what jazz may become as the four serenades by Victor Herbert and George Gershwin's 'Rhapsody in
blue,' Gershwin, coming to be famed as a young Alexander of the jazz world, has some interesting remarks to be
quoted. 'As long as people dance in cities jazz will remain. It is the folk-music of the cosmopolitan, not the
countryman. Its present material will be built upon in the future by composers just as older dance forms, the gigue,
polka, polonaise, waltz, were utilized by former composers. But modern jazz emanates primarily from the city. It is
expressed in the sophisticated idioms of the city, and the very fact that it is today in the throes of evolution from the
bands of tune-makers and arrangers into the arms of trained musicians is proof enough that jazz is here to stay. The
world is wide, and there is plenty of room for good jazz composers, modern music guilds, and the masterpieces of
classic music."
Rag-time is not exactly the ancestor of jazz but an elder relative. If, as some American musicians believe,
the United States will produce an indigenous school of music, a national music like that of Spain or of Wales, the
fruit and expression of American character and traditions, temperament and mentality, upon the basis of negro folkmusic - a question which in itself it is impossible to discuss now - then it seems to me that this native music will
eventually come from such things as rag-time and jazz rather than from the careful, patient, learned exploitation of
negro folk-songs by composers of wide cosmopolitan and classical culture. If native American music of genuine
vitality, as distinguished from music by American composers but not of characteristically American inspiration, is to
be evolved, it will surely not be by the purely artificial synthesis by experts in a music laboratory, as it were, of the
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elements of negro music with modern and ultra-modern technique, poly-tonality and quarter tones and all the rest,
but by the gradual emancipation of jazz from fox-trot rhythms, the adoption of its exuberant vitality, its
kaleidoscopic forms and colours by composers of skill and real inspiration, whose work is not so much exploitation
of jazz as stages in its organic, inevitable development.
The negro race possesses a musical sense, an instinct for rhythmic flexibility which may contribute
something of great value to American music. In articulating, with accents seemingly capricious, the unfolding of a
phrase, in projecting, as though flung forth in explosions of unconfinable passion, the daring waves of loud
syncopation over the torrent of melody, they are returning to the primitive pleasure of naked rhythm and by its
barbaric voluptuous orgasms communicating with a vast ocean of psychic energy. This vigour, young and yet so old,
may transform the warning potencies of modern music, breathe new life into its technical devices. The secret use of
jazz is that by repeated impulsions adroitly given the music moves with supple rhythm so that as one transport wanes
and dies away another snatches up the pulsations, as it were, at the very moment of the fall into quiescence and
imparts a new excitement.
Upon all this the musician may look with contempt. He would be greatly mistaken. However disconcerting
or even incredible, it is certainly possible that jazz contains the germ of much that will characterize a future species
of music. The howling trombones and moaning saxophones, the indefatigable banjos with their unceasing agitatio of
the nerves to irritability, and the regular crises of delirious sound as though the music were being hurled against now
thus, now that, mountainous wall, with a blast of a trumpet, a shock of a drum, a furious blow of a gong,
overpowering in a suffocating volume and again emerging in the piercing ecstasy of a flute or the unfathomable
pathos of a violin - exasperation of endless reiteration, cloying sweetness of pretty ornamentation, wild concourse of
bewildering discords, recurring thunderous din - there is also an infinite range of rhythmic subtleties, entrancing
modulations, opportunities for sardonic irony, fanciful humour, and graceful delicacy, playful and wistful and
mocking, at one moment arousing emotions which it brutally derides the next, a rigid regularity dissolving
perpetually into tumult.
That composers like Stravinsky, Milhaud, Debussy, Ravel, and other have written rag-time or jazz is not so
significant of the potentialities as the gradual development of what may be called the main stream of jazz music, the
evolution of, so to speak, genuine jazz composers. A writer in the New York Times recently gave some illustrations
of the conquests of jazz, commencing with its introduction in the programmes of Mme. Eva Gauthier's recitals at the
Aeolian Hall two season ago. The classic stage of the Metropolitan Opera House has been desecrated by an array of
instruments to stagger the orthodox. Louis Gruenberg has written a jazz version of 'Daniel in the Lion's Den,'
interpreting Vachel Lindsay's poem from the standpoint of a negro preacher. Another composer has produced a
'Synconata' or syncopated sonata, another a 'Jazzetta' for violin and pianoforte. The writer quotes those bewildered,
amid what is to the man epidemic of musical delirium, as echoing the cry of the German conductor to his talkative
and quarrelsome orchestra - 'Himmel! Don't spoke so much. I can stand it then and now, but always, my God, never!'

AUGUST - PICTORIAL REVIEW
JAZZ AND THE DANCE - Where it comes from and where it is going. by Ethel Peyser and Marion Bauer
In previous music articles, we have followed the dance up to our own time, and now we arrive at jazz,
considered by some to be the typical American gift of music to a waiting world.
Before explaining jazz, let us say that it is not easy to play it well; hence the player-piano, the phonograph,
and the radio make it possible for us to play and listen to jazz delightful and readily.
Furthermore, use the radio as a benign sampler, and when you hear a good piece "come over," get it for
your instruments. In this way you will get a large interest on your investment in musical tools and your radio will
help to make your other players and concerts of even greater utility and joy; for never has it been so simple to hear
such artists as Boulanger, Gorgoza, D'Alvarez, J. Wolfe, Gershwin, Kochanski, etc.
But what is jazz? Well, some say it was born among the dark-skinned in his native African heath, which
would seem to be confirmed by our knowledge that it came to us from our own negro influence more than fifty years
ago. First, we had the old croons and what were called the folk-songs of America as written by Stephen Foster in
"Swanee river," "Old black Joe," and "My Old Kentucky Home." Also, many of us can remember coon songs and
minstrel songs such as May Irwin and others used to sing, as "Honey, My Little Girl," "Kentucky Babe," "Eb'ry
Nigger Had a Lady but Me." Then came our ragtime, such as "Alexander's Ragtime Band," "Whistling Rufus." etc.
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Now, some of the ragtime is impossible, while some of it is truly American and is the work of genius, and
therefore a characteristic contribution to our national musical portfolio; for example, Irving Berlin's "Alexander's
Ragtime Band," also his "Whistling Rufus."
The outstanding characteristic of jazz and ragtime is syncopation, which means an accent thrown out of
focus, and instead of being on the usual strong beat of the measure is thrown on the weak beat. Just as there are good
polkas and bad, good marches and poor, so there are good jazz-tunes and bad ones.
The blues is, to our idea of thinking, a truly melancholy form of jazz; it is a result of that scooping on
trombone and wail of the saxophone that drag out the comic tragedy of the unmelodious-syncopated-tempoed
delirium.
You will be amused and interested to know that the Barbary Coast (San Francisco) has given us from its
dives our one-step and our fox-trot, to which the best people dance in their homes and in ballrooms. It is important to
realize that the test of good music is its persistence. There will probably be but five or six jazz bits for our children's
children!
Do you realize that the scooping of the strings in our jazz and in the blues, the pulling out of the roaring
trombone, and the droning of the saxophone are distinct holdovers from our savage brethren and the Oriental races?
This in itself ought to make us feel indebted to alien races, for they are giving us our national music. How can we be
nationally snobbish?
So anxious are the jazzers for tunes that they have cleverly reversed and perverted the usual borrowing
system. Instead of going to the national airs or folk songs for his music the jazzer goes to the rich harvest of art
forms, which he distorts and contorts into writhing, twirling, gyrating bits; some excellent, some frightful, and some
mere sacrilege. In fact, it seems rather a violent measure to lay such hands on the "wearevers" (classics), and yet if
the jazzer can not make you a good tune, it is best to get a good one, frankly, even if an old "wherever" is attacked
and attached.
You will be amused to see how, after all we have said above, the modern writers of music are actually
taking our American jazz and putting it into what they call modern classical music! In Paris and all the other great art
centers of Europe they are continually giving American jazz concerts as we give French or German music recitals.
The foreign writers, being not too familiar with our bad jazz, feet that they have in this type of music an
intriguing rhythm which may be idealized into an art form; and recently in our own concert halls pieces frankly
called jazz were played and written by Darius Milhaud, a Frenchman, and Levered Casella, an Italian. Milhaud
called his "The Rag Caprice." Debussy wrote the "Golliwog's Cake Walk" (you will love it), Igor Stravinsky, the
great Russian composer, also thinks that jazz has is possibilities in truly great music, as he proves in his "Ragtime."
Then in our own land we have "The Jazz Study," by Edward Burlingame Hill, one of our most dignified
composers. This is for two pianos. We also have Carpenter's "Krazy Kat," Whithorne's "Times Square, "Powell's
"Negro Rhapsody" (for piano and orchestra), the young Texan's Harold Morris, unpublished "Second Sonata," in
which are used negro tunes.
Some say to-day that most of these compositions are bosh, others that they are true music, but we say try
them on your piano or whatever instrument you play and see if many repetitions make them dearer and whether in
your estimation they will ever get to be "wearevers." We will let you into the secret; we think some of them will.
In conclusion we want to tell you another way in which music develops - namely, as an accompaniment to
various fields of effort. Our longshoremen, for example, have characteristic tunes which they hum when they are
working at hauling in ropes, etc. (Remember "Drill, Ye Tarriers, Drill"?) The packers pack to their tunes; the cottonpickers too. The boatmen on the Volga sing that Volga boat song which you probably know, and if you don't you
ought to get it. These are often called labor lilts, especially those sung to the spinning-wheel, scythe, reaper, plow,
etc. When you see "Tristan und Isolde" (Wagner) you will hear in the first act the sailors sing a very tuneful song in
rhythm to the pulling up of the hawsers. This is a hangover from the old sailor chanteys, several of which Percy
Grainger has used in his compositions.
We wonder, as everybody else does how the Incas and the Egyptians ever raised their huge stones, many
tons in weight, to the heights they did to build their temples, mounds, and pyramids. Could it be that they
accomplished these tremendous feats to the tunes of their quena (flute), antara (pipes of Pan), and the cystra, cymbal,
and harp?
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AUGUST - VANITY FAIR
THE BLACK BLUES - NEGRO SONGS OF DISAPPOINTMENT IN LOVE: - THEIR PATHOS
HARDENED WITH LAUGHTER by Carl Van Vechten
The Negro, always prone to express his deepest feeling in song, naturally experiences other more secular
emotions than those sensations of religion published in the Spirituals. Perhaps the most poignant of all his feelings
are those related to his disappointments in love, out of which have sprung the songs known as the blues. These
mournful plaints occasioned by the premature departure of "papa," these nostalgic longings to join the loved one in a
climate of sunlight and colour - although in at least one instance the singer indicates a desire to go back to Michigan
- are more tragic to me than the Spirituals, for the Spirituals are often informed with resignation, or even a joyous
evangelism, while the Blues are consistently imbued with a passionate despair.
Like the Spirituals, the Blues are folksongs and are conceived in the same pentatonic scale, omitting the
fourth and seventh tones - although those that have achieved publication or performance under sophisticated auspices
have generally passed through a process of transmutation - and at present they are looked down upon, as the
Spirituals once were, especially by the Negroes themselves. The humbleness of their origin and occasionally the
frank obscenity of their sentiment are probably responsible for this condition. In this connection it may be recalled
that it has taken over fifty years for the Negroes to recover from their repugnance to the Spirituals, because of the
fact that they were born during slave days. Now, however, the Negroes are proud of the Spirituals, regarding them as
one of the race's greatest gifts to the musical pleasure of mankind. I predict that it will not be long before the blues
will enjoy a similar resurrection which will make them as respectable, at least in the artistic sense, as the religious
songs.
The music of the Blues has a peculiar language of its own, wreathed in melancholy ornament. It wails, this
music, and limps languidly; the rhythm is angular, like the sporadic skidding of an automobile on a wet asphalt
pavement. The conclusion is abrupt, as if the singer suddenly had become too choked for further utterance. Part of
this effect is indubitably achieved through the fact that the typical Blues is created in three-line stanzas. As W. C.
Handy, the artistic father of the blues, has pointed out to me, the melodic strain can thereby be set down in twelve
bars instead of the regulation sixteen. Not only are the breaks between verses and stanzas frequent, but also there are
tantalizing and fascinatingly unaccountable - to any one familiar with other types of music - gaps between words,
even between syllables. These effects are more or less characteristic of other negro music, but in the case of the blues
they are carried several degrees further. When these songs are performed with accompaniment, the players fill in
these waits by improvising the weirdest and most heart-rending groans and sobs, whimpers and sighs, emphasizing,
at the same time, the stumbling rhythm. Extraordinary combinations of instruments serve to provide these
accompaniments; organ and cornet, mouth organ and guitar, saxophone and piano; sometimes a typical Negro jazzband - and by this I do not mean the Negro Jazz-band of the white cabaret - is utilized by a phonograph company to
make a record. Many of these men do not read music at all. Many of these songs have never been written down.
Notwithstanding the fact that the musical interest, the melodic content of these songs is often of an
extremely nigh quality, I would say that in this respect the Blues seldom quite equal the Spirituals. The words,
however, in beauty and imaginative significance, far transcend in their crude poetic importance the words of the
religious songs. They are eloquent with rich idioms, metaphoric phrases, and striking word combinations. The Blues,
for the most part, are the disconsolate walls of deceived lovers and cast-off mistresses, whose desertion arouses the
desolate one to tell his sad story in flowery language. Another cause has contributed to the inspiration of symbolic
poetry in these numbers. Negroes, especially in the south, indulge in a great deal of what they themselves call
"window-dressing," in order to mislead their white employers. This is the reason for the prevalent belief in the South
that Negroes are always happy, for they usually make it a point to meet a white man with a smile and often with a
joke. It is through this habit of window-dressing that the Negroes have grown accustomed to expressing their most
commonplace thoughts in a special tongue of their own. For example, a negro boy who intends to quit his job
surreptitiously sing to his colored companions: "If you don't believe I'm leavin', count the days I'm gone." A favorite
phrase to express complete freedom has it: "I've got the world in a jug, the stopper's in my hand."
The Blues bulge with such happy phrases; "The blacker the berry, the sweeter the juice," referring to the
preference yellow-girls frequently bestow on extremely black men, or the contrasting refrain, which recurs in a score
of these songs, "I don't want no high yella." Other picturesque locutions are; "I've put ashes in my papa's bed so that
he can't slip out." "Hurry sundown, ets tomorrow come," "Blacker than midnight, teeth like flags o' truce,"
Certain refrains, for a perfectly logical reason, recur again and again in these songs. for instance, "I went
down to the river":
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I went down to the river, underneath the willow tree.
A dew dropped from the willow leaf, and rolled right down on me.
An' that's the reason I got those weepin' willow blues.
or:
Goin' to the river, take my rockin' chair. goin' to the river, take my rockin' chair.
If the blues overcome me, I'll rock on away from here.
or:
Goin' to the river, I mean to sit down.(twice)
If the blue-blues push me, I'll jump over and drown.
So many of the papas and mamas depart on trains that the railroad figures frequently in the blues:
Got the railroad blues; ain't got no railroad fare, (twice)
I'm gonna pack mah grip an' beat mah way away from here.
or:
Goin' to the railroad, put mah head on the track, (twice)
If I see the train a-comin', I'll jerk it back.
or:
I went up on the mountain, high as a gal can stan',
An' looked down on the engine that took away mah lovin' man.
An' that's the reason I got those weepin' willow blues.
There are many blues which are interesting throughout as specimens of naive poetry, related in a way it
would be difficult to define, but which it is not hard to sense, with oriental imagery of the type of The Song of
Songs. Such a one is that which begins:
A brown-skinned woman an' she's chocolate to the bone.
A brown-skinned woman an' she smells like toilet soap, etc.
A typical example of this class of song is The Gulf Coast Blues, which also happens to possess a high
degree of musical interest which, unfortunately, I cannot reproduce here. However, as sung by Bessie Smith and
played by Clarence Williams, it is perfectly possible to try it on your phonograph.
I been blue all day. My man 's gone away. He went an' left his mama cold For another girl, I'm told.
I tried to treat him fine, I thought he would be mine, that man I hate to lose, That's why mama's got
the blues.
The man i love he has done lef' this town, (twice)
An' if he keeps on goin', I will be Gulf coast boun'.
The mailman passed but he didn't leave no news, (twice)
I'll tell the world he lef'' me with those Gulf Coast blues.
Som o' yo' men sure do make me tired. (twice)
You got a handful o' gimme an' a mouthful o' much oblige.
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In connection with this depressing lament, Langton Hughes, the young Negro poet, has written me; "The
blues always impressed me as being very sad, sadder even than the Spirituals, because their sadness is not softened
with tears, but hardened with laughter, the absurd, incongruous laughter of a sadness without even a god to appeal to
. In The Gulf Coast Blues one can feel the cold northern snows, the memory of the melancholy mists of the Louisiana
lowlands, the shack that is home, the worthless lovers with hands full o' gimme, mouths full o' much oblige, the
eternal unsatisfied longings.
"There seems to be a monotonous melancholy, an animal sadness, running through all Negro jazz that is
almost terrible at times. I remember hearing a native jazz-band playing in the Kameroon in Africa while two black
youths stamped and circled about a dance hall floor, their feet doing exactly the same figures over and over to the
monotonous rhythm, their bodies turning and swaying like puppets on strings. While two black boys, half-grinning
mouths never closed, went round the room, the horns cried and moaned in monotonous weariness - like the weariness
of the world - moving always in the same circle, while the drums kept up a deep-voiced laughter for the dancing feet.
The performance put a damper on the evening's fun. it just wasn't enjoyable. The sailors left.
"Did you ever hear this verse of the blues?

I went to the Gipsy's to get mah fortune tol' (twice)
Gipsy done tol' me goddam yore unhard-lucky soul.
"I first heard it from George, a Kentucky colored boy who shipped out to Africa with me - a real vagabond
if there ever was one. He came on board five minutes before sailing with no clothes - nothing except the shirt and
pants he had on and a pair of silk socks carefully wrapped up in his shirt pocket. He didn't even know where the ship
was going. He used to make up his own blues - verses as absurd as Krazy Kat and as funny. But sometimes when he
had to do more work than he thought necessary for a happy living, or, when broke, he couldn't make the damsels of
the West Coast believe love worth more than money, he used to sing about the Gypsy who couldn't find words strong
enough to tell about the troubles in his hard-luck soul."
The first blues to achieve wide popularity was The Memphis Blues, by W. C. Handy, who lived at that time
in Memphis, and was well-acquainted with life on the celebrated Beale Street. For this song - published in 1912, a
year after Alexander's Ragtime Band - Mr. handy received a total of one hundred dollars. since then he has issued so
many of these songs, The St. Louis Blues, Hesitation Blues, John Henry Blues, Basement Blues, Harlem Blues,
Sundown Blues, Atlanta Blues, Beale Street Blues, Yellow Dog Blues, etc., that, taking also into account that he was
the first to publish a song of this character, he is generally known as the father of the Blues. Nevertheless, Mr. Handy
himself has informed me categorically that the blues are folksongs, a statement I have more than fully proved
through personal experience. To a greater degree than other folksongs, however, they have gone through several
stages of development. Originally, many of these songs are made up by Negroes in the country to suitably
commemorate some catastrophe. As one of these improvised songs drifts from cabin to cabin, verses are added, so
that not infrequently as many as a hundred different stanzas exist of one song alone. Presently, these ditties are
carried into the Negro dives and cabarets of the Southern cities, where they are served up with improvised
accompaniments and where a certain obscene piquancy is added to the words. Many of The Blues, as a matter of
fact, are causal inventions, never committed to paper, of pianist and singer in some house of pleasure. This does not
mean that composers and lyric writers have not occasionally created Blues of their own. For the most part, however,
the Blues that are sung by Negro artists in cabarets and for the phonograph are transcribed versions of folksongs.
Even with such blues as are definitely composed by recognized writers, it will be found that their success depends
upon a careful following of the folk formula both in regard to words and music.
So far as Mr. Handy's own Blues are concerned, he admits frankly that they are based almost without
exception on folksongs which he has picked up in the south. Occasionally he has followed the idea of an old blues,
more frequently he has retained a title or a melody and altered the words to suit Broadway or Harlem's Lenox
Avenue. For example, the tune of Aunt Hagar's blues - Aunt Hagar's Children is the name the Negroes gave
themselves during slave days, - is founded on a melody he once heard a Negro woman sing in the South to the words,
"I wonder whar's mah good ol' used to be." The Joe Turner Blues are based on the melody of an old Memphis song,
"Joe Turner come an' got mah man an' gone." Pete Turney at the time was governor of Tennessee. His brother, Joe,
was delegated to take prisoners from Memphis to the penitentiary at Nashville, and the Negroes pronounced his
name Turner. Mr. Handy has utilized the old melody and the title, but he has invented the harmonies and substituted
words which would have more meaning to casual hearers.
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Another of Handy's songs, Loveless Love, is based on an old Blues called Careless Love, invented by the
Negroes to tell the story of the son of a governor of Kentucky, shot in a love affair. Handy's Long Gone is based on
an old Negro song called Long John, Long Gone. The story runs that with the arrival of some new bold-hounds on a
plantation it was decided to experiment with them on Long John. Getting wind of this unpleasant prospect, the negro
supplied himself with a trap which he dragged behind him in a barrel. Inveigling the bloodhounds into the trap, Long
John escaped into the woods and was never caught. hence the song, Long John, Long Gone, which soon spread from
shack to shack.
Long familiar with the words and tunes of such songs, the possibility of harmonizing them and treating them
instrumentally came to Mr. Handy early in the present century. On tour with his band, he was playing for a white
dance at Cleveland, Mississippi, when, during, an intermission, three local Negroes appeared, and asked if they
might perform a number. Permission was granted and the men, mandolin, guitar, and viola, began to play a mournful,
wailing strain, the strain of the Blues. Nowadays such accompaniments to Blues are improvised in dimly lit cellars
while you wait.
So far as I know there has been as yet no effort made - such as has been made with the Spirituals - to set
down these songs, verses and music, as they are sung under primitive conditions. To me this is a source of the
greatest amazement. Any negro recently from the south knows at least half a dozen of them. I myself have heard as
many as fifty in Lenox Avenue dives and elsewhere that have never been put down in any form. They are not only an
essential part of Negro folklore but also they contain a wealth of eerie melody, borne along by a savage, recalcitrant
rhythm. They deserve, therefore, from every point of view, the same serious attention that has traditionally been
awarded to the Spirituals

AUGUST 5 - THE NEW REPUBLIC
JAZZ AND BALLAD - The appointed and the journalistic biographers of Irving Berlin have had so much
to say recently about his person that he has almost forgotten his work.....of course, his work that draws attention to
his activities; but his work, and that alone, remains of importance, and the fact that he escaped death by not sailing
on the Titanic is insufficient when detached from Alexander's Ragtime Band and All Alone, to make him a
personality.
The songs and revues he has composed are as near universal in America as any other manifestation of
popular music. Indeed his detractors insist, without recognizing the ....nt they imply, that he is only a popularizer,
that he .....in other men's fields and even with their oxen. The ...al charge of plagiarism every composer has to face,
and in Berlin's accounting there is no flaw. There was a tune which sounded something like Alexander and another
which sounded like What'll I Do? But apparently it required what Berlin gave to make Alexander and what'll I Do?
Supremely popular. It would seem that such a specific gift could be easily isolated and defined: actually it is
extremely elusive.
There have been two occasions when Berlin so moninated the filed that he seemed to monopolize the
business of the popular song. The first, more than a decade ago, was when he had written all of the six most popular
songs of eighteen months - the time shortly following Alexander and made notable by The International Rag and
Everybody's Doing It. The second of these seems bumpy enough now, after the smooth intricacies of Lazy, but the
International Rag had qualities which musicians recognized in its time and which are still attractive. It ran and
laughed; it had facility; it was very nearly felicitous. Here and there these gay songs had a touch of sentiment - you
should hear Eva Gauthier lean on the obscure words, "my honey lamb" in Alexander to recognize it; but their
distinction was their raciness and lightness, their lack of thoughtfulness, their entire abandon to ragtime.
The contrast with Berlin's return to perihelion is perfect. Too many new men had arrived with fresh
rhythms, some with the musical equipment Berlin lacks, so that he could not be alone again; but he could be, and
was, supreme. It was only yesterday, with what'll I Do? and All Alone, songs of an almost unparalleled popularity
which, in spite of the radio, were inordinately profitable to the composer and as a "comeback" could not be bettered.
Both of these are sentimental songs; they lie in that part of Berlin's work which is of the least musical interest; his gift
of melody, rather than his gift of rhythm. I have heard, sketchily, the two songs Berlin will publish next; they are in
the same filed and I should guess will have the same, or nearly the same, success. After his years of work he can
write nothing wholly divorced from the rhythms of ragtime, but he can - it is generally known that he attaches the
greater importance to this side - subordinate tricky rhythms to a melodic flow which expresses deep or gentle,
certainly honest, emotions - and above all the feeling of longing, of loneliness.
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If this is wholly the Hebraic strain, the song of the exile, the lament of the dispossessed, how does it happen
that these are the very songs which America cherishes? For it is notable that in these, as in the songs of few other
composers, the words count enormously. Neither Brian Hooker's sophisticated, nor Ira Gershwin's roughly clever,
lyrics carry so in the songs of George Gershwin. Of these you know a few snatches, as you know "I'd walk a million
miles for one of your smiles, mah Mammy" or "California, here I came" and the rest is humming or whistling, is, in
short, the tune. But down to the terrible "just a photograph to tell my troubles to" and "waiting for a ring, a ting-aling" you know Berlin's words, and apart from a few lapses of intelligence like these, you find that his two
expressions, words and music, are surprisingly, perfectly related to each other and to his emotion. It must be
therefore that these songs of mitigated woe are universally acceptable to us, almost as acceptable as the sheer
nonsense about bananas we chanted two years ago, or our howls of delight when we found that our wives had gone to
the country, a decade since.
Suppose we are simply a sentimental people and glorify our mothers as Mammy, our homes as the banks of
the Wabash or the Swanee, our sweethearts as red-hot mammas or insufficient sweeties - the transference is peculiar
to say the least. Suppose, conversely, that our song-writers do not express us at all, and we pay them incredible
royalties to present us with acceptable lies. Why are the lies so close to the facts? It is a jumble, in any case. The one
thing we are reasonably sure of is that the medium, the present elaboration of ragtime we call jazz, is a musical
counterpart to some of our physical, and perhaps some of our mental, or spiritual, rhythms.
That we haven't complete control of the rhythm is clear, because we haven't control over it in its most
obvious forms; we have not yet arrived at an adjustment between the pedestrian and the motor car, between the
amount of work we have to do every day to keep alive and the amount of entertainment we require every night to
make keeping alive worth while; between the science which makes us rich and the faith which blesses the poor. We
are in a state of retardation, a physical as well as a cultural lag, and our music indicates, at times, the perfection we
may attain to - a ragtime perfection, of course, but one of perfect adjustment.
This is one of the things which make our popular music interesting to think about, quite apart from its
primary interests. But where, in this scheme, can you place such ballads as Berlin's? From the International Rag,
through pack Up Your Sins, and down to Lazy, he and his collaborators have caught the internal, still uncertain beat
of the growing present; his ballads of sadness have appealed to older instincts, possibly to sentiments that are dying.
In the earlier ones there was a forced note, an exaggeration or an unreality; but the current ballads seem to me not
false in feeling, not inappropriate, and beautifully articulated. At the same time they seem to have n such immediate
fruitfulness as the more energetic forms of jazz, as they appear in Berlin' and other hands. The ballads may be of the
nature of the everlasting, which would account for the way they move us now; but they are not so specifically of the
present as to move us enough. Gilbert Seldes.

AUGUST 16 - MUSICAL AMERICA
"HELP THE LIVING,' SAYS EVA GAUTHIER - Present-day composers need encouragement to produce
new art.
"People who are dead do not need our help any longer," says Eva Gauthier, explaining her preference for
young composers. "If a composer cannot hear his work produced, he loses the incentive to write. It is futile, anyway
to repeat forever the Schubert, Schumann and Brahms songs, lovely as they may be.
"Our present-day musicians must be encouraged to give us what they have, so that our own period shall not
be sterile - so that music shall not stand still."
It is a kind of vocal chamber music that Miss Gauthier presents at her soprano recitals, as well as the
recently introduced jazz group which created such excitement in the music world. With taste and patience, looking at
each program as a serious work of art, an aesthetic whole, Miss Gauthier collects novel works by modernists.
"American composers," Miss Gauthier says, "invariably occupy the place of honor on my programs. Their
work is so good - and I love America and everything American.
"Although I am a French-Canadian by birth and was a Dutch citizen at one time, my home is in America.
This is the only country in the world in which I should want permanently to live, and I think I have visited nearly all
countries.
"Sometimes, for about a week or so, I am happy in Paris - but it does not last. It is America I always want to
return to."
The prima donna type of singer - aloof, haughty and maintaining between herself and her audience an
insurmountable barrier - is Miss Gauthier's special aversion. In cubistic programs that alternately dismay and delight

- 715 -

her hearers, she establishes an intimacy with them that has increased the popularity that would accrue from her voice
alone. Her method of taking an audience into her confidence and explaining what she is trying to do is now widely
imitated.

SEPTEMBER - THE SACKBUT
MUSIC IN AMERICA ( AN IMPRESSION) by Arthur Bliss (London) - America gives at this moment the
impression of unexampled musical activity - as if some hundred-headed hydra were, after many years of fruitful
voice-training, to lift each of its young voices in lusty song: the fact that some of the throats emit a distinctly foreign
intonation does not affect the general exuberance, wherefore it is no small wonder that the ensuing chorus bids fair to
drown the husky and aging voice of Europe, gradually enfeebled, as it is, by the economic pressure on its windpipe.
It is hard on one's sense of patriotism, but in America lies the future of music. On the West side of the
Atlantic are found more and finer orchestras, larger audiences, countless more clubs for the study of music, infinitely
more schools, and withal every sign of still further development. Hardly a year passes without its crop of new
orchestras and musical institutions, into which European artists are being continually absorbed - a process which in
time will inflict the Old World with pernicious anemia.
One feature of this growth struck me forcibly - it is almost exclusively the professional element that sustains
the interest; of amateur choral societies similar to the English ones, of amateur chamber music organizations, so
prevalent on the continent, there are few signs. Almost always the clubs rely for their entertainment on their own or
visiting professional artists, to which attitude I ascribe the fact that the American audience is most swayed by the
heart, and little by the head. They have not yet learnt to make music in the true amateur spirit - for the love of it - and
the constant dependence on others has kept their critical instinct in a somewhat primitive state. hence, in America,
personality and the glamour of an anecdotal private life have a dangerous advantage over mere musicianship. As
soon as for every paid symphony orchestra there spring up two purely amateur orchestras, and for every paid choir,
three amateur choral societies, I prophesy a great change for the better in the critical attitude of audiences.
As it is, they possess a vitality for the absorption of music far exceeding ours. It is almost awe inspiring to
scan the list of concerts advertised at the beginning of each season in New York alone, and to gauge thereby the
appetite of the average concert goer. It is well nigh impossible to get a seat at any orchestral concert in Boston or
Philadelphia, and although symphony concerts in New York are as numerous as divorces, they are invariably as well
attended. In Chicago and farther west, one finds the same demand for orchestral music, and if bulk alone counted in
audiences as in other essential commodities, the scales would undoubtedly tip in favour of the Stadium in New York
and the Hollywood bowl.
There is one distinctive feature about American audiences. They have not yet had time to acquire deep
prejudices, judging rather by a simple criterion as to whether a work interests or moves them, irrespective of whether
it is what their fathers and grandfathers would have termed 'music.' If it be a new and unfamiliar piece of music, the
audience, as well as the composer, will have the undoubted advantage of knowing that the presentation will take
place under the best possible conditions. I have heard composers say that they never realized what a performance of
a new work could be until they heard the Philadelphia orchestra play it, for with that as with other fine orchestras
there, they could rely on a plethora of rehearsals and a conductor who would direct with the conviction that a new
work was more worthy of a fine rendition than a familiar one. It would seem that with these many advantages, some
truly American school of composition would arise, either a group having some technical and imaginative points in
common, and in contrast to European methods, or individuals representing strongly the districts in which they lived
and worked - why not, for example, the New England school, the Middle West and Pacific Coast composers! With
all wish to illustrate this attractive prospectus, one must admit the truth that, so far, there is no American school of
composers as such.
The majority working in America so obviously bring the traits of their original country with them that for
many years no distinctive school can grow up - until indeed, the country has absorbed its foreign blood and welded a
characteristic style out of the fusion. At present the country is in danger of becoming Europeanized. In addition to
the swarms of artists who conduct, play, and lecture, some distinguished composer is sure to arrive who sets his
stamp on the students of the country. One year it will be Casella, last year Stravinsky, next year Bartok, later
Honegger or Schoenberg, and each time some trick or mannerism from Europe is absorbed.
Most of the really living music in America draws its inspiration from outside the country, viz. Eichheim
from the Orient, Loeffler from the inspiration of the Schola Cantorum, Bloch from the traditions of his own race,
Carpenter from Paris.
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I heard an American composer trace the musical stream of his country to the twofold sources of 'jazz' and
'negro spiritual.' Personally, I think he was unjust to his music.
Jazz has been grossly overpraised, and when the experiment was tried of supplanting this hot-house flower
from the dance hall to the rarefied regions of the concert platform, it withered to boredom as would the slapstick
suddenly introduced into a sparkling Sheridan comedy.
As for the beautiful negro spirituals, in any other form they appear to me but barely disguised interpolations
for effect, like the conscious dressing up of folk-song in symphonic guise, of which we have seen so much, with the
difference that the former tunes belong to an entirely different race from that of the composers who make use of
them.
At present there is nothing in American music comparable to the architecture of the country, which has all
the impulse of a new creative effort. Only Varese shows something that may prove the American uncut diamond
meet to be polished by others who come later. But even he lives in and reflects New York - and is that not now the
most cosmopolitan city in the world?

SEPTEMBER 19 - LITERARY DIGEST
ON WITH THE "CHARLESTON!" "THE DANCE THAT DEMOLISHED a building," as some writers
name the "Charleston," has received the approval of the Dancing Teachers' Convention, in session recently at the
Waldorf-Astoria Hotel, New York. Against it was quoted the accusation that its stamping rhythm had caused the
disastrous collapse of the Pickwick Club in Boston, whereby forty-four people were killed and many injured.
Following that catastrophe, the Boston building department received a request from the Mayor's office to issue an
edict barring the "Charleston" from public dance-hallos. But the extraordinary popularity of the new favorite among
dances was not abated, we are told, by its presumed guilt of the Pickwick Club slaughter. "Practically all dance
teachers in New York and other cities of the East," we read, "are forced to teach the Charleston." One teacher is
quoted as saying that "while she did not greatly relish the Charleston, she thought a modified form of the dance,
minus superfluous jazzing, would add life to an occasion," and that the Charleston "was distasteful to her only as it is
danced by very young and over exultant flappers." In an article syndicated by the International Feature Service we
read:
From coast to coast the "Charleston" has caught the country swaying to its curious rhythm. No dance, since
jazz first came into vogue with the "bunny-hug" and the "turkey-trot," has created such a furore.
Enthusiasts ecstatically stamp to its syncopated measures, while others, equally in earnest, denounce it. "But
the controversy that is carried on everywhere concerning this latest mania has failed to stem its tide of popularity.
America is "Charleston" mad.
After recalling the facts of the Boston tragedy, the article continues:
There were many similar cases cited to substantiate this supposition. The description in the Bible of the
taking of Jericho tells how, when the seven priests, preceded by a force of armed men, compassed the city seven
times "the wall fell down flat." Even to-day when soldiers march across a bridge they are required to break step, for
engineers assert that the strongest bridge built can not withstand the strain of rhythmic vibration. A violin chord, if
tuned to exactly the right pitch, will shatter a vase. It is regarded by some, therefore, as not only a possibility but a
fact that the "Charleston" was responsible for the Boston tragedy.
But for each one who believes the "Charleston" to be a dance of death, there are thousands who blithely trip
its measures and proclaim it the most harmless, tho fascinating, stunt that has yet been introduced.
Emil Coleman, famous orchestra leader, who has played at the Montmartre, Club Lido, and other
fashionable night haunts of New York City, to admiring throngs of smart patrons, declares that the "Charleston" is
the most characteristically American of any of the modern dances. According to Mr. Coleman, the peculiar accent in
time is the musical expression of the native temperament.
The "Charleston" is said to have originated on a little island off the coast of South Carolina. From there it
found its way to the city of Charleston, where it was first taken up by the Negroes. It became so popular among them
that they inaugurated it in the much-frequented night clubs of Harlem. New York City.
Bee Jackson, well-known dancer, is said to be the first white girl to feature the "Charleston." She saw it
danced in "Runnin' Wild," the colored musical show that became the rage of Broadway, and immediately decided to
learn it. She took lessons from Lyda Webb, dancer at the Club Alaham, and soon became an expert. She first put on
the dance on Broadway in February, 1924, when she appeared in "The Silver Slipper." Later she introduced it at the
Club Richmond and the El Fey Club.
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According to Miss Jackson, the "Charleston" is a very smooth dance when properly performed. People who
are inexperienced, she says, do a sort of clog, which is not, according to her, the correct way to dance the
"Charleston." uses the original "Charleston" music from "Runnin' Wild" and "Georgia Brown" for her numbers.
The orchestration for the new "hoofing" mania is distinctive. According to Emil Coleman, the time and
rhythm are the same as in the fox-trot, but the accent, being oddly placed "between beats," makes the curious
syncopation that has so violently taken the country by storm. In the fox-trot the accent comes on the first and third
beats; whereas in the "Charleston" it occurs on the first beat and an eighth before the third beat. It is that little eighth
"off-beat" that fascinates the lovers of jazz so that they just can't resist this latest terpsichorrean craze.
Another distinctive feature of the dance is that it is "flatfooted." For the benefit of those optimistic persons
who feel themselves capable of learning to dance by correspondence course, the following information is given:
Oscar Duryea, American authority on modern dances, describes how it is actually performed. The position
of the start is as follows: Man's left foot behind the right, left toe at the heel of the right, both those turned out - his
partner's right foot in front of her left, her right heel at the toe of her left foot, both toes turned out. The man raises
the left foot and at the same time raises on the toe of the right, turn both toes in, twisting on the ball of the right foot.
With the feet in this position, both toes are twisted out, with the man's left heel in front of his right toe - his partner's
right heel in front at her left toe.
The man raises his left foot, at the same time rising on the ball of the right foot, and twists both toes in, then
puts his left foot behind the right one, and on the balls of both feet twists both toes out - his left toe behind at the
right heel. His partner raises her right foot, at the same time rising on the ball of her left foot and twists both toes in,
then puts her right foot in front and on the balls of both feet turns both toes out - her right toe in front at her left heel.
A toddle movement is take throughout all the "Charleston" steps, on the foot on which the weight happens to be.

OCTOBER 24 - MUSICAL AMERICA
NEGRO IN MUSIC SETS HIGH GOAL OF ENDEAVOR - (Editorial Note - Perhaps the loveliest folkmusic of the American continent is found in the spirituals and secular music of the Negro race. From it stem the
themes of Dvorak's "New World" Symphony, as much as that bete noir of the classicist, jazz. From religious plaints
of the camp-meeting to the quaint gaiety of the "hoe-down," composers have found much in this treasure of
unconscious melody to inspire them. Today the negro is entering the lists of the performer, in many cases with
distinguished success. Versatility has been found in surprising measure in these artists. Their achievements range
from sonata to syncopation, from lieder to lullaby. Their efforts are unriching the repertoire.
During the past year negro music has made a distinct advance, and is more and more taking a definite place
in the music of the world.
Negro artists have been unusually well received this season, and have been accorded splendid ovations.
Several significant things have taken place this season which have greatly affected the interest and welfare of Negro
artists, and which have done much to encourage a desire to seek musical careers, and to open up the way for
ambitious young students.
Growing interest is still manifested in the Negro Spirituals, and more and more these songs of the negro are
being appreciated and revered more than ever. The National Association of Negro Musicians, which held its
convention in Indianapolis last July, devoted a great deal of discussion towards the preservation of the negro
spirituals, and of a desire to see them held sacred, and not be commercialized, as there has been a tendency to do.
At one of the sessions of the convention of the Negro musicians an entire program of negro music was
rendered, in which works of some of the leading negro composers, like Nathaniel Dett. Clarence Cameron White,
Carl Diton, J. Rosamond Johnson, and others were used. This association is doing much to advance the standards
and ideals among negro musicians. At the last session of the convention Nathaniel Dett was elected president. Dett
has been the head of the music department of Hampton for several years.
A Leader Lost
Negro music lost a noted character in the death of Prof. John W. Work, who for twenty-five years was a
member of the faculty of Fisk University, and a pioneer in the collecting and preserving of the negro spirituals. Prof.
Work and his brother, Fred, have done more to make known the beauty and value of Negro music than any other
persons in America, and are regarded as the recognized authorities on this music.
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While at Fisk university Prof. Work made that institution the leading center in America for the study,
collecting and preservation of the negro spirituals. He kept alive the tradition built around these songs that began
when the first group of singers went out from Fiske in 1871, and which resulted in Jubilee Hall. Jubilee Hall was
built from the proceeds of the first Jubilee singers that went out from Fiske that toured Europe and America, and it
was Work that made Jubilee Hall known to this generation.
Fisk singers Active
For many years Prof. Work traveled with and organized quartets of Fisk University and carried the songs of
the negro throughout the world. He made the Fisk singers famous. He had a beautiful tenor voice, and could interpret
the negro spirituals as few singers could. he knew their history, background, and origin, for he passed years making a
systematic study of this music in the South.
He and his brother wrote a book on folk songs of the American negro, which is one of the most complete
books on this subject and is frequently consulted by schools and colleges seeking information and knowledge on
negro music.
Besides his work in music, Prof. Work was professor of Latin. He was a graduate of Fisk University, and
did postgraduate work at the University of Chicago.
After he resigned from Fisk University he was elected to the presidency of Roger Williams in which
capacity he was serving at the time of his death. Prof. Work will ever be associated with the development of Negro
Music in America. It was he who inspired such singers as Roland Hayes to devote their lives and interest toward
saving the music of the Negro.
The Fisk University Singers this season will be under the leadership of Walter K Varney, who has had large
experience as a concert manager. Mr. Varney was recommended to head the Fisk singers by Joseph Riter under
whose management the singers traveled throughout England last summer, in which they appeared before the King
and Queen.
The director of the Fisk singers has had a most varied career. He served as volunteer ambulance driver in
the French Army, and received the Croix de Guerre in this division. He later joined the American Army in France,
and afterwards became the personal representative of Anne Morgan, in which he made a tour of the country raising
funds for the American committee of Devastated France.
He was also secretary of the Franco-American Musical society, an organization formed for the purpose to
further the interest of French music in America, and American music in France. The Fisk singers will doubtless enjoy
a successful season under their manager, and all indications point that the tour this year will mean much to the
university. The university will seek to raise $100,000 this year, and the singers will devote most of their time toward
assisting in this effort.
In the fear that the Negro spirituals are losing their place in the new South. Tuskegee Institute, in Alabama,
will start a movement this season to make a more serious today of negro Folk-songs with a view of bringing about a
new appreciation to the present generation of the South. It is thought that as the result of the migration of Negroes
from the South a great many of the best musicians of the race have come North, and that as the result the new South
is not getting the benefit of the value of many of the Negro songs that came from the plantations. Tuskegee will visit
the plantations and make a study of the negro songs and place them in book form so that they might be saved.
Alabama is a fertile field for the study of the negro spirituals, and Tuskegee's location will help it to render distinct
service along this line. It is interesting to know how these songs are collected by the students of Hampton, Fisk,
Tuskegee, Calhoun, Atlanta University, and the Penn School.
Preserving Spirituals
Fisk University sends out students each year to collect and preserve these songs. The quartets from these
schools have sung with much success throughout the country. The new work of Tuskegee in making further study of
these songs will be watched with a great deal of interest.
The Fisk University Singers will give a concert at Town Hall, New York, on the evening of Nov. 2. The
concert will be the first appearance of the singers under their new management. The singers will give another concert
in Brooklyn at the Academy of Music in Nov. 12. The singers are scheduled to appear throughout the country this
season, and their repertoire will include many of the favorite spirituals, many of them being heard for the first time
this season.
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The Fisk University singers are among the foremost of the university singers that are helping to keep alive
the Negro music of America. Their interpretation of these songs is said to be the best of any group of any singers
before the public. Fisk has made the folk-songs a part of its tradition, and has been sending out jubilee singers since
1871. The singer will again this season be headed by J. A. Meyers.
The Wood's Blind Jubilee singers, from the Industrial School for Adult blind in Birmingham, Ala., have
been on a tour this season, in which they have covered fifteen States. They have sung with much success, and their
tour has been in the interest of their campaign to raise $40,000 to equip the school. In addition to singing in halls and
churches, the singers have been making records for the Paramount Phonograph Company. The school which the
singers represent has an enrollment of forty students, and is doing a splendid service for the blind in Alabama. The
singers are under the management of P. J. Wood who is also blind. Wood is a graduate of Paul Quinn College, and
the State School for the Blind in Austin, Tex. The singers will not return to the south until December.
Mezzo-Soprano Who Appeared as Soloist
One of the Negro artists head this season has been Marion Anderson, mezzo-soprano, who appeared as
soloist at the Lewisohn Stadium with the New York Philharmonic Orchestra. Miss Anderson was one of the eight
young American artists chosen by the Audition Committee to appear at the Stadium this season, and was the only
singer out of 3000 applications. She was accorded a fine ovation, and sang before an audience of 7500, which was
said to be the third largest of the season. She sang an aria from "La Favorita" and a group of negro spirituals. In the
aria she was assisted by the New York Philharmonic Orchestra, and in her spirituals by her accompanist, William
King.
Miss Anderson resides in Philadelphia where she began her musical career as a church singer. Her voice
attracted the attention of some of the leading music critics of Philadelphia, and the famous teacher Giuseppe
Boghetti. She became a pupil of Boghetti under whom Miss Anderson made her debut with the Philharmonic Society
of Philadelphia. Miss Anderson has had an interesting career, and has received fine tributes from the leading critics
of the country. She was the first to receive the scholarship of the National Association of Negro Musicians. She will
be heard again this season in concert.
A Vocal Spokesman
Roland Hayes who will soon return from Europe to begin his American concert tour, which he will open in
Providence, R. I., will be given a welcome reception by the colored citizens of Atlanta, Ga.; when he appears in that
city this year. Some of the leading and most representative of the colored citizens of Atlanta will form the reception
committee that will entertain Hayes. The reception is to be a tribute to Hayes from the natives of Georgia in
recognition of the distinction and rise of Hayes from a farm boy in Georgia to a singer of international fame.
Hayes is proud of the fact that he was born in Georgia, and when he sings in Atlanta his home State will
show him how proud they are of him. The details of the reception are being worked out by the Fine Arts Club of
which Kemper Harrell of Morehouse College is the chairman. Hayes will be in America until next April. He will
appear again as soloist with the Boston Symphony. He has been meeting with remarkable success this season on his
European tour.
Mrs. Lillian E. Tibbs of Washington, D. C., has won recognition as a singer of opera roles in Europe. She
was known in European circles as Evanti, and appear in some of the leading cities abroad. She has returned to
America where she will be heard in concert this season. On Oct. 23 she sang in New York at the International House,
under the auspices of the Fisk University Club, presented by Mrs. Edna Rochon Boutte. This was her first
appearance in this city since her return from abroad.
Harry Burleigh, one of the most distinguished of the Negro singers and musicians, and who for thirty years
has been a member of the choir of St. George P. E. Church passed the summer visiting in Europe.
He went in the interest of his health, and returns greatly improved from his visit. Burleigh has done much
towards the preservation of Negro music, and his arrangements of many of the Negro spirituals have made him
widely known throughout the country. His thirtieth anniversary as a member of the choir of St. George Church was
celebrated by a program of negro music arranged by Burleigh by the St. George choir. This is the first time that a
thing of this kind has ever been done. In addition to Mr. Burleigh's work at St. George, he is a member of the choir
of the Jewish synagogue, where he has been fro twenty-five years.
Olive P. Hopkins, one of the leading young colored sopranos of the country, has enjoyed a very successful
season this year. She has been heard throughout the country in recitals and has been warmly praised by the critics.
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She is a singer of charm and fine personality. She is assisted in her work by Lorenzo F. Dyer, accompanist, and
organist of Mount Olivet Baptist Church.
University Work
Wilberforce University in Ohio, one of the leading institutions for the higher education of the Negro has
established a regular musical department with a faculty of well trained teachers. The new department at Wilberforce
will endeavor to give a well rounded musical education, and is to receive special emphasis as a part of the work of
the university. Wilberforce is under the direction of the A. M. E. Church which is one of the largest Negro religious
bodies in the country, and is one of the oldest Negro colleges. Dr. W. S. Scarborough was former president of the
college.
The Hampton Quartet has enjoyed one of its most successful seasons. The quartet has been singing
throughout New England during the summer at the homes of the patrons of the school and those interested in Negro
education.
Dr. Melville Charlton, Negro organist, will give an organ recital, dedicating the organ of the new Mother
Zion Church, New York, on Thursday evening, Oct. 29. The program will be under the auspices of class No. 7, of
which C. A. Jordan is leader. For fourteen years Dr. Charlton has been musical director and organist of a Jewish
Temple in New York, and for fourteen years has been organist of the Union theological Seminary. Last June Howard
University in Washington, D. C., conferred upon him the Degree of Doctor of Music.
Other Negro Artists
A joint recital was given at the St. James Presbyterian Church, Oct. 2, by Josephine Muse, soprano, and
Sonoma Talley, pianist. The recital was one of merit, both young artists, being well equipped. James Walker was the
accompanist. Miss Muse is a teacher of music in the public schools of Washington, and Miss Talley is a member of
the faculty of the Martin-Smith School.
Mrs. Marie Barrier Houston will be heard in concert this season. She was educated in the Oberlin
Conservatory. She is one of the foremost sopranos of the Negro race. She has sung throughout the country with
success. Cleveland G. Allen

NOVEMBER 4 - NEW REPUBLIC
SHAKE YOUR FEET - The scientific students of dancing have a pretty subject made for their hand. A little
over a year ago, in a negro revue called Runnin' Wild, Messrs. Miller and Lyles presented a new dance, the
Charleston. Everything about it was fresh and exciting; the steps were complicated, sometimes outrageous; and the
dancers helped the band by beating and slapping and stamping out the rhythm which, in turn, was startling and
complex. For a doctorate in the lively arts I suggest a thesis, not only analyzing the event into its elements, but
delving into history and discovering whether the song was written before the music, the music composed before the
dance; or did some genius create a new step and cry aloud for a fresh idiom?
The first impression made by the Charleston was extraordinary. You felt a new rhythm, you saw new
postures, you heard a new frenzy in the shout of the chorus. You were aware that in all this novelty there persisted
elements as old as the cakewalk and probably as native, as traditional, as the levee dances. To me there is an extra
flick of pleasure in the thought of this development; and another, even greater, pleasure in seeing a dance which uses
the whole body far more than the now conventional steps of the fox-trot and one-step. The Charleston as an
exhibition dance employed to advantage what the extravagant shimmy had brought in - the quiver of the body
otherwise motionless, the use of the torso in the dance; it added the movements of the hips, thighs, buttocks, made
familiar since Shuffle Along - the characteristic negro freedom of movement, frank and engaging; the patting which
accompanies the blues was varied to slapping and the hand fell on any portion of the body, in a frenzy. As if excited
by the dance to the point where they did not care whether they were graceful or not, the chorus assumed the most
awkward postures - knock-knees, legs "akimbo," toes turned in until they met, squattings, comic little leaps sidewise.
And then, the visual high point of the dance, these seemingly grotesque elements were actually woven, in the rhythm
of the dance, into a pattern which was full of grace and significance, which was gay and orgiastic and wild.
The experts whom I have timidly questioned assure me that the time of the pure Charleston is new. The
ordinary syncopation of ragtime seems to have been aggravated and the accent falls in between the beats where you
naturally expect it. This is what give the Charleston its breath-taking quality; it corresponds exactly to the sharp
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broken intake of breath when you run into some one coming round a corner, where you make a mistake walking
down a flight of stairs in the dark. Accustomed to the off-beat of jazz, we are startled again by this division of timeintervals, startled and exhilarated. It is a variation which multiplies the intricacies of jazz. Until you are accustomed
to it the Charleston tempo is a little unnerving; and trying to follow it, even so distantly as in beating time, is a little
maddening. There seems to be no telling when the accent is going to arrive; you are bewildered and excited as you
are by the shifting measures of the Sacre du Printemps when you first encounter them. Yet neither the one nor the
other is actually irresponsible; it is only the phenomenon of a new pattern that is disconcerting.
The Charleston, not yet two years old, has already had interesting developments. The first impression - that
it was purely an exhibition dance which the amateur would do well to leave alone - has been corrected. It seemed a
specialist's style, no doubt, because of the superb negro chorus which first presented it, the abandon to the dance was
so complete, the separate movements so broad and free, that there seemed no possibility of two people doing it
together. The tango, a superb exhibition dance, both beautiful and complicated, entered the dance hall by
simplification; essentially it was always right for the amateur because it was based on the relation of one body to the
other. The Charleston, as we first saw it, seemed to admit no relation between bodies; it required only the relation of
one body to the music. Certain "steps" - where the dancer crosses his hands on his knocked-knees, weaves them back
and forth, teetering at the same time on the ball of the foot )a step, I may say, extremely lovely to watch, when it is
done by women, in spite of the way it sounds) are not in our present style of dancing at all. Our style, the one-step
style, requires the dancers to be continually in each other's arms; whereas some of the essential moments of the
Charleston would drive them apart as remorselessly as the Apache mime-dance does. Nevertheless, there are enough
steps in the Charleston adaptable to the duet, and schools are teaching it, the movie houses hold Charleston contests,
little children imitate its steps on the sidewalks and along country roads - I have seen them. Integrated largely into
the one-step they add a needed refreshment to its growing sloppiness and monotony. Slide, balance, weave, kick shake your feet! The Charleston gives you liberty. Only, like many other liberating influences, it is a discipline, hard
to master; and if you do not master it, taking the liberties without the discipline, the resulting awkwardness is
disgusting.
On the professional stage the Charleston has not quite destroyed acrobatic dancing; it has provided a more
exciting mark for the good dancers to aim at, a new basic pattern about which they can weave their own variations.
The best of the numbers developed this year, as I have seen them, is danced by the Gertrude Hoffman girls in Artists
and Models, a bacchanale which is far more thrilling than the number in which the same girls drape themselves
around wide ropes of webbing and sail out over the audience. The bacchanale seems to me altogether out of the
ordinary, and it is a pity that it comes so early in the evening that many people miss it. It has the appearance of being
entirely disorganized, a chaos in which each girl does something wild without caring what the others are doing. It
has, of course, some sort of form - must have if only to keep the girls in their positions. But the exciting thing is the
individual use of the entire body - even the neck and the head participate in the movement, making one thing of those
"barbaric" dances Hvelock Ellis describes, for the dance is voluptuous and frenetic. That is the Charleston influence
on the stage.
How far that influence can effectively reach the private citizen is a question. The turkey-trot and its similars
were supposed to be liberating dances; they gave the decisive blow to the stately dance, but they did not survive because they were ugly, I think, more than because they were "immoral." They left the field free for the fox-trot and
the one-step, easy to learn, pleasant enough to dance to, and giving sufficient freedom so that you had the satisfaction
of creating your own conformity with the rhythm. They have lasted some ten years - a brief span if you compare the
popularity of the waltz, or the schottische, or the Boston; and today the Charleston has made them seem stuffy, overpolite. The new dance, threatening them seriously, is at the same time more definite in its steps and more abandoned.
It is certainly much more exciting to watch than any other current dance; excepting the tango it has all the points of
all the others. And the triumph of doing even its most elementary steps correctly is more of a thrill than waltzing the
original Merry Widow up and down a circular staircase. Gilbert Seldes.

NOVEMBER 14 - MUSICAL AMERICA
SONGS LEARNED FROM NEGRO NURSE AND FOLK-WORKS INTEREST CHARLES STRATTON
A Southern negro "mammy" rocked a white child, crooning to him mournful, rhythmic tunes with words
about rabbits' feet and "debbils." Come the day when the white child grew too big for the nurse to hold, but still in
his child brain lingered the haunting melodies that had lulled him to sleep. he planned to be a singer. He confided in
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his mother, herself a good amateur musician. She promised to help him, taught him what she could, helped him
override his father's objections. There were years of study, winters spent in Boston and New York, and Charles
Stratton tenor, began to appear in public.
He remembered the spirituals his "mammy" taught him, made them a part of his programs until now they
are everywhere connected with his name. The negro spirituals will be on his program again this year. He will also
specialize in Icelandic songs, the study of which he has found very interesting.
"They are written on the five-tone scale," he says, "and they give the effect of being a combination of ultramodern and folk-music."
Mr. Stratton will also feature this season primitive Greek songs, They are working songs, songs of the
peasants that have been unearthed and arranged by Ravel. The rest of his programs will be made up of modern
French and Italian songs.
"I am using now, in addition to the negro songs I learned at home when I was a boy, a group of songs that I
learned from the Negroes on St. Helena's Island South Carolina, Every part of the south has its own special songs.
The Tennessee spirituals, for instance, are different from the Virginia spirituals, the Alabama from the Kentucky.
Each section has its own dialect, its own individuality," he says.
Mr. Stratton is about to start on a concert tour that will keep him busy until after Christmas. he will sing at
the opening concert of the Chaminade Club in Brooklyn on Nov. 17, On Nov. 22 he will sing as soloist in two
performances of the Beethoven Ninth Symphony in one day with the Boston Symphony, under the leadership of
Serge Koussevitzky. Incidentally, these will be the sixteenth and seventeenth times Mr. Stratton has sung in the
Beethoven work in public. He has sung it with orchestras under Bagrilowitsch. Stokowski, Monteux, van
Hoogstraten and Damrosch. he will make a tour of the south after Christmas and again after Easter.
Besides his concert activities, Mr. Stratton is soloist for the Brick church and the Temple Beth-el in New
York.
A.J.

NOVEMBER 14 - MUSICAL AMERICA
HAS JAZZ HURT CONCERT-GIVING? - MANAGERS SAY "NO!" - Has jazz taken possession of
public attention at the expense of other kinds of music? Whether popular syncopated idioms are changing the
standards and content of concert programs, managers throughout the Middle West and in New England seem to be
confident that the influence is negligible, according to inquiries made by MUSICAL AMERICA.
When jazz crashed into the concert field several years ago, and serious recitals in this idiom were first given
in New York, Chicago and elsewhere, many musicians felt apprehensive of the ultimate effect on musical art in
general.
Song programs juxtapose wordless vocalizes from Austria with "blues" ballads from Broadway; and concert
works for orchestra and other instruments penned in the rhythm derived from lilts of the dance halls have been
applauded by some of the most conservative listeners.
Then London has succumbed - at least partially - to an American organization giving programs of this type
in sacrosanct concert halls. The New York Symphony will next winter present George Gershwin as soloist in his new
Piano Concerto, in which the syncopated idiom will presumably have an important role.
Whither is this tendency leading?
Will noted orchestras all over the world - the Gewandhaus in Leipzig, the Augusteo in Rome - be playing
jazz before the decade is over?
More important to the concert artist and manager - Have jazz concerts hurt serious music during the past
few seasons?
Answers are embodied in the following statements by some leading local managers of New York, Chicago,
Boston, Washington and Milwaukee:
Chicago optimistic
Jazz concerts have not had a detrimental effect on serious concerts, in the opinion of Chicago managers.
Reasons advanced for this view range from the alleged monotony of the jazz concerts and the rarity of a real
personality among leaders to the opinion that the concerts do not have a real following among the Chicagoans who
habitually attend the recitals of artists.
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Henry E. Voegeli, of the Chicago firm of Wessels and Voegeli, said: "Jazz concerts have not been
detrimental to the business of serious concert artists. Business is all right. There are, however, too many artists in the
field for many of them to expect to win a commanding or exclusive place in the field."
May Bring Competition
Rachel Busey Kinsolving, Chicago impresario and manager of the Kinsolving Musicales at the Blackstone
Hotel, says: "Jazz concerts do not affect serious concerts unless they are scheduled on the same date with other
recitals. In such a case audiences will show a decided preference for the jazz. But these concerts have no lasting
effect. They may even have a beneficial effect upon the established concert business, because many in the audiences
of jazz orchestras playing here have discovered they are wearisome after more than half a concert has been heard."
Clarence E. Cramer, Chicago manager of artists, says: "Jazz is on the down grade. Paul Whiteman is the
only jazz leader who has combined jazz with something artistic. He is doing an unusually fine business, and is being
engaged by large universities, such as those of Wisconsin and Illinois, as well as by influential music clubs
throughout the country. From whatever motive Mr. Whiteman's orchestra is engaged, his combination of jazz with
something artistic has served to break down the old conventional barriers. People everywhere are more receptive to
things which have hitherto been inexcusably frowned upon by the 'highbrows.' The ballet is one thing to which doors
have been more liberally opened since jazz first made a claim upon the serious attention of concert-goers.
Radio Listeners' Preferences
"Radio listeners-in have tired of jazz, and an impromptu questionnaire of any one I have chanced to meet
anywhere has shown me that the first thing a radio fan would like to hear over the other is a symphony orchestra.
Among soloists they would like a contralto. The old day is passing when anybody could sell a soprano or a tenor.
Male quartets would be enjoyed, if goodness could be found which were willing to sing under present radio
conditions. Thus jazz, through the radio, has worked itself out of a place where it now arouses unusual enthusiasm.
"The jazz concert has paved the way for a new American music. Certainly we are a different people from
Europeans, and our music will be different. It will combine some jazz elements with others. An illuminating parallel
is that of light opera, which started out very feebly, so far as art is concerned, but which shortly developed into
something extremely beautiful.
Sees Art Development
"So jazz, which has at least go to the attention of serious audiences, must surely be facing a development
into something suitable to refined appreciation. Mr. Whiteman's concerts, a cross between art music and jazz, and not
strict jazz, have done much for American music and for the stimulation of the concert business."
Harry Culbertson, New York and Chicago impresario and manager of artists, says: "The jazz concerts have
had no traceable effect upon our business. Our prospects indicate the normal increase of patronage next year which is
expected every year with the development of business. So far as we can tell, the talk of bad business is coming from
the East."
"Will Have Its Day"
A. H. Handley, Boston manager, makes the following statement: "I would say that I cannot find that jazz
concerts have either aided or injured good concerts or courses of concerts in any way.
"When a manager presents a Whiteman or Lopez or some similar concert, it is generally done outside of a
regular course and on an entirely different basis than I would present a serious artist.
"Personally, I feel that this particular form of concert is merely a present-day vogue and will have its day."
Richard Newman, Boston manager says: "I see no reason why jazz concerts should interfere or harm
programs of more serious music. In my experience, the lighter phase of the more popular programs acts as a leaven
to music generally. 'Jazz,' for want of a better name, is here to stay, and I believe it will prove more of a help than a
hindrance to the cause of good music. What the 'better musicians' should do is to adjust themselves to the times and
give the people what they obviously want."
Washington Not enthusiastic
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T. Arthur Smith, manager, of Washington, reports that he can see no detrimental effect on the serious
concerts by jazz. The people who patronize one kind do not patronize the other, he states. jazz audiences gradually
become educated to better music, he believes, just as infants learn to crawl and then walk.
The one organization brought to Washington was so poorly patronized, he states, that it must have seemed
embarrassing to the performers. Washington did not seem to take to jazz concerts.
Milwaukee has had no jazz concerts except one by Paul Whiteman in the past season and, with the other
possible exception, a recital by Eva Gauthier. The only place where jazz is played is at clubs, in theaters, movies and
similar places where the jazz music is an adjunct to the other forms of entertainment.
Marion Andrews, impresario, of Milwaukee, says jazz is not and has not been a factor in concert giving in
that city. No paid concerts are given in this field and the radio in jazz has no particular effect on concert giving as
now practiced.
Margaret Rice, another prominent Milwaukee manager, was not in the city at the time the inquiry was made,
and could not be consulted on the question.

NOVEMBER - THE SACKBUT
THE JAZZ MYTH by H. S. Gordon (London) - The outstanding achievement of jazz is that everybody has,
or had, an opinion about it. Like the 'Irish Question,' 'Tariff Reform,' the length of skirts of the female, and the width
of the trousers of the male, in their respective days, one could not escape the Jazz Question in its day. Serious
musicians were agonized by its piratical outrages, lesser musicians found it a moderately easy means of earning a
substantial livelihood and were content to leave it at that, and the ordinary citizen alleged that it suited his taste
admirably. The psychologist and the theologian saw in its popularity a reaction against the tension of war, or an
outward manifestation of moral irresponsibility.
Regarded as a musical affair, jazz is a series of devices, mostly quite old, and in a few cases novel. Its
humour is usually crude and occasionally vulgar. It seeks to divert by an appeal to the ludicrous. Rhythmically it is
strong, though no stronger than many a classic. In the matter of resource, it is poverty-stricken. Evidence of that may
be found in the fact that an extraordinarily efficient band employing the jazz medium was engaged to broadcast
freely for several months. To borrow the words of an official, the public used to yell for t, but in due course they
yelled at it! Its monotony was deadly.
Having amused ourselves by succumbing to the universal urge to express an opinion about jazz, we may
proceed with a light heart to the business in hand, namely, a consideration, not of its nature, but of its method of
propaganda. For the notable thing is not jazz, but the jazz-craze. It is precisely because everybody talked about it that
it is remarkable, and for no other reason whatsoever. Jazz is a myth, but the salesmanship of jazz, the method
whereby it has been foisted upon the public, is an imposing reality.
You can succeed in business by creating an appetite and then satisfying it. Has not Wrigley persuaded half
the American population that chewing gum, an entirely useless and disagreeable habit, is both good for the
constitution and a pleasure to behold? And has he not profited thereby to the extent of being able, if he wishes, to
establish himself as a patron of the arts?
The jazz habit is much the same as the chewing-gum habit. People get it because they are persuaded - ever
so subtly - that it is the thing they have been waiting for, almost the explanation of the riddle of the purpose behind
life. And, just as they buy gum because everybody's chewing it, so they jazz, because everybody's doing it.
In the very nature of things, the appeal of jazz could have had nothing to do with a reaction to music. A mob
movement in so exclusive a thing as music is a contradiction in terms. It gripped because its exploiters left nothing to
chance. It was not put before the public with apologetic hesitancy, as our serious music is offered. Instead, its
sponsors came out boldly with a fine ensemble of players, well-dressed and taught to be showmen, and with the
confident assertion, 'This is the thing of the future.' nobody told the public they ought to like it: They were informed
instead that they would be unable to resist it. And, of course, they responded, as they always respond to skillful
propaganda. In competition with serious music, it was a case of a less attractive article handled with the utmost skill,
against the better article handled in a manner reminiscent of a hundred years ago.
We learn very slowly. Sousa persuaded masses of people that a brass band was a more attractive thing than
an orchestra, and he has shaped his career on the response to his brilliant methods as a publicist. The jazz myth
carried this to its logical conclusion and, in its wake, the population, even royal members of it, are being persuaded

- 725 -

that variants of tissue-paper and a comb can furnish aesthetic delights to the adult intelligence, superior to those
provided by the greatest virtuosi.
At the heart of it all is the cheery appeal to the crowd, 'Come and enjoy yourselves.' Simultaneously, serious
music has frowned upon the world and said 'Take care. You might be bored; you will surely be uncomfortable.'
Some day, somebody will wake up to the propaganda possibilities of such points as the fascination of the
world of great music, and the unlimited resources of the modern orchestra with possibilities so numerous that
monotony is impossible; and even to the fantastic notion that there is no reason why fine music should be performed
only in hideous and comfortless barns, or that concerts should be, as social gatherings, unbearable. Or perhaps we
shall drift along until our very countenances assume the appearance of a pale imitation of the stars and stripes.

NOVEMBER - THE SACKBUT
THAT UBIQUITOUS RAG by Rodney Bennett (London) - One always wondered how it was done, and
concluded vaguely that three or four musical toughs. Tex this and Al that and Carl the other - forgathered in a flash
joint back of Broadway. I think that is right-and astutely jazzed up those astounding farragoes destined before long to
run about the world like a rash. And one wondered just how such collaboration worked. How did three, if not more,
collaborate, even on a rag. Did Tex do the syncopations, and then Al write in some words with a grain of sense in
them, and Carl (or maybe Abe) finish the process by ruthlessly extracting the grain and jumping on it? Or did they all
start by getting sentimentally drunk? Or what? Of course, there was Gershwin, whose hands could compass the
immense intricacies of the Rhapsody in Blue, and Zez Confrey, who could not only perform prodigies of jazz, but
even write an instruction book on how to do likewise; but the Tex-Al-Carl suspicion always remained, together with
the resentful feeling that they were cynical and disillusioned exploiters of human frailty.
And now, to correct that idea, there comes Alexander Woollcott, who is a dramatic critic but knows better,'
with a life of Irving Berlin, the acknowledged king of them all. That nice mot about Alexander is the concluding
phrase of the publisher's puff printed inside the jacket, one of these strange elusions which force one to conclude that
American publishers are own cousins to American film magnates; the sort of thing that makes the sensitive reader
utter a gasp, slap the book down and run for miles. But the reader who slaps down Mr. Wollcott will miss a curious
and interesting book. True, the puff says 'this is the eventful chronicle of......a vagrant nighthawk on Bowery....... who
became before he was thirty the master of folksong for his new hand written: it repeats and carries on the undying
romance of America, and much other such windy stuff; but Mr. Wollcott knows better than to write like that. His
book is alive, rarely sentimental and always interesting . It tells, and tells very well, a queer story, of which the main
facts are these:
Irving Berlin, 'the man who took ragtime when it was little more than a mannerism of the pianists in
rathskellers and bordellos' and, in 1911, set the world jigging to the syncopated strains of 'Alexander's Ragtime
Band'; who voiced the sentiments of the American army in "Oh, How I Hate To Get Up In The Morning,' and, more
recently, set a million sentimentalists murmuring 'What'll I Do?', was born in Russia, the son and grandson of Jewish
heritage. His name was Israel Baline. emigrating to America at the age of four, he began life in Cherry Street as a
newsboy, at fourteen embarked upon the artistic career as the leader of a blind singer in the saloons of Bowery,
turned singer himself, became a waiter in Chinatown, hatched his first song in collaboration with another waiter, and
is now, though still unable to read or write music, or to play the piano more than indifferently, an Incorporated
Company, part owner of New York's neatest theatre, the Music Box, composer of enough songs and musical shows
to fill thirteen pages of moderate print, earner of an annual income that must pass the 50,000 lb. mark, and, if this
book be true, a likable person, a kind of American Kipps.
An extraordinary and romantic career, which incidentally sets one considering what are the human
characteristics of the writer and his public which make possible so fabulous and universal a popularity. The answer
may be made that advertisement does the trick, and the publicity department of Irving Berlin Inc. might agree with
natural pride. It is, of course, vastly helped in its operations by the Irving Berlin legend: The romantic idea of a man
who was poor yesterday and is rich to-day; of a composer who, though he learned the piano be picking out tunes on
the black notes and is still so unhappy outside F# major that he has had constructed a piano with a sliding keyboard,
is nevertheless the ragtime king of his adopted continent. For romantic, hard-headed, self-made and sentimental
America dearly loves an Aladdin, especially if he be superficially incompetent. Yet that answer is a little too easy to
be convincing. Advertisement is an effect rather than a cause. It can assist, but hardly create. It can promulgate a
legend and a fame, but not make it time-proof; and, though it can boost a man to the top of the tree, can hardly keep
him there for fifteen years. Besides, Berlin had neither advertisement nor legend to assist him from Chinatown to Tin
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Pan Alley; and even now, though it has a publicity system sufficiently vast and ramified to set all America humming
a tune within twenty-four hours of publication, Irving Berlin Inc. cannot maintain the vogue unless the material is
right, and modestly confesses itself well satisfied if, out of an annual publication of 125 songs, it stabilizes the
popularity of four. Advertisement can be of permanent effect only if the thing advertised possesses qualities of
permanent appeal. In the case of Berlin, humor, topicality, a certain ingenuity of rime, and, what is more important,
strength and variety of rhythm are among these elements, but they are not the fundamental; for these alone have
never been, and probably never will be, the key to universal popularity among the English-speaking peoples.
Every tune that stands in the first rank of popularity, at least among the non-Latin races of the western
world, will be found to be of a more or less mournful cast; and Mr. Wollcott probably puts his finer upon the
essential point when he observes that, beneath all the externals of syncopation and popular fashion. Berlin's songs
still express 'the wail of his sorrowing tribe, the lamentations of a people self-pitying time out of mind.' Which
people includes not only the Jews, but all those who love, in the jargon of Tin Pan Alley, something with a tear in it.
And they are the legions of a sentimental world.
It may be argued without a trace of superiority - for none but a fool is superior about anything so interesting
and incalculable as humanity - that the vast mass of the uneducated public, whether it come from public school or
ghetto, the vast public, that is, which has never learned to think realistically about anything, least of all about itself, is
mentally in a condition of youth. Now it is characteristic of every youth to harbour in the pathetic and secret recesses
of his soul the idea, ideal or illusion that he is unique. He believes that he is indefinably yet radically different from
everyone else in the world, and that, given the luck, he could demonstrate that startling fact to the remainder of
humanity. As years pass, one of two things happens to him-he either grows up or does not; he either faces the
realistic and bitter fact that he is in no sense unique or goes on harbouring his illusion. The majority of mankind,
perhaps fortunately, never grows up, but, remaining essentially romantic and poetic in its self-estimation, saves the
skin of its soul by turning from the callous present to the kindlier vaguenesses of past and future. It is to this
ineradicable and quite pleasant self-pity that Berlin appeals. His is the music of might-have-been and maybe, "I wish
I'd' and "I wanna." He has become a success, an Inc. and an institution primarily because he typifies and epitomizes
a vast section of humanity, because he writes his own words and puts them to the music that is in them. He is the poet
of the mildly disappointed, but still hopeful. That he did not write 'I want to be happy' is a mere accident, for he has
been singing precisely that ever since he sold newspapers. he is singing it still.
'I wanna peep through the deep tangled wildwood
Counting sheep till I sleep like a child would'
Berlin peeps through the tangled wildwood of existence, excited, but more than half afraid; and half
humanity peeps through his eyes......And buys his songs, and his piano rolls, and his gramophone discs, and puts on
headphones for him in staggering millions.
A curious and childish place, America. But then, so is the world.

NOVEMBER - AMERICAN MERCURY
THE JAZZ BUGABOO by H. O. Osgood. At a party given on the Pennsylvania Roof in New York to
celebrate the return from London of Vincent Lopez that redoubtable jazzist stood up and made a speech. "The point
is," he said, "that we are now beginning to do jazz artistically. Soon the real composers, not Gershwin but those like
Wagner, will write jazz."
Unfortunately, Senor Lopez, a hidalgo from the ancient Spanish city of Brooklyn, was wrong. He was
wrong three times in one sentence, something of a record: (a) Gershwin is a real composers; (b) there are none "like
Wagner' today; (c) if there were, they would not write jazz, one reason being that they couldn't. Do you remember
the futile efforts of Stravinsky and the late Claude Debussy? Have you heard the attempts of other learned
contemporaries to "descend" to the jazz level - for example, John Alden Carpenter's "Crazy Cat" (the "American"
ballet that was staged in New York by a Russian and conducted by a Frenchman), or Leo Sowerby's Synconata, or
Eric Delamarter's meandering, meaningless Jazz Symphony?
Reading the jeremiads that have been launched against jazz in the last year or two by solemn bigwigs, one
might imagine that the very existence of legitimate music was threatened. Nothing could be farther from the truth.
What are the facts? Merely that one day Paul Whiteman made up his mind that the rest of the United States would be
just as willing as New York to pay money to hear his cabaret band play, and so metamorphosed it into a concert
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orchestra, all by the simple process of taking thought. He caused the news to be trumpeted in Suburbia and points
beyond that his band was no longer a mere toe-inciter at the Palais Royal - that it had become suddenly a thoroughly
respectable "symphonic" organization (two pianos, count them!) and had celebrated triumphs in Aeolian and
Carnegie Halls, hitherto sacred to symphony orchestras, oratorio societies, Heifetz, John McCormack, Al Smith and
Nate Miller, the Beethoven Association, Burton Holmes' Travelogues and Ignace Paderewski.
To live up to news like this one must offer a musical menu made up of things more substantial than
"Raggedy Ann," "Moon Dear," and "I Love You." They are toothsome icing, to be sure, but unless supported by an
underlayer of solid pound cake, they send the enlightened banqueter home with a void still aching. So Whiteman
decided that the pound cake must be provided. Further, he said, "Let George do it," knowing well that George had
done it to the queen's taste many times before. Whereupon George Gershwin, a young man whose system is filled
with a seemingly inexhaustible supply of ingratiating tunes, was entrusted with the task of writing a piece de
dresistance which, to change the metaphor, should make an honest woman out of jazz.
Gershwin, a pianist both rapid and rabid, responded by writing a piece for himself and jazz orchestra, and
his lieutenant, Fredie Grofe, confronted with an entirely new problem in orchestration, solved it with ingenuity and
promptness. The whole job was completed in ten days. The result, happily christened "Rhapsody in Blue," sprang
into fame with the rapidity of Stravinsky's "Sacre du Printemps" and the Honegger "Pacific 231." More, it turned out
to be better than either. Messieurs Stravinsky and Honegger had nothing to say and said it very cleverly, but
Gershwin spoke with intelligence and conviction. He knows, of course, considerable about what is called the theory
of music, but not enough to hamper the originality of his invention. If he wants to spell doughnut "doenut," he does
so without hesitation or embarrassment, whereas Messrs. Carpenter, Sowerby, Delamarter et al., hampered by early
piety, invariably stick to the traditional spelling and losen all force in doing so.
The "Rhapsody," however, remains the sole, only and unique work to win serious consideration for the new
music of America - the best and only good example of the only distinct musical style this country has ever originated
and developed. It is a bit hard to understand, indeed, why this solitary success should have stirred up such a hornet's
nest, save that it was the only target for the graybeards to shoot at as they flew to arms. "Vulgar!" cried the Brahms
Verein. "Yawdry!" shouted the Cercle Cesar Franck. Vulgar? - so was young Wagner. Tawdry? - so was old Liszt.
Nobody understood better than cunning Meister Richard how to brighten the face of honest music with a suggestive
daub of rouge, and nobody understands it today better than Richard the Second. But do any of the solemn friends of
music get excited when the most circus-bandy of all overtures, 'Rienzi," is played? Or shout "disgraceful" at the
occasional insultingly sterile passages in a Strauss tone poem?
Then, gentlemen, why all this bother about jazz? One long "Rhapsody" will never create a musical
revolution, any more than one swallow will make a case of D. T.'s. You cheerfully welcome a jaunty cocktail at the
same dinner that boasts a solemn joint of beef. There is just as much chance of the jazz rhapsody displacing the
symphony as the cornerstone of musical architecture as there is of the roast being supplanted by the cocktail. Plenty
of room for both - and the musical epicure will enjoy both, each in its own way and at its own time.
Even those who denounce jazz most furiously as a disgrace to music cannot deny that certain of its byproducts are contributions of real value to the art. The men who orchestrate for the jazz instrumental combination
have invented many ingenious new colorings that legitimate composers never dreamed of. And this has been possible
because the technical standard required of the player in a good jazz band is higher than that demanded from the same
kind of instrumentalist in a symphony orchestra. Clarinets play portamenti that are theoretically impossible; trumpets
soar aloft to dizzy heights and keep their temper while doing it; trombones coo legato melodies with the softness of a
sucking dove; tubas gurgle gently instead of blaring or grunting. And the best jazz bands play with a precision,
balance and elasticity, both dynamic and rhythmic, that are rivaled only by such orchestras as the Philadelphia and
Boston.
On the other hand, jazz has the defects of its own qualities. The saxophone is its pride - and its undoing.
Fascinating for the first fifteen minutes, its sweet, oily tone palls in another fifteen, and after that becomes a positive
irritation. The ear, clogged with unctuous utterances, rebels. So with jazz orchestration as a whole. It is all glare and
glitter. This is not the fault of the composer, but of the colors that the jazz instrumental combination loads upon his
palette. Primaries follow each other with the shifting restlessness of a kaleidoscope. One sighs in vain form
interludes of quiet gray or soothing green. The only recourse is to get up and dance.
Dance - aye, there's the word! The earnest souls who have cried out against taking jazz seriously might have
saved their breath to cool their porridge, for jazz is but the child of the nimble hoof. Music began when the first
savage beat on a hollow log to unify the steps of his fellows, and ever since then the fine music of every age has
evolved from the favorite dances of the preceding. Behind the classic symphonic scherzo as perfected by Beethoven
lies the artful simplicity of the minuet. Behind the cleverness of the "Rhapsody in Blue" lies all the good fox-trot
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tunes that have been written - some of the best of them by Gershwin himself. But Gershwin is no Beethoven, nor in
this restless, changing, slap-dash age will the fox-trot attain to more than a fraction of the span of life enjoyed by the
minuet in its time. Signs of the gradual decline of the fox-trot are already to be discerned; the Charleston comes in,
and there is a gradual revival of the waltz. It will die, and with it the jazz of today will go too. Thus the bugaboo will
disappear inevitably and automatically - and be succeeded by another one for the solemn to wail about, as the case
has been ever and again from the beginnings of music.
But maybe all this will come about too slowly to suit the beard-waggers. Rather than see them suffer longer
I have hatched up a little scheme to hasten things along and have been promised the assistance in carrying it out of a
tall blond young man, well known in the highest and most careless society and a patron of all the lighter arts. About
thirty-five minutes after the beginning of Maestro Whiteman's next New York concert my friend will spring out of
his seat, grasp the likeliest-looking, nimblest-toed jeune fille within reach, and prace off up the aisle toward the
platform with her in an exuberant fox-trot. It may create a sensation. Doubtless it will. He will be arrested, fined perhaps even jailed. But what of that? What of a little personal discomfort? With that one spontaneous gesture, that
sly reductio ad absurdam, the musical stars will be reset in their courses, and the world will be made safe again for
Bach, Beethoven, George W. Chadwick and Daniel Gregory Mason.

NOVEMBER - DECEMBER - MODERN MUSIC
THE DAY AFTER TOMORROW by Darius Milhaud - The tide of music ebbs, flows, turns, and swells
again with a swiftness which disconcerts the hearer, always slow to accept a new idea. Instead of taking advantage of
the flood, he watches it ebb without seeing it, and at the moment when it is spent and about to disappear, he wishes to
halt it and keep it forever fixed. He who listens to music should, above all others, be indulgent and open-minded
rather than rebellious, for in the end he will probably be wrong anyhow.
Our beloved Satie serves as an example, for all his life this man was ready to welcome the newest
manifestations in our music. Young people starting to compose always received support and encouragement from
him. Why demand that a youth of fifteen have the technique of a university professor? We should, instead, be patient
until he can develop his gifts, and support him during the long period of groping and of doubt while he feels out a
number of paths before choosing the road to follow deliberately.
Since the day when the Six made their debut with Satie as their idol, French music has passed through many
different phases, has reacted to many contradictory tendencies. It has been the object of influences which have hurled
themselves like a hurricane upon it, and have passed on, leaving a deep, significant mark.
In 1918 jazz arrived in our midst from New York and became the rage. A whole literature of syncopation
grew up to convince a hesitant public. Strawinsky wrote his Rag Time for eleven instruments, his Piano Rag Music,
his Mavra; Wiener wrote his Sonatine Syncopee, his Blues, and almost created a great public scandal by bringing a
famous jazz band into a concert hall. During the winter of 1921-1922 in America, the journalists regarded me with
scorn when I made out a case for jazz. Three years later jazz band concerts are given in New York, there is talk of a
jazz opera at the Metropolitan, banjo classes are organized in the conservatories. Jazz is comfortably installed with
official sanction.
Here it is finished. The last works of Strawinsky owe it nothing; they return to a severe classicism and an
ascetic sobriety in the Concerto and his Sonate are sure proofs of this change. The Concerto of Germaine Tailleferre
leads back to Bach, Les Biches by Poulenc carries us into a vast French park, Les Matelots of Georges Auric is
unhampered by the precedents of polytonal music on which he based the composition of his work Les Facheux.
We are dealing here with proved musicians having behind them a considerable body of work. let us
therefore follow Satie, still exploring the horizon. From behind his spectacles, with his indefinable smile he peers,
forever searching, until he discovers. The young people who now approach him for an introduction to the public are
the School of Arcueil. Henry Sauget, born in Bordeaux, fond of the sea, of sailors, boats, colored shells and Chopin's
music, has never fallen under the spell of jazz. It is chiefly Chopin who influences him. One feels that he refreshes
himself by turning over the most tender pages of Satie and Faure. His music has a playful quality, his composition is
careful. He has the breeding of a Siamese cat. The stamp of his personality is especially marked in the military
opera-bouffe in one act, Le Plumet du Colonel. It may be said that this is badly orchestrated, but should one expect
to find a boy of twenty-two orchestrating pages of perfect balance in his first attempt? All the music of this score is
pleasing and that in itself is rare enough.
His colleague, Maxime Jacob, is only twenty years old. When he left high school at fifteen I showed his first
attempt to Satie. How great a facility, what an over-abundance of gifts! In two or three years there followed an
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avalanche of sonatas, piano pieces, projects for ballets, comic operas, and so on. In all this litter how many hastily
written, silly compositions there were, and what severe criticisms and violent indignation they incurred. But Satie
admonished us to wait. Time has already done much, for within the last two years this youth's progress has been
considerable. He has an absolutely innate sense of the orchestra. At the recent premiere of an overture by him its
assured and easy orchestration made a deep impression.
Jacob is a young Jew, coming from Bayonne. Occasionally, racial inspiration urges him to the composition
of psalms that reveal a true emotion. But his nature and gifts lead him to write chiefly easy melodies, real melodies
like those of Gounod and even Reynaldo Hahn, not to mention Theodore Botrel. His field is, I believe, in light
music, operettas and songs; he has just finished a little comic opera full of gaiety, ease and vivacity.
All this is a tomorrow about to become a today. But what of the day after tomorrow? Satie once said to me,
"I wish I knew the music that the four-year-olds of today will compose." Let us not, however, be in such haste; we
are getting old fast enough. Let us turn to the generation born between 1905 and 1910, who are just beginning to
make themselves felt. At the premiere of his ballet Relache, Satie was accosted by three young men who came to
express their admiration of him. They spent the evening together. One of them, Robert Caby, never left him. Shortly
after this Satie fell ill, and during the long and serious sickness which he suffered, young Caby made one of the little
faithful band who put themselves at his disposal and took care of him during the weeks which preceded his death at
the hospital of Saint Joseph.
Caby, Dautun and Letac are the three young men who came to seek guidance for their first steps, at Satie's
side. Will the future remember their names? Their first efforts are very strange. They write absolutely atonal music,
worthy of the pupils of Schoenberg, and their imaginations seem to follow the fantastic chimeras which attracted
Jules Laforgue. Is it an epoch that is returning? If so, then what secret need brought them close to Satie the purist, the
apostle of a spare and limpid art, whose simplicity is its loveliest ornament? A disconcerting contradiction!
The very small piano pieces of Caby, his vast projects for the theatre, the timid and thoughtful art of
Dautun, his curious sonatina for piano and violin, the complex schemes and special orchestration which are the goal
of Letac - are these the promise of a new phase of French music? The future will tell, and more quickly than one is
wont to believe.

DECEMBER 9 - NATION
MUSIC - THE PEDANT LOOKS AT JAZZ - What I choose to call, for lack of a better term, the pedant in
musical criticism is the one who, because even beautiful music necessarily exhibits peculiarities of technique or
idiom, believes, incorrectly, that its beauty may be attributed to them, and conversely that beauty and value may
always be inferred from them; and who therefore bases his judgments on analysis of technique. The term is, then, not
inappropriate since it is applied to one who drags in learning where it has no place. For analysis can neither explain,
nor therefore justify, the value or charm of a piece of music, or the absence of such value or charm.
An example will make this clear. My pedant will hold that a passage in a d'Indy symphony must be deeply
moving since it is written in accordance with "principles" abstracted in this way from emotionally expressive music,
i.e., since, for the purpose, the motif is made higher or lower in pitch and compressed or expanded in time with the
rise and fall in emotional intensity, and the passage "begins in the comparatively 'dark' key of D flat, but touches in
the fourth measure, at the acme of the climax, the brighter D major, whence with the waning emotion it subsides to
the original key." The pedantry, it should be noted, lies not in the analysis, which is legitimate and useful for certain
purposes, nor obviously in the judgment, which in other cases might be correct, but in the linking of one with the
other, which is incorrect, since its technical virtues make the d'Indy passage not moving but, like most of d'Indy's
output, only an expertly constructed illustration for his "Cours de Composition musicale."
One would hardly expect a lover of jazz to indulge in this sort of pedantry, for the technique of jazz is quite
primitive and must, if his judgment is guided by it, lead him, as it has lead hostile critic like Daniel Gregory Mason,
to a low estimate of its value. But some who, over sophisticated and "fed up" with serious music, have enjoyed jazz
by contrast have found apparent and convenient justification for their enjoyment in details of technique here and
there which are more sophisticated than the usual and which they have assumed to be the rule and made more of than
is allowable. In this way has arisen such a notion as that jazz is characterized by bewildering rhythmic complexity, to
which have been attached such very loose notions as that it is the only music of charm or value which Americans can
produce, because it is the only music rooted in America and the American temperament, and that it will not only
contribute new material to the forms of serious music but produce new forms adapted to its own material.
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The pedantry has been carried to its illogical extreme and utterly discredited by Mr. Gilbert Seldes. "Jazz is
good," he says, for he may not enjoy it otherwise, "and I propose to summarize some of the known reasons for
holding it so"; i.e., since he does enjoy it he must prove it "good." To do so, since he conceives of musical value as
correlated with details of technique, he must show that it possesses a sophisticated technique. And since it does not
possess such a technique he proceeds as follows.
He describes simple things at such length that through sheer weight of words they appear complicated and
extraordinary; following his example one might speak of the effect of groups of four-sixteenths alternately rising and
falling in pitch to the accompaniment of staccato quarters, and yet be describing only the effect of a Czerny fivefinger exercise. He gives one thing the name of something he likes better, and supports his claims with explanations
that are incorrect, examples that are inappropriate, and reasons that do not support his conclusions - obtaining in this
fashion dissonance from the slide or smear, and from syncopation more dissonance (and even polytonal) and
rhythmic complexities such as "one finds only in the great masters of serious music." This toppling structure the
buttresses with a liberal and inexpert, when not actually incorrect, use of technical lingo and with much talk about
elusive, debatable qualities like rapidity and cleanness of style of composition. In all this he profits by the ignorance
of most of his readers, by the fact that use of technical terms carries with it the unnecessary presumption that the user
can correlate term with object correctly and has done so, by an appearance of perfect assurance, and above all by a
prose, corresponding to a thought, so unconsecutive that he can contradict himself almost in one sentence without
appearing to realize it. All this, however, Mr. Seldes has done only to substantiate notions which he has picked up
about him, notions already exaggerated, which, through his lack of the necessary special knowledge, he has
succeeded only in distorting and making absurd. What, now, of these notions in their original form?
By rhythmic complexity is meant the shifting from one meter to another; the use of different meters
simultaneously, this frequently being an effect of syncopation in one voice when the regular beats in the other are
unobtrusive; and above all the varying of the length and style of phrases and of the figuration.
Now, jazz can be defined as music written in the meter of the fox-trot. its essence, in fact, contrary to the
prevailing notion, is not the syncopation in the melody but the steady plunk-plunk-plunk-plunk of the four quarters of
the accompaniment in rapid tempo (one reason for the precision of the orchestras and their ability to play without a
conductor). It is not the effect of syncopation that is characteristic of jazz, since one finds syncopation in greater
abundance and variety in serious music, but the effect of syncopation in the jazz meter and tempo; and actually one
can strip away the syncopation and still have "Bambalina," proof that the syncopated melody, like the scoring or the
exciting rapid figuration introduced by pianists to fill in the beats, is mere embellishment. On the other hand, take
away the plunk-plunk-plunk-plunk and jazz is no longer jazz.
One finds, therefore, no shifting from meter to meter or use of meters simultaneously, with the exception of
a rare and necessarily brief interpolation of a figure in triple time. since the regular beats in the accompaniment are
so insistent the effect of the syncopation in the melody is not that of a cross-meter but only one of irregularity in the
ordinary meter, the latter being no less four-quarter for being irregular four-quarter, and the beats being, in fact,
emphasized by being anticipated. And finally there is lacking the most important source of rhythmic variety in
serious music, namely, variation in the length and shape of phrases, with artistic use of figuration. This is so closely
correlated with extended structure or form as to be almost identical with it; certainly one cannot have one without the
other. Both are, however, almost inconceivable in the jazz meter; and so, according to one's point of view, the
rhythmic technique being what it is the form is small, and the form being what it is one finds, for the most part,
phrases of the common symmetrical variety consisting of two or four measures with a strong cadence and an oompah oom-pah in each measure.
The resulting effect is one of the utmost simplicity, regularity, and rigidity; the effect, that is, of four
quarters constantly reiterated, upon which any apparent eccentricity is superimposed and to which it is firmly riveted;
and the prevailing notion to the contrary, since one cannot attribute it to what is done in the meter, one must attribute
to the meter itself, i.e., to the fact that a dance meter cannot be anything but lively and exhilarating, regardless of how
it is treated. It seems correct, therefore, to describe jazz as an art of embellishment, based on a limitation - limitation
to one subject matter, the four quarters of the fox-trot measure; and embellishment of this (also limited) by rich,
ingenious scoring, by a not unrestrainedly syncopated melody, and more recently by chords borrowed from serious
music.
This subject matter of jazz does not seem to lend itself to musical architecture. With a preoccupation with
architecture I should expect to see a shifting of emphasis from the essence to its melodic embellishment, and
perhaps, as a result, a loss of the specific jazz character. In its treatment the material would, in any case, be governed
by the same conditions of limitations as any other musical material - i.e., it could only be modified, or repeated, or
followed by something new - and the forms would necessarily be those we know. I do not care to predict; I can only
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point out that until now the material has not been modified, and the form has been small. The large form
characteristic of jazz has been, whatever its title, the potpourri, a series of small forms strung together.
There is, finally, no such thing as a type of music being rooted or alien (if there is such a thing as a national
temperament); instead one may speak only of persons being adapted or undated to it; and all that composition of a
type of music indicates, and requires as a necessary though not sufficient condition, is adaptation to the tradition of
previous composition. Whatever the failure of American serious music indicates, it is not the lack of such adaptation.
If Americans are less successful in writing serious music than in writing popular music it may be because one is more
difficult to write at all than the other, and also because at the present stage of development of each it is more difficult
to make a valuable contribution to one than to the other.
Here, lest one infer from all this that I dispute the charm of jazz, I hasten to repeat what the very prevalence
of such pedantry tends to obscure, namely, that professor Mason can no more dispute than Mr. Seldes can establish
the value of jazz by such arguments. They will nevertheless attempt to do so, and in general their pedantry, though
fallacious, will continue to be prevalent, because it is useful not only to themselves but to others: some of those who
formerly treated jazz, in public at least, as a sort of scarlet woman of music may now lend their names to a jazz
concert without losing their musical respectability. There is something suspicious in the sudden sweet reasonableness
of these persons and the rapidity of their conversion; and my guess, is that formerly they observed their musical
moral standards, like their other moral standards, in true Angola-American fashion, by allowing themselves to be
bored almost to extinction at the public concerts of serious music of which they were the patrons and guarantors, and
enjoying jazz in private. B. H. Haggin

DECEMBER 12 - MUSICAL AMERICA
ORCHESTRAS OSCILLATE BETWEEN BEETHOVEN AND JAZZ - George Gershwin's new Piano
Concerto in indigenous idiom Receives first performance From Walter Damrosch, Who Also revives "Fidelio" in
concerto form - Mengelberg Presents an Imported Novelty, Wetzler's "Visions" - Yale Glee Club Sings with state
symphonists - Philadelphians Give new prestige to Sibelius - Some Chiaffarelli Syncopations.
In the quest of the unusual with which to vary the succession of standard symphonies and
symphonic poems, New York heard music from its orchestras last week that ranged from a new semi-jazz concerto
by George Gershwin to a concert performance of Beethoven's "Fidelio." Both of these out-of-the -ordinary
events must be credited to Walter Damrosch and the New York Symphony. another novelty, Hermann Hans
Wetzler's "Visions," was introduced by the Philharmonic under the baton of Willem Mengelberg. Ossip
Gabrilowitsch was soloist with the Mengelberg forces on Sunday, playing the Mozart D Minor concerto. The
Yale Glee Club appeared with the State Symphony on Saturday night, participating in Liszt's "Faust" Symphony,
with Arthur Kraft as soloist.
The Philadelphia Orchestra, in presenting another of its New York programs Tuesday night, focused fresh
attention on the Fifth Symphony of Jean Sibelius, which achieved new beauties as played under the leadership
of Leopold Stokowski.
Another experiment in the realm of syncopation was Albert Chiaffarelli's "Jazz America," announced as the
"first jazz symphony," and played by Harry Yerkes and his "Syncopating Symphonists.
1925
I have chosen the year 1925 to pursue the state of jazz as we find the popularity of the small jazz groups
such as Armstrong's Hot Five with Lil Hardin, the Wolverines with 'Bix,' and the larger numerous jazz orchestras that
were forming especially with added saxophones. In the previous year we have the debut of Gershwin's "Rhapsody in
Blue," and the growing popularity of jazz records.
This era was known as 'The Jazz Age' and jazz was sweeping the country and the world, affecting
the U. S. society with flappers, gin and jazz.
Jazz was in its first state of progression and development going from small groups of Armstrong and the
Wolverines to the large orchestras of Ellington, Basie, Whiteman, Henderson, Bennie Moten in Kansas City and too
many large jazz orchestras to mention. Leadbelly was released from a penitentiary in Texas. Armstrong introduced
scar singing on the song 'Heebies Jeebies.
Jazz was now the only original style music developed in the United States and spread over the U.
S. and the world. It was the popular music during this time and changed music and society in the U. S.
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MUCH-BRUITED JAZZ CONCERTO CAUSES STIR WHEN GIVEN ORCHESTRAL BAPTISM
Young America had its day in the court of art music last week when Walter Damrosch conducted two
performances of George Gershwin's much-heralded piano concerto, especially commissioned for the New York
Symphony, with the popular and "pep" -filled composer at the piano.
It Was the young America of the cabarets, the supper clubs, the flying visits to road houses - jazz-eyed,
rouge-cheeked, flask-toting - the young American of taxicabs and movies, of unnui and thrill-seeking - foxtrotting its
answer to the riddle of the universe, or freeing its emotions through the rhythm of the "Charleston."
At the most ambitious as well as the most widely discussed effort that has yet been made to voice this
sopposititious "spirit of 1925" in the concert room, the two performances in Carnegie Hall Thursday afternoon and
Friday evening of the concerto caused something of a commotion. It must be said at the outset that nothing was left
undone by Mr. Damrosch to bring success to Mr. Gershwin's experimental work, either in advertising it or in playing
it. The concert at which it was introduced could scarcely have been better arranged to let it speak its merits. Certainly
there was no danger of its being cast in the penumbra of some more monumental work. The program was as follows:
Symphony No. 5, in B-flat . . . . Glazounov
Suite Anglaise . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Rabaud
Concerto in F . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Gershwin
The concerto was thus preceded by an indifferent symphony and a common-place series of small pieces.
The composer's "Rhapsody in Blue," of Paul Whiteman fame, together with his musical comedy adventures
had built for him a following that an international celebrity might have envied. Mr. Damrosch, in neatly devised
press statements, had pictured him as the Prince Charming who was taking lady Jazz by the hand, Cinderella-like,
and making her a respectable member of the musical family. He alone had dared this, after various composers had
been observed "walking around jazz like a cat around a plate of very hot soup, waiting for it to cool off, so that they
could enjoy it without burning their tongue."

DECEMBER 12 - MUSICAL AMERICA
JAZZ APOTHEOSIS IS PHILADELPHIA EVENT - Stanley club opens series - Braslau and Schelling give
musicale. by W. R. Murphy - Philadelphia, Dec. 5.
The Stanley Music Club opened its series of five Sunday concerts with a program on Dec. 4. The spacious
Stanley Theater was crowded with members of this latest addition to Philadelphia's musical organizations. Jules
Maastbaum, head of the Stanley Company of America, is honorary president and Leopold Stokowski is president.
Paul Whiteman and his Orchestra gave a unique program that seemed the very apotheosis of jazz. Rhythmic
liberties were taken with Rimsky-Korsokoff's "Hymn to the Sun" and the Kreisler "Caprice Viennois."
The best thing on the list was Ferdie Grofe's "Mississippi: a Tone Journey," which had original melodic
ideas and admirable construction. "Meet the Boys" was a novelty in which each of the amazing jazz virtuosi was
spot-lighted while he played a solo bit. Excerpts from George Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue" had Harry Perrella as
pianist. The Whiteman players were especially notable for superior rhythmic capacity and the program went off with
elan.

DECEMBER 12 - MUSICAL AMERICA
"SYNCOPATING SYMPHONISTS" - "Jazz America," described as the first symphony based on the
syncopated species to be composed, was a feature of the concert given last Sunday afternoon by Harry Yerkes and
his orchestra, which rejoices in the title of "Syncopating Symphonists." The Symphony is the brainchild of Albert
Chiaffarelli who, a program note awesomely contends, spent an entire year in its composition. The first movement is
based upon "St. Louis Blues," the second on "Beale Street Blues;" the third is a scherzo on the first theme, and the
fourth is built around the murky joy of "Limehouse Blues." William J. Guard said a few words before the work was
heard, stressing the unusual honesty of Mr. Chiaffarelli in blandly confessing that and from whom he had taken his
themes.
"Jazz America" is really not jazz at all. An advance notice on the symphony had it that the work was
"developed with all the skill of a Tchaikovsky," and one must admit the truth of that statement - with one or two
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reservations. There are some passages in "Jazz America" that are more like Tchaikovsky than Tchaikovsky himself
ever was, but limiting himself to syncopated themes has been Mr. Chiaffarelli's undoing, whereas it never was
Tchaikovsky's.
The Symphony is excellently scored and is written in strict form. It is a continuously interesting and
attractive bit of work. Mr. Chiafffarelli knows what he wants and he knows how to get it with the maximum of effect.
More power to him!
The rest of Mr. Yerkes' program was unadulterated, highly enjoyable, and excellently-played jazz. W.S.

DECEMBER 15 - METRONOME
DEVELOPMENT OF THE JAZZ BAND, AND NORTH AMERICAN NEGRO MUSIC by Darius
Milhaud, Paris.
In the year 1918 a Jazz-Band from New York came over and was introduced to us in the Paris Casino by
Gaby Deslys and Harry Pilcer. In this regard I need not recall to mind the shock and the sudden awakening
experienced, nor refer to the sound elements heretofore never assembled which were now available, nor to the
importance of syncopation for rhythm and melody, based on a foundation of inexorable regularity, which is no less
important to us than our blood circulation and the throb of our heart; nor to the elaboration of the drums, whereby all
percussion instruments whose name figures in the known works on the art of orchestration, are simplified, arranged,
and so grouped that they become, as it were, a single complex of such perfect instruments that a drum solo by Mr.
Buddy (the drummer) of the syncopation orchestra, we find, is a rhythmically constructed and smoothly flowing
composition, with many possibilities of change in expression, which depend on the tone color of the various
instruments also played by him; I will not mention the new instrumental technic, whereby the piano takes care of the
matter-of-fact expression and the precision of drum and banjo; nor the resurrection of the saxophone and trombone,
whose glissandos become one of the most frequent modes of expression, and which are entrusted with the sweetest,
softest melodies; nor the frequent use of sordines, reeds, vibratos of slides, valves and keys in the above mentioned
instruments; nor the use of the clarinet in the higher registers, with its sturdy attack and its large volume of sound:
nor the glissando and suspended tone technic, which can confuse even our most practiced instrumentalists, nor of the
advent of the banjo, whose tones seem to us more dry, more nervous and more sounding than those of the harp or the
pizzicati of the four violins; nor of the special violin technic for sharp, penetrating tones, which, above all, inclines to
very broad vibrati and less rapid glissandos.
The strength of the Jazz Band lies in the novelty of its technic in every direction. From the viewpoint of
rhythm, the study of possibilities resulting from the continued use of syncopation permits the rendition of this music
with the very simplest means, without resorting to rich and varying orchestration. In the years 1920/21, it was
sufficient to hear Jean Wiener at the piano and Vance Lowry with the saxophone or banjo in Duphot Street at the
Gaya bar, I order to be able to fully grasp the Jazz music, which was here offered in pure, unadulterated perfection of
form, with a minimum of means.
From the standpoint of orchestration the use of the various instruments enumerated above and their special
technical perfection, has rendered possible an unusual variety of expression. In order to form a correct opinion on
this point, one must hear a serious Jazz Band of thorough musicians, who work together regularly, as is done - for
instance - by one of our good string quartets, and who use an orchestration which in its way is impeccable, in the
style of Irving Berlin. There have been mediocre Jazz Bands and this very fact has caused numerous errors and
misunderstandings; their tonal equipment is inadequate, the instrumental technic scant and the percussion instruments
were entrusted to drummers without taste, who fancied they enriched their scope by adding false elements, like
automobile horns, sirens, "claxons," etc. As a matter of fact, it is indeed noteworthy how quickly such exceptional
instruments are again out of fashion and go into the discard, even when one considers, for instance, the marine signal
whistle, which has a pretty tone color, after all, and is something between a signal whistle and the human voice.
However, one should hear a really sterling Jazz Band, like that of Billy Arnold or of Paul Whiteman. Here nothing is
left to chance, everything is doe with perfect tact and is uniformly distributed, which immediately testifies to the taste
of a musician who is wonderfully familiar with the possibilities of each instrument. Just follow Billy Arnold's playing
at the Casino at Cannes or Deauville during one of his soirees. Once he is playing with four saxophones and again
with violin, clarinet, trumpet, trombone, - in short it is a constant change of instrumental combinations, which
gradually mingle with the sound of the piano and the percussion instruments, and each of which individually taken,
has sense and logic, sound effect and possibilities of expression.
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Since the first Jazz bands were heard here, their development has gone forward considerably. After this
cataract of sound effects came a noticeable emphasis on the melodic element; we are coming into the period of the
"Blues." The melody is exposed, as it were, and merely supported by a clear, matter-of-fact, rhythmic outline. The
percussion instruments are scarcely in evidence and grow more and more emotional. The development starts with the
almost mechanical, hard-as-steel rendering by a Paul Whiteman, to the almost imperceptible and, we might say,
vague and misty sound effects of the Jazz Band at the Hotel Brunswick in Boston.
In the Jazz Band the North Americans have actually found a form of artistic expression that is absolutely
their own, and their leading Jazz Bands attain such perfection in their performances that they are worthy to share the
fame of the well-known symphonic organizations, like our Conservatory Concerts, or such organizations as our
modern Society for Wind Instruments, or, let us say, the Capet Quartet, which is our best known one.
The North Americans, therefore, have gained absolutely new sound and rhythm elements that are peculiar to
them. But what possibilities are there to make use of them? So far they have used all this only in their dance music
and compositions written for the Jazz Band have - up to the present - not left the domain of the ragtime, fox-trots,
shimmies, and so forth. The mistake made in transcribing for Jazz orchestra is that famous compositions are used,
from "Tosca's prayer" to "Peer Gynt" and the "Berceuse" by Gretchaninoff, to form dance themes based on their
melodic elements. this is a mistake of the same nature as using automobile horns, etc., beside the normal percussion
instruments, and is in bad taste. These wonderful orchestras lack only one thing: a regular concert repertory. Jean
Wiener in his concert of December 6th, held in the Ackerbau Hall, introduced to us the Jazz Band of Mr. Billy
Arnold. It was no more than right and proper that these eminent musicians should be heard by us in a regular concert;
but it would have been in order that they played not only their repertory of dance music, but let us hear them perform
some chamber music, written in a manner adapted to their special orchestral combination. Under the influence of
these American dances the rag-time "Packet-boat on Parade" by Erik Satie and "Farewell to New York" by George
Auric, were created. In these works we have the picture of a rag-time and a fox-trot before us in the frame of a
symphony orchestra. In "Piano-rag-music" by Igor Stravinsky we have a piano number which gives us the rhythmic
element of rag in the form of a concert piece. Jean Wiener in his "Syncopated Sonatine" introduces to us a chamber
music work which originates in the varied elements of Jazz, but is written in sonata form. This is another step
forward. It now remains to us to offer the Jazz-Orchestras instrumental chamber music works and concert sonatas
which are written for the normal instruments of the Jazz Band

DECEMBER 19 - MUSICAL AMERICA
JAZZ AS FOLK-MUSIC - Aaron Copland, the young American composer, turned lecturer the other day in
Rochester, and talked entertainingly on the subject of jazz. According to the press reports from that city, he stated
that he did not believe that American composers could create a type of music distinctively national without a
literature of folk music as a background, and that he had found for himself a solution.
"If we haven't a folk-song foundation, we must invent one," he said. "I began by thinking - what is a folksong after all? And I came to the conclusion that in my case it was the songs I heard when I was a child - rather
commonplace jazz tunes and music of the 'Old Black Joe' variety. These, then, are my material, and I must accept
them for what they are. If we have only these elements as essentially American, our music must make the best of it
and do the work so well that something worth while will come from the effort."
Mr. Copland's contention that folk-music is the music that people commonly know is sound. The oldfashioned theory that a folk-song or a folk-dance arose in the remote past by some mysterious and inexplicable action
of the group mind has been definitely exploded. Every piece of folk-music was composed by some individual, and
was later modified in transmission from generation to generation.
Folk-music is being written today. A popular song that is known in thousands of homes and becomes a part
of current life is a folk-song. It may not have the merit to endure beyond one generation, but that fact does not alter
its folk-quality. Jazz is certainly one of our folk-expressions in music. What perdurable elements it may contain will
be manifest in time and will have their part in composition.

DECEMBER 23 - THE NEW REPUBLIC
LADY JAZZ IN THE VESTIBULE - George Gershwin and Walter Damrosch's New York Symphony
Orchestra played the former's piano concerto in F the other day; Harry Yerkes' Sixty-five Syncopating Symphonists,
in turn, unveiled Albert Chiaffarelli's symphony "Jazz America." The events were expected to throw light on the
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future of American music, and received much critical attention. There was one wholly lyrical account of the concerto
- a passage in which may have excited some morbid curiosity:
Every now and again .....that beautiful haunting melody pops us, and crooned, now
danced ......now tinkled out by tripping toes on the piano .......
-but the weight of opinion was that jazz had not yet stormed the citadel. Rather than combat that conclusion, let us
consider in the light of these performances just what chance what citadel stands of being stormed, by what.
Stormed by what? Not only by jazz, which is merely (1) a way of playing any music, or (2) music written to
be played that way (viz.: with weird figures or raucous sounds; see parts of Richard Strauss's Till Eulenspiegel and
compare parts of Gershwin's Rhapsody in Blue); but by ragtime, a species of ball-room dance-music which excludes
the waltz and exhibits a syncopated melody, usually over a steady beat in the bass. Stormed by ragtime, then, jazzed
or not.
What citadel? That of good music, would seem to be the supposition. But this would render all talk of
"storming" absurd: if any popular song is musically good it is good music, and a stone of the citadel. No, read
between the lines, and remember where you are. When we, as Americans, fight about Good Music, we naturally refer
to the larger forms. They are the citadel: what chance have ragtime and jazz to storm them?
There are loud complaints of Mr. Gershwin's episodic treatment of his material. he jumps, it is said, from
theme to theme and back to theme again, without pause for development. Mr. Chiaffarelli reproduces (with
honorable acknowledgments), entire, W. C. Handy's strange and delightful blues, Saint Louis and Beale Street, and
Philip Brahm's justly famous (though not "blue") Limehouse Blues; these themes are imperfectly assimilated; they
float about, substantially intact, in the soupy liquid of transitional passage-work, among the vermicelli of old-time
"variations."
This may be due, less to any supposed deficiencies of the composers, than to the nature of the material.
Suggestion: ragtime particularly benefits by a simple, well-rounded and brief form - eight or sixteen bars to the strain
(in the case of the blues, twelve), two or three strains, and then finis - or change of subject. Any figure so striking as
syncopation, or on the other hand, so regular as the beat in the bass which throws it into relief, is likely to become
monotonous with long repetition if there be not frequent introductions of new themes. The Floradora Sextette music
was popular only in spite of its length, and because of its countervailing merits. Most composers have not taken such
a chance, so that concise form has become part of what we think of when we think of ragtime. If the composer
presses on into "development," does he not risk taking his subject out of the category of ragtime as well as robbing it
of one of the very virtues which made it popular, and so started all this talk of storming citadels? Take another tack:
may it be said that a deft piece of ragtime or of jazz is to music as wit is to literature? If so, what was that remark
about wit and brevity? What would be the reaction to a proposal that the Great American Novel should be built up
from the 100 Best Jokes (or, at least, should be as continuously witty as possible - like Michael Arlen?) Would
Arthur (Bugs) Baer, when he had done the thing, be reproached for having strung his anecdotes loosely together?
Symphonic development of the wheeze has been counted a characteristic not of Americans, but of stage Englishmen.
Isn't it just possible that Messrs. Gershwin and Chiaffarelli knew what they were up against, and that the grumbling
would have been louder had they done as they were told? It has, indeed, been noted in some quarters that neither
composition stuck to ragtime throughout. The passages calling forth this outcry were those in which the
conscientious composers tried a little development. It's a hard life.
The writer, by the way, obtained keen enough enjoyment from hearing the concerto to wonder whether the
episodic treatment is necessarily and absolutely fatal to an attempt even at Good Music. But he wishes Mr. Gershwin
would try his hand at settings for some of Vachel Lindsay's poetry.
Mr. Harry Yerkes is an old-timer in jazz. He was the first martyr to the cause, thrown out of his Broadway
office years ago when his saxophonists protruded their then unknown and terrible instruments through the windows
and tootled into the traffic. Yet never were old jazzers tamer than his minions, interpreting Chiaffarelli-BrahamHandy. The occasional glad what! from everything in the band didn't count; the Boston Symphony, having more
instruments, can wham louder, and it does. How faint, how throatless was the occasional screech, how different the
catcall, how uncomfortably on their best behavior those humid musicians, supposed to be pulling down our
civilization. Now hear Mr. Damrosch:
Lady Jazz ......for all her travels and her sweeping popularity she has encountered no knight who
could lift her to a level that would enable her to be received as a respectable member in musical
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circles. George Gershwin seems to have accomplished this miracle. He too has taken Cinderella by
the hand and open proclaimed her a princess to the astonished world.
It may be so, but one can picture what went before. Mr. Damrosch: "I'll receive her, for you, George, but I
draw the line at what goes with her, those saxophones and cowbells and - She says she ain't herself without 'em? Well
perhaps she can have a Charleston stick, and a wire brush for the snare-drum, and - h'm - yes, she can hang a derby
hat over the trumpet. We can always call that 'a felt cap' in the program-notes. But that's all, absolutely all." Or it
might have been Mr. Gershwin who said, "Lady, keep that stuff back for a while. You'll always know where it is;
you're young and times are improving, meanwhile here's floating Opportunity if you'll just - be - reasonable." Lady
Jazz was right; she wasn't herself without her tools; she passed for her mother, plain Ragtime. since another
definition of good music is music played by the symphony orchestras, then if those orchestras won't equip
themselves, or the composer won't equip them, what chance has Lady Jazz of storming the citadel? If Harry Yerkes
as well is going to desert her when he thinks it's a case of Good Music, then is she indeed forlorn.
Worse, the playing of ragtime unjazzed takes a certain amount of boning up, be the performers never so
eminent in respectable circles. Imagine the predicament of almost any virtuoso from the citadel, attempting in public
the alien and terrific piano score through which Gershwin swept with such consummate grace and ease. The
orchestra was in a less difficult, but similar predicament. It did nobly, for a novice, but it was the piano only that
crackled and pulsed with life and color. The score furnished it may well have been partly to blame, but where will it
fine time to learn what Whiteman's knows? Or vice-versa? One wonders whether, when the great work is written that
shall combine and fuse ragtime, jazz and Good Music, it will not be found necessary ( if its full greatness is to be
made manifest) to let Messrs. Damrosch and Whiteman, side by side, conduct their combined organizations. Abbe
Miles

DECEMBER - RADIO BROADCASTING
IS THE POPULARITY OF JAZZ MUSIC WANING? by Kingsley Welles - When radio broadcasting was
a novelty and one called in the neighbors to hear the voices coming in "right out of the air," little or no attention was
paid to what the voices were saying. "Radio is a marvelous instrument, a tremendously potential medium, but what
difference does it make if it is being used to give currency to worse than second-rate stuff," is about the gist of the
very vocal objections made by these observers. George Jean Nathan, the rapier-worded dramatic critic of the
American Mercury said in a recent issue of that green-jacketed organ of dissent:
Nights the front parlors of the proletariat resound to the strains of alley jazz pounded out by bad hotel
orchestras, to lectures on Sweden-borgiamism by ex-veterinary surgeons, to
songs about red hot mammas, and Beale Street melancholias by hard-up vaudeville performers.
Now all the criticism of radio programs made along these lines is true in that it is possible to hear the thing
described from some radio station or other at one time or another. We should not judge broadcasting by that method
any more than we should judge the thinking processes of the American citizenry by what we hear a chance street
orator mouth. Broadcasting is not nearly as badly off as its hostile critics would have you think, and the aerial
offerings of the radio season now upon us are daily justifying that belief.
"If it weren't for the constant stream of jazz following from nearly every broadcasting antenna," remarked a
listener to us the other day. "I would enjoy radio a lot more. These jazz orchestras from every station in the country,
all practically banging away at the same piece at practically the same time are much more than annoying." The
trouble with a criticism such as this is that it groups all dance music as jazz, which is only true because we have no
term which allows us to distinguish between the grades of jazz. We use the same term to describe the soft symphonic
effects of Art Hickman, Ben Bernie, and Vincent Lopez as we use for the fifth rate Five Melody Kings of Four
Corners, Oklahoma.
"I believe," writes D. M. Craig, of Lamar, Missouri, "that the universal condemnation of jazz is contrary to
the true feeling of a majority of radio listeners, if all music is classified as jazz. Would these objectors want to stop
the broadcasting of such organizations as those of Paul Whiteman, Vincent Lopez, Jean Goldkette, and many
others?" Decidedly not. While there are those who are utterly opposed to jazz whatever its origin, the more liberal
among us recognize that jazz music has a very strong hold on a large percentage of the public of several continents,
that it is not wholly as bad as it is pictured, and that, in moderation, jazz is excellent entertainment.
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The trouble with broadcasting programs, and up to the past six months this has been true of almost every
American station, is that they have been too heavily loaded with this orchestra and that, playing the currently poplar
tunes. Too much of the program has been devoted to dance orchestras, or to soloists who had nothing on their
repertoire but whatever numbers were being sold in the music shops as "the latest thing" or, worse, to song
"pluggers" in the employ or the music publishers. This practice of the broadcasters, we firmly believe, has shortened
the life of many moderately good popular numbers, which otherwise might have retained popularity for a
considerably longer time.
Mr. Frank McEniry, of station KOA at Denver, in answering a recent inquiry of ours about this subject
replied:
On the whole, I believe listeners tire of jazz much more quickly than they do of the classical or semiclassical presentations. This belief is of course, wholly a personal one, but it is based on a daily study of
mail from our listeners. Here is an excerpt from the letter of a Western listener which seems typical of a
great mass of mail we are receiving on the subject: "One cannot be unmindful of the lovely entertainment
last evening; especially beautiful was the Floradora Sextet by the Municipal Band. Likewise, the same
selection with the lullaby on the saxophone. It was such a relief from the slap-stick stuff one gets from many
stations." That letter was from Charles G. Hickman of Forsyth, Montana.
And here is another from Mrs. Walter Burke of New Plymouth, Idaho: "Almost without exception, we
like the better class of music. Jazz ceases to have any appeal after the first two or three selections - it is all
alike.
They are doing some good things a KOA, and by the time this magazine is in the hands of the reader, the
competitive program of classical music as opposed to jazz music will have been given from that station. All the
listeners will have a chance to express their opinion and a complete record will be made of the results. We hope to
announce the findings in an early number. There should be some interesting letters after this contest.
Mr. Freeman H. Talbot, that able musician responsible for the programs of KOA set down some of his
thoughts about the subject of jazz especially for this department. "For many years," he says, music critics have been
periodically announcing the death of jazz. Probably the so-called music of jazz is largely responsible for the belief
that it is moribund. To those who would shed no tears over its demise, jazz displays a most disheartening vitality.
Phoenix like, it arises fresh after each reputed annihilation." Mr. Talbot continues:
Jazz has been called primitive, uncouth, banal. It has been charged with disrupting homes, weakening
Church ties, and undermining the morals of the nation. Personally, I feel that jazz is not all bad - it is not
clever enough for that. It may be banal, and at times it is discouragingly stupid, but it is not essentially bad.
Lately, jazz has gathered to itself some notable defenders among the musically correct. Serious minded
musicians have perceived under the battered and tattered appearance of jazz, evidence of a new vitality in
music, a struggle after a new form of expression, crude as the hieroglyphic of Cubism, but genuine art,
nevertheless.
The moans, shrieks, cat call and sobs of jazz will eventually disappear, but the vibrancy of its
stimulating rhythms will remain to be caught some time by a master composer on a new work or series of
works as revolutionary as the cacophonies of Wagner.
How do all these remarks apply to present program? Well, they are some of the signs - if indeed any are
needed - which show that the old preponderance of jazz on programs is greatly lessening. For some time, one of the
two outstanding stations in New York City has had a rule, somewhat flexible, it is true, that no dance music can be
broadcast until after ten thirty in the evening. Mr. Carl Dreher discusses this matter more fully on another page of
this number. The fact that the musical parts of programs are being more devoted to more serious efforts by stations in
nearly every part of the country except Chicago, simply means that there is less time left for jazz.
To mention a specific type of program which has brought improvement in its tone, consider some of the
"indirect advertising" programs put on through the WEAF chain of stations. Here is what the director of broadcasting
for that station, Mr. J. A. Holman, says about them: "Programs have been presented of a type that previously would
have been considered impossible by radio - impossible in the sense that they assumed too high a degree of musical
and general culture on the part of the radio audience. The public accepted them at their real value and
enthusiastically availed itself of their educational activities......No music was too "highbrow." For example, George
Barrere's Little Symphony Orchestra presented a series of chamber music recitals, which while beautiful and perfect
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gems of instrumental music, are generally considered above the understanding and appreciation of the average music
lover. The interesting fact is that the American public welcomed the innovation.....The radio audience is not required
to listen altogether to the sad stuff outlined by Mr. Nathan. The signs are unmistakable that the taste of the radio
public is changing, and for the letter. (rest of article on radio broadcasting - not mentioning jazz.)

1925 - M. T. N. A. PROCEEDINGS
JAZZ AND AMERICAN MUSIC by Edwin J. Stringham - It may seem to many that the discussion of Jazz
in such a gathering as this (Music Teachers National Association-Ed. note) is unwarranted and undignified,
especially when commented upon in a more or less tolerant manner; but the author of this article honestly believes
there is some good in jazz and that the subject deserves serious consideration on the part of every thinking musical
pedagogue. During the progress of this essay, the author hopes to set forth some of the reasons why jazz is of value
to American music; and if he does not succeed improving his contention, he will have, at least, brought forth a
subject for thought and discussion.
Jazz, from a compositional standpoint, is divided into two general classifications, i.e., good and bad. We
have no intention of considering the latter and will let it die of its own accord, as we hope it will. Jazz, of the quality
Paul Whiteman is championing, is the only distinctive contribution America has given to the development of the art
of music. Whatever else we have done in musical composition has been along lines already perceived and executed
by other nations. This imitation, if you will pardon the use of that word, has come of necessity. America did not
become a nation until after music had arrived at a high degree of attainment in foreign countries; we had no heritage
save that which was imported. We had the immediate task of preparing the material, social, and economic foundation
of our country. There was little or no time left for the development of our artistic nature, and what few musicians and
music lovers we had were brought up upon foreign music. Our artists and composers had to be imported, and when
imported they fed us what they had learned abroad. When we brought forth a talent worthy of training there was no
place but Europe to go and obtain that training. Thus we were forced to adopt the idioms of foreign nations. These
conditions. together with the fact that our population did not begin to have a national consciousness been
observable), precluded any sort of Americanism in music, or in any of the arts, for that matter.
Now the nation has existed long enough to bear an identity of its own, and we have a right to expect that our
artistic expressions shall be distinctive and, we hope, original. It may take centuries to arrive at the height of such a
state; but, surely, the signs of today lead one to believe that we have begun to arrive.
Jazz is one of the manifestations of this transformation and development. Art is always the expression of a
people and an age and if we may turn that saying "about face," we can say with a certain amount of truth that the
artistic products of our time reflect the people and the spirit of the age however much we may like or dislike the
result.
As it stands today, we are imitating European nations less and less and establishing a spirit in art that is
unlike that of other nations and quite characteristic of ourselves. It is not saying too much to aver that America is the
only nation of today producing a truly nationalistic school of musical composition, with the exception of Spain; and
that distinctive mode of expression is coming from no other source than jazz. This is a rather daring statement to
make; but it is made in all sincerity and with due respect to what is going on in the musical world today. Recall, if
you will, the musical characteristics of European countries of our time and I am sure you will agree that there is so
much international influence at work, so much experimentation and so much direct imitation, that only America and
Spain are producing music which is truly characteristic of their respective peoples.
After so many years of adaptation it now looks as though we were about to create a school of musical
composition that bids fair to be peculiar to the people of these United States of America and, further, to be taken up
by foreign nations - a complete turning of the tables. Instead of being an imitative nation, we are to become a leading
one, and that leadership is to come from the inherent characteristics in jazz idioms. Already jazz is being played in
most foreign nations, and not a few serious composers of other lands are utilizing jazz idioms to advantage in their
compositions. World travelers tell us that American jazz can be heard in most ports of the world; but that only on our
own soil can we hear jazz as it should be played. There is something in it that is so native to ourselves that other
people are somewhat at a loss when it comes to performance. Jazz is at once original and peculiar to America, and,
certainly, we have not enjoyed such a distinction before in our entire musical history. That is something worth while
thinking about. That this should come about through "popular" rather than serious, so-called, "classical" music is like
rubbing the fur the wrong way and, consequently, there are few of us who will admit the fact.

- 740 -

As we have stated, there was a time when our composers were engrossed in either imitating European styles
or trying to make something out of our native Indian and Negro music. It was soon learned that the Indian music did
not lend itself readily to idealized treatment except in a very limited degree. Likewise, Negro music had its
limitations which could not be expanded to any great extent, if one considered the true esthetical elements of prime
importance. Then, too, and by far the most important consideration, neither the Indian nor the Negro idioms could be
considered faithful and representative American music. They did express types of Americans; but they did not and
could not express the sentiments and characteristics of the American people as a whole, as a real nationalistic school
should.
Nationalistic music, as its very basis, should be a type that utilizes the musical expression of the common
folk and should be the national and general means of musical expression; there should be common and peculiar
characteristics between the people and its music, a reversible equation. For example, the music of Spain voices the
sentiments of the common people of that country; it has certain characteristics in its composition that stamps it as
being of unquestioned Spanish origin, as a type, and it is the type of music generally adopted by the people of that
country, in contrast to that of foreign idioms.
If we are to consider any type of music as a basis for our own nation, it must fulfill the requirements just
enumerated. let us see how jazz complies. Certainly we may throw out any consideration of the so-called "classical"
types we have produced as being ideal, even in the slightest degree; yes, in spite of the outstanding work done by
MacDowell, Cadman, Lieurance, Farwell, Skilton, and other in Indian idiom; and Burleigh, Dent, Dett and others in
the negro idioms. The essential characteristics of jazz were born in the music of the simple folk of our own people.
They were not invented or discovered by our composers of the classical school. They were evident as germs in the
folk music of the Negro, seized upon the developed at large, and the resulting music adopted by the people of the
country as a whole. To more the 75% of our population, jazz is the sole means of musical expression and
appreciation. However much we musical high-brows would desire it otherwise, such is the truth as we see it and
which is further substantiated by statistics. So it seems that the basic qualities inherent in jazz do fulfill the
requirements for a nationalistic school - something which our classical music of the present and past does not, did
not, and could not hope to fulfill.
However, we are not content to let the matter rest here. There are additional considerations to observe if we
are to consider jazz as a serious American idiom, promising some reasonable degree of permanency. Jazz, as we
know it and the exclusive uses to which it has been put, is not, on the face of the matter, beyond its swaddling clothes
in real musical development. Jazz, per se, is not worthy of such consideration on the part of the serious composer;
but that form of music does contain elements that bid fair to become capable of being introduced into serious music,
with the result that the idiom will be accepted as a national musical character of serious and dignified import.
The peculiar melodic and rhythmic elements of jazz invite attention. The harmonic schemes we often hear
are worthy of any composer of serious music, well conceived and very effectively used; yet there is something
distinctive in such usage that marks it as being quite different from that of classical music, from which it was no
doubt borrowed. The contrapuntal nature of jazz is a welcome introduction into popular music, even though it is, at
present, a silly freedom of moving parts. Some day this license will be crystallized into something really worth while.
Then too, the instrumentation of the best jazz orchestras, such as that of Paul Whiteman, has injected a new life into
the music.
Some really capable and serious composers and arrangers have heard the call of jazz, with the result that we
are hearing many jazz pieces that are really worth while as musical compositions, whether we consider them from the
melodic, harmonic, contrapuntal, structural, instrumentation or esthetic standpoints. It was not so long ago that we
heard quite a bit about the dearth of American wood-wind players needed for our symphony orchestras, if we wished
to be free from foreign players. Schools were even established to train such players. Now jazz orchestras demand
experts on all instruments, both common and rare, with the result that we have developed really capable artists. It
was not so long ago that we heard a player in a jazz orchestra play and make rapid changes from and to, an oboe,
English horn, saxophone, alto clarinet, and bass clarinet. The most proficient symphony players of the past would
have thrown up the sponge at such demands a few years ago. Now it is quite common and, be it said, the wood-wind
players in the best jazz orchestras are equal in artistry to their symphony brothers and, in addition, are given a much
greater compensation than could be had in the very best symphony orchestras anywhere.
We are able to hear combinations of instruments in the best jazz orchestras that were unheard of a few years
ago, and even though the results be criticized from the highest esthetical standards, they are as good, and often better,
than can be heard in some of our symphony orchestra. If we had to wait for symphonic writers to produce these
results, we would have had to wait for some time - perhaps until doomsday. There is no question in our mind that this
new art of instrumentation, if one can call it that, will affect the writers of symphonic music and the personnel of
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symphony orchestras all over the world. There is no question that jazz has borrowed heavily from classical music in
every phase of musical construction; but we believe the debt will be repaid with interest in due time. Meanwhile, we
do not think classical music will be the worse for the loan and the waiting.
We hasten to add, lest the listener forget, that we have reference only to the best type of jazz to be heard
today and that we have no tolerance with the squeaky, screeching, monkey-shining jazz orchestras that are all too
commonly heard. These are not to be classed as producers of music; all they do is to create a disturbance by means
of rhythmical noise.
One must not overlook the new life the better jazz writers have introduced into musical forms. The
symphonic poem, the concerto, the opera, the symphony, sonata, and almost all musical structures of serious music
are being utilized by jazz writers, and who is there among us to say that the jazz writers have done them a wrong?
It will not be long before we shall see jazz idioms freely introduced into our serious music. What a
refreshing scherzo for a symphony or a sonata is possible through the infusion of jazz idioms! Jazz is the fun maker
of the music world, and, as such, far surpasses anything the classical music has ever offered. Then, too, jazz has a
field of physical reaction all to itself - and a legitimate field, be it said. In the development of the essence of jazz, it is
more than likely that the present-day jazz will undergo a tremendous change ere it shall reach the desired goal; but
we have the firm conviction that it will arrive and that music will be the better for its coming.
There is a great value in jazz in the development of intelligent music lovers, a very potent educational factor
in the musical growth of our nation; but we are obliged to pass over this point with a mere reference, in due respect
to the Musical quarterly which will present an article of mine on that question in the near future.
All these innovations due to jazz and the mediums of its performance bear every earmark of becoming
serious considerations, of forming the basis for a nationalistic school of our country, and of virtually calling into
being a distinctive American art which is bound to influence music as a whole. Jazz has unlimited possibilities which
musical educators and other workers in the more serious musical fields will do well to guide and develop rather than
condemn wholesale. Jazz is here, and do what we will, it will not be destroyed through condemnation. What the
outcome will be no one can predict; we can only guess, and it is our guess that jazz will be developed into a real,
sane, and vigorous art that will be worthy of the stamp, "An American Art." This will come when the elements of
jazz are refined and introduced into the serious classical types. If we do not take advantage of the opportunity we
might find ourselves outdone by foreign nations, as has happened with so many Yankee innovations.

1925 - M. T. N. A.
IMPROVISATION: ITS HISTORY AND APPLICATION TO MODERN MUSIC STUDY -by James
Husst Hall.
At times I am sure we have all envied the workers in the other arts, and doubtless they us. Yet most of us
are willing to grant an quality to all the arts, for while we find our ideal in music, another finds his in painting and
still another in sculpture. Each art has its natural limitations as well as its distinctive beauties, and although the
musician cannot rival the painter in portraying nature, nor match the poet in telling a tale, yet he has his
compensations. Just two of the jobs of the makers of music I mention, and I name two because the one which I am to
"discuss is vitally bound up with the other. The first unique joy, one that Walter Pater has most beautifully pointed
out, is this: the Idea and the Form are one. That is the subject, the mood depicted, the thing desired to be expressed the Idea, and the mold or design in which it is to be cast - the Form, these are most perfectly fused in the art of music.
This oneness of the art and the elusive quality of music, in that it exists only as it is performed, suggests to us the
second unique beauty, Improvisation.
In improvisation the musician experiences a joy that can never be so fully felt or at least so completely
revealed by any other artist. In improvisation the composer and the performer are one. The Idea is born and with it
unfolding commands the Form. So little intervenes between the creative impulse and its realization. There is no
marble to be chipped, no canvas to be sized, no awkward rhyme to match; nor is there any delay through stiff
notation which for most of us some way puts to flight our best fancies. Even a Handel who could write the "Messiah"
in twenty-four days must have chafed at the delay in its recording.
Now the early music makers were never troubled with notation. Men did not feel the need of a system of
representing musical ideas until a comparatively few years ago. primitive men had limited ability and means of
recording, but nevertheless we know their impulse to expression was close to the surface and their relations to nature
and man called froth many a spontaneous musical idea. Much later, when mankind had advanced to the highly
complex life of the ancient cultivated nations, we find that music formed an integral part of their varied activities.
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They fought and ate, worked and worshipped to music - music that was spontaneous and occasionally struck home so
deeply that it was remembered and passed on. You know the story of David whose "fancies grew rife" when
summoned to play before Saul. Browning's beautiful interpretation helps us to picture the improviser of this period.
In ancient Greece the improvisers were legion. Although the virtuoso was always a slave, every selfrespecting Athenian could strum his own accompaniment. We can well judge the place of the improviser from the
fact that Socrates felt the lack of his earlier musical training so keenly that he began practicing the lyre at forty. In
those days after a banquet they passed the lyre about and each added his after-dinner song, improvising his own
words and music.
What an interesting chapter is added in the Middle Ages, for despite the weight of so rigid an organization
as the Roman Catholic Church, improvisations crept into the musical service. Music passed on viva voce is even
more subject to variation than legend; and the older schemes for the notation of musical ideas were very flexible,
barely suggesting the trend of the melodic curve. It was during this period that so many of our folk songs were born,
created by countless improvisers, simple peasants instinctively reflecting their common joys and common sorrows in
music. Only a few of these melodies have come down to us, but we can imagine the wealth of them when we
remember that the individual, the family, the town, and the district had each their own songs. One remembers with
pleasure the part music played in the days of feudalism. In a castle sealed for the winter, knights and minstrels made
their tunes and poems, and with the return of spring, providing war was not to be waged, they went on tour. That
group of knights in southern France who were called Troubadours, owed their very name to trobar, which means to
invent.
You will recall also the instrumentalists of the seventeenth century, who played from a hastily sketched
figured bass, allowing a freedom to each player which we are assured was exercised. Even in the first opera
performances these orchestral players had to follow Vittoria Archielli who, as a contemporary, wrote: "ornamented
the written monody with long flourishes and turns which disfigured it, but were much in fashion." One gasps when he
reads of the freedom allowed the singers. The composer wrote only a sign for a cadenza and left it to be filled in by
the performer. Often to modify a passage awkward for the singer's peculiar technique, again to satisfy a fickle fancy,
these seventeenth and eighteenth century stars interpolated many phrases of their own making.
While the singer thrilled Italy there was growing up in Germany a generation of the most marvelous
extempore players the world has ever known. Nurtured in the musical atmosphere of the German Protestant Church
there arose a host of organists whose art had as it basis the chorale. About the Haupt-Lied would be woven a prelude,
and often the same theme would serve as the subject of a four or six-voiced fugue, created, say, under the stubby
fingers of Johann Sebastian Bach. There never was a greater improver than he! Once on a trip to Hamburg, after he
had extemporized for half an hour on the chorale "Am Wassen fluessen Babylons" Reinken, then about a hundred,
exclaimed, "I thought the art of extemporization would die with me, but now I see it still lives with you."
Further it lived through the creations of Mozart, and the whimsical Beethoven too, who after improvising
for two hours, bringing tears of joy and sadness to the eyes of his noble hearers, would laugh and call them fools and
children, and burst out, "We artists don't want tears, we want applause." Numbers of stories of Beethoven as an
improvisator crowd for the telling, but let this one suffice: It was after a dinner given by Schlessinger that Beethoven
was invited to improvise. He refused, but finally agreed to play if Castelli, who alone among those present did not
play the piano at all, would give the theme. Castelli rose to the occasion, however, and pointing his first finger,
played four keys down and the same four up. Beethoven saw the joke and good naturally sat down and improvised
for almost an hour, weaving into the very woof of his fantasy this insignificant scale theme. But, as you know, with
Beethoven the diatonic scale becomes one of the wonders of the world.
One would like to pause to discuss the four-hand improvisations of Beethoven and Woeffl, and later those
of Mendelssohn and Moscheles as they "darted" - in Moscheles' words - "as quick as lightning, on the suggestion
contained in the other's harmonies." Moscheles speaks of the "magnificent Erard" on which they played, and it
suggest that group of pianists, culminating in Liszt, who found such magical inspiration in the tone of the pianoforte.
William Beatty Kingston in speaking of the inimitable improvisator Liszt, tells how "he gave play to the creative and
constructive faculties of his intellect without troubling himself in the least about the mere mechanical instruments
attached to his wrists. So he was able "without an instant's warning or preparation - for execution is absolutely
simultaneous with conception - to reproduce" the fantasies of his genius. All the scales of Rubinstein seem to show
that when he improvised he was lost in his own dreams and absolutely forgot his audience. (That is not all he forgot,
for more than one grand piano carries a scar that his Russian cigarette burned in the rosewood while the nervous
hostess was powerless to interfere). Of other excellent improvisers of that period we must not speak, but just recall
that they were close to that generation of players who were not judged by their interpretation of other men's music.

- 743 -

There is one of the later masters who in many ways linked the new to the old. From his modest organ in St.
Clotilde, Cesar Franck wove mystic dreams of such noble beauty that Liszt, on hearing him, in reverence compared
his to the great Bach. No, the art did not die with Reinken, nor with Franck, for here and there men still "dream
dreams and see visions" and build for themselves structures of evanescent beauty. There are numbers of improvisers
in our own generation, but we of today have come to think of the art as being especially within the province of the
organist. So much of the beauty and unity of the church service depends upon the little touches of extempore playing
that bind the diverse parts of the service together - a sort of magical cement that causes the service to seem to be one
thing rather than a succession of chunks of prayers and music.
Nor are we unaccustomed to hear in our better moving picture houses improvised transitions between
motives; and quite occasionally the larger part of the picture's musical setting is woven out of the player's fancy.
Indeed one of the most skillful improvisations I ever heard on a pedal point occurred during a showing of "The
White Sister." There was a cipher, and so clever was the player that for sometime we thought the ever present
piercing quality of that one tone to be an artistic device used to represent the onrush of the flood that pushed through
and permeated everywhere.
With a good organist we take improvisation as a matter of course, and it is true that no professional
musician of today has as great and constant a need of skill in extempore playing as he. Dupres and others trained in
the foreign schools, where organists improvise day in and day out, astonish us Americans with their skill in keyboard
composing. Most of you have probably heard Dupres improvise a symphony as the last number of his program and
have expectantly waited as he opened the envelope containing the themes presented by local musicians for the basis
of the various movements. You can imagine my astonishment at his Oberlin concert, when I heard the theme which I
had presented, thinking of it as a basis for a pompous martial movement, turned into the subject of a lively threevoiced fugue. Such feats are not beyond some of our American organists of today, but if improvisation were to be
given a place in our teaching, a host of musicians of tomorrow would have equal skill, and the musical sensibility of
Americans would be far higher than ever before.
This nation that has given evidence of such marked powers of organization, must have a tremendous store
of creative imagination still latent. Now I realize that economic organization and artistic creation are different. So
also, a Raphael is different from a Michael Angelo. Perhaps Raphael did not have the creative power of Angelo but it
would be no mean thing to draw forth a technician and designer of the consummate skill of a Raphael. I strongly
believe that the widespread teaching of improvisation would prepare the ground and sow the seed for a flowering of
creative musicians such as America, until now, has only dreamed of. Where to begin?
Begin with the children. How? Undoubtedly the voice is the closest medium of expression that the child
knows. The voice is the child and certainly there is no one here who has not thrilled as he has heard a little child
unconsciously about his play making his own melodies. All children are natural composers and they can create as
interestingly in music as in story. Why crowd it out of them and stifle this God-given instinct? What happens now is
usually this; their little tender home-grown melodies are smiled at and somebody else's melody is imposed on the
child's musical consciousness. He is impressed with his own inferiority and stops inventing. Don't sneer at the child's
efforts, for no matter how crude and commonplace, that child may some day produce a masterpiece. Schumann used
to sit at the piano-forte holding the damper pedal down an hour at a time, merging the sounds to his satisfaction, but
certainly to some other's. Thus, he gained pleasure and stimulated invention and the child may do it in his own way, a
way that may be hard for us at times to appreciate.
If the child has not been repressed, and in many cases although he has been, the music-making talent will
creep out later in his practice and the dull dreary round of scales and five-finger exercises will be peppered with
some of the child's own music. About then the stern voice of the mother or perhaps the teacher is heard - "Stop that
drumming." Now the musical child is bound to drum and the less musical child can be taught to drum. Why not
supervise this natural outcropping of musical talent rather than stifle it? Give it a place in the practice hour and in the
lesson period.
One of the most natural ways to begin this work in improvisation is to have the child complete the phrase
that the teacher begins, - a sort of question-answer game. The voice here at the beginning is the better medium, for
the child has no difficulty in picking out the tones he wants and so does not stumble about as on an instrument,
growing gradually self-conscious of his limitations as a composer. The four-measure phrase soon grows into eight,
and the eight into sixteen, and gradually a working vocabulary of melodic phrases, harmonic patterns, and rhythmic
designs are made a part of the child's natural musical growth. There is no final goal to which this road leads. There
are so many interesting byways, and the child's healthy curiosity will naturally lead him to explore them, provided his
teachers have made music a thing of joy. Here the wise teacher who is familiar with these paths will point out their
pleasures and pitfalls; the juicy quality of the augmented sixth chord, the terrible danger of double thirds, or the sheer
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delight of a tierce de picardie coming like spring after a dreary winter. And the child who eagerly explores these by
ways- harmony, counterpoint, and form - will run little dancer of ever being caught in the plight of that person who
was "Seated one day at the organ, Weary and ill at ease," for the trained improviser like the skilled shepherd would
be able to lad all his wanderers home and would thus avert another grand tragedy like that of "The Lost chord." Thus
the way naturally unfolds so that the music student never erects that wall which separates and isolates the composer.
Harold Speed in his book on Oil Painting criticizes the customary method of training painters, maintaining
that to hold them to design and use of line for so long and to deny them the invention of subject and use of color
which they are some day to use, oftentimes crowds out the natural spontaneous creative gift. There seems to me to be
a parallel for our students of composition. They must be grounded in harmony, counterpoint, fugue, and
instrumentation; but let them have their fling from childhood up in creative composition through improvisation and
the inventive faculty will not be stopped at its source. We shall then have fewer composers who are skilled
technically but lacking emotionally. Technique without inspiration is of even less value than inspiration without
technique. Don't wait too long to call invention forth! Try to imagine what systematic and widespread instruction in
improvisation would mean for the American School of Composition. Now naturally all who are trained in
improvisation would not become composers, for there are comparatively few who are gifted with frequent original
ideas. You recall that Oliver Wendell Holmes said that it was "enough to stun and scare anybody to have a hot
thought come crashing into his brain." What then would happen to the majority in whose brains "the wagon trains of
common ideas jog along." I think those ideas would jog along at a bit faster pace and I am sure the scenery on the
way would be more interesting. Their musical journeys at least would be live things, for to the improviser music is a
living art. Music is a living thing, a personal expression. Have you ever heard a performance that was no more than
deadly accuracy, a slavish playing of mere notes? I wonder if to him who has tasted the joy of improvisation, who
has peeked through that barrier between performer and composer, I wonder if to him there is not possible a more
comradely interpretation of fancies caught and recorded by other dreamers. There is untold joy for the artistic
performer in recreating the composer's dream and making it appear as his own. Besides this sympathy and
understanding that may be engendered there may come a realization of the vital power of music, a power that lies
hidden to him who mistakes the symbol for the idea. No matter how common the melody or awkward the harmony,
how monotonous the rhythm or rambling the form, let us create something. Make your pupils create something. Selfexpression is one of the keenest joys life offers. make a place in your already crowded schedules for some systematic
training in improvisation. Five minutes a week or five minutes a month would nourish an art that in many places has
almost been forgotten. Try it yourself and remember that your own idea expressed in your own way holds a unique
place that can never be filled by another's.

1926
LIVING AGE - 1926
JAZZ AND GUITAR My title is one that MM. Duvernois and Dieudonne have used for a comedy in which they have
presented the contrast between two types of women, two kinds of love. The jazz-band symbolizes Domernism and dancing-that whole
superficial existence in which women have forgotten even the idea of real love. The guitar, on the other hand, is intended to suggest the
sentimentality of moonlight serenades, simple, old-fashioned love, naive enough, but so sincere that no one could think it ridiculous. I
have often thought of that contrast since Andres Segovia came into prominence and we saw what a great artist could do with the guitar.
Even earlier I had often reflected on the jazz-band and wondered what its contribution to modern music would prove to be. The purely
musical contrast between these two is quite as sharp as the symbolic contrast, and in its way as interesting.
Let us take the first of them, the guitar. It comes to us to-day as a resurrected instrument. Everyone thought that the guitar was
dead, used only by a few blind beggars, and almost solely in Spain; even in Spain it had come to be used excessively in
accompaniment, either for the voice or for a singing-instrument such as the violin, or for the mandolin. Its interest for us was purely
retrospective, historical, almost archaeological. It took an interpreter of genius to rediscover the guitar, to reconstruct its technique,
and, above all, to give back its soul. Then, all of a sudden the scales fell from out eyes, the guitar was not what we used to think it-a
poor, limited, monotonous instrument. On the contrary, it proved to be marvelously rich in resources, of all kinds, an instrument from
which can be drawn a quite unexpected variety of sound, and which ignites vast range-four octaves, like the alto and the clarinet-may
well be compared with the monarchs of the instrumental solo. Add to this that its mounting of six strings makes possible full chords
and polyphony. The volume of sound is not great., but this fact is redeemed by its quality, mellow, distinguished, and aristocratic.
The guitar is mounted and tuned like the lute. All the music that has been written for the lute can be used on it. Its destiny was
the same as that of the lute when the growing popularity of the harpsichord ousted it from favor. After hearing Segovia it is easy to see
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that this was an illogical confusion, and that the reasons for giving up the lute should have served for keeping the guitar. The
harpsichord was certainly an advance over the lute, because its keyboard made possible the simultaneous use of both hands and thereby
doubled its resources. It went even further as soon as the two keyboards were adopted, along with duplication of strings and varied
uses of the plectrum. Far be it from me to underrate the harpsichord. Wanda Landowska has shown what can be done with that
instrument and how necessary its use is in interpreting the music written for it by the clavecinists and virginalists. It remains true,
nevertheless, that the harpsichord is a plectrum instrument and that therefore its expressive range is rather limited. It cannot entirely
avoid the disadvantages due to striking the string with the metal, feather, or leather quill.
We had thought for a long time that the defects of the lute and the harpsichord were inherent in all instruments with plucked
strings. To-day we must revise this judgment. These defects are inherent only in instruments played with the plectrum, whether it is
held in the right hand, as with the lute, or is operated mechanically by the touch, as with the harpsichord. There are other pluckedstring instruments that more or less escape these disadvantages as those in which the strings are plucked directly by the fingers, like the
harp, and, above all, the guitar. Because of this manner of plucking, both of them are very much more expressive; but when we have
heard Segovia, and then a few days later the harp quartette of Madame Casadesus, we realize irresistibly that the guitar is the superior
instrument. In harp-playing the two hands must pluck string that have been tuned beforehand and that give only a single tone; in the
harp with pedals, every string can produce three tones, to be sure, but only one at a time. The expressive variety in the stroke is
definitely limited, and the quality of the sound can be only slightly modified-except by using harmonics, as does likewise the guitar.
But Andres Segovia reveals to us what a marvelous qualitative range and flexibility the guitar possesses in the hands of a
virtuoso. His magic fingers make that instrument reproduce all the registers of the harpsichord. He can render simultaneously as many
tone-colors as there are voices, so that one has the illusion of hearing four distinct instruments. But how expressive all these timbres
are as compared with those produced by the plectrum. The guitar is the only instrument of its class capable of singing, and Segovia has
shown us that in this respect it is superior even to the piano. The sensitive flexibility of the unprotected finger-tip in contact with the
string is apparently infinite. By methods I cannot explain, the finger communicates directly to the vibrating medium the emotions of the
artists, whereas with the piano this must be done through the intervention of the keys, the double escapement, and the hammer. in the
guitar, action and reaction are immediate. The instrument is, as it were, a direct extension of the player.
Those of my readers who have not heard Segovia may smile at my enthusiasm, and many who have heard the artist may
object that he is an unparalleled master who will have no equal. But Madame Landowska also may remain without a peer in her chosen
field. None the less, she has revived the harpsichord, and we already have several artists who play that instrument with skill. Segovia
may be unsurpassable, but I do not believe that he will be alone. Even now we observe signs of a similar revival of interest in the
guitar, especially in Germany. Certain composers, some of them the most promising of the younger generation, are writing scores
exclusively for it. On a programme containing only original music for the guitar, it is now possible to add to the names of Bach, Visee,
Sor, Tarrega, and all the other lutists and guitarists of the past, those of the best modern composers. An instrument for which masters
are writing is not a dead instrument. The guitar, like the harpsichord, has taken a new lease on life.
The case of jazz is very different. It has contributed to music a single new instrument-the banjo, a kind of Negro mandolin.
The banjo has remarkable sonority and a very special timbre. It seems to me that it could easily replace the mandolin in Mahler's
symphonies, for example, and it would come out still more clearly in the midst of the bow instruments.
The other instruments of jazz are already familiar,-the piano, the violin, the trombone, the saxophone, and the trumpet-but
these instruments are purposely diverted from their ordinary roles and grouped in novel arrangements. The search for strangeness is
perceptible even in classic jazz-the only type that can claim a serious artistic value, for I shall neglect the wild eccentricities of certain
dance orchestras. A characteristic trait of jazz is the systematic inhibition of instrumental sonority. Muted instruments are almost the
rule in jazz, whereas in the ordinary orchestra they are the exception. The result is a reduction of power in the trumpet and trombone
that brings them close to the bow instruments. The association produces a chamber-music ensemble with a slightly bizarre effect. But
above all,-and in this jazz is perfectly logical,-the dominant factors in the synthesis are the percussion instruments, which are never
silent, and which sometimes actually assume solo roles. The fact is that the jazz-band, designed to render the purely rhythmical music
of savages, has had to upset all the values of traditional music, which is primarily melodic and harmonic. Thus we see the violin, which
takes first rank in a symphony orchestra, relegated to second rank in the jazz-band, whereas the saxophones, the 'poor relation' of the
orchestra is its solo instrument par excellence, abetted by those two other monarchs of the modern dance-hall, the trumpet and the
trombone, both muted. The role of the banjo is to lend a special color to the ensemble by contributing its twang to the general soundeffect and accentuating the rhythm marked by the percussion instruments and the piano.
One bizarre feature of jazz is the association of instruments not ordinarily used in close collaboration-each class of the
percussion, string and wind instruments respectively being represented by only one or two examples.
Are we to consider the jazz-band a passing phenomenon, eccentric and ephemeral, coinciding with the taste for exotic music
and a certain type of dance, and destined to disappear with that taste; or a permanent, definite only to a single kind of music. Play the
repertory of modern dances written for the orthodox orchestra, and the result is pretty spiritless, unless the jazz-band is reinforced; and
this is as far as contemporary composers have gone. Try to render the music of the old dances or any other type of music with the jazzband, and the result is hopelessly bad, and even ridiculous. At large dances, where slow waltzes, or even Viennese waltzes, are played
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along with fox-trots and tangos, the jazz orchestra is seconded by another combination, so that, in reality, two orchestras function side
by side, on of which plays a certain type of dance, the other another type-two entirely distinct manners alternating. Sometimes it is
simply that the players change their instruments. In this case the point is still more striking. When the saxophonist takes up a violin or
the violoncello, he admits that he cannot otherwise do justice to the written music. He demonstrates the separation of the types.
The second thesis can also be defended, however, and it would be wisest to admit that both outcomes are possible. The craze
for modern dancing may pass, the great mass of music written for jazz may fall into the most complete oblivion, and yet music itself
may still be enriched by the experience in a perfectly definite way. let us consider in just what that enrichment would consist.
We must admit that, although most dances composed in the rhythm of the fox-trot, tango, or one-step have little of no value,
there are, nevertheless, a certain number of happy inspirations, pretty and really musical compositions, especially among the fox-trots.
This is a direct enrichment of our musical patrimony. But it is not the most important one; for in addition to this there is an
instrumental enrichment. This is not in the sphere of the muted instruments. Jazz has been too willing to abuse such effects, and they
are not its best feature. The expressive glissandos of the trombone are an eccentricity justified only by a desire to astonish. This effect
is inseparable from a certain class of compositions, and is of little use in any other music. I have already pointed out how the banjo
might directly enrich the orchestral ensemble by introducing a new timbre to be used for special effects. But what the jazz-band has
chiefly brought to our attention is the resourcefulness of the saxophone as a solo instrument. There can be no question that the
saxophone will survive. From now on no composer will deliberately reject its services.
A still more important contribution remains to be considered, because it is not simply an addition to the gamut of timbres, but
to the very essence of music. No one who has heard the best original compositions of the jazz repertory can doubt that it has developed
a new type of counterpoint, freer and more fantastic than that of the schools, but extremely interesting, and calculated to switch the new
music back to the polyphony it was on the point of abandoning. This counterpoint is often improvised under the form of variations that
change at every repetition and demand a player trained in this kind of performance. This will bring us back to old traditions that have
long been lost, or preserved only among the gypsies. The restoration of these traditions may be considered a positive contribution. It is
not merely a matter of melodic ornamentation or homophonic variations, but of a genuine counterpoint, of an improvised melody
accompanying the principal motif but sometimes monopolizing the attention and becoming a principal motif in its turn, while the
original theme, already heard several times, takes on the character of a cantus firmus.
This counterpoint is at once melodic and rhythmic. Polyrhythmics is one of the principal charms of jazz music, closely allied
as it is to ragtime and conceived only as violently syncopated. harmonically this type of music has brought us nothing new. It is based
on a few stereotyped sequences and on a special use of the ninth.
In the domain of harmony the jazz-band leads us back into the paths of simplicity. It is tonal, healthy, and genuinely
harmonious. Its innovations are in the sphere of melody, and, above all, of rhythm. In that of melody it has introduced certain turns
directly borrowed from exotic music; in the sphere of rhythm it has introduced a dislocation of the measure that results in very amusing
effects, and the superposition of inconsistent rhythms.
In this last connection, the jazz-band is only a manifestation of the irresistible impulse toward the enrichment of music by a
return to a very old conception of rhythm. This conception had been forgotten since the Middle Ages, but was on the point of being
rediscovered by a study of the ancients and of folklore-a conception of which Jaques-Dalcroze was the theorist and the apostle. The
Negro music that has come to us from beyond the Atlantic has contributed its stone to the rhythmic edifice of the music of tomorrow. It
is a permanent contribution.
In addition to these gains for the art of music in general, we must also include the direct use of jazz by composers, whether
they write works inspired by it and intended for it, or introduce it subordinately into more extensive works in which it alternates with
the complete orchestra. This last method will have the happiest results in the theatre. On the other hand, we can hardly accept the idea
put forth by a certain American that a theatrical piece can be composed entirely for the jazz-band. In such a work the chief defect of
this instrumental combination would be only too quite apparent: that is, its inherent monotony, a monotony that rapidly became
intolerable. Like all effect that are too strongly emphasized, those of the jazz-band soon produce weariness and nervousness. This is
certainly the reason why a constant need is felt in dancing circles for some other type of dance to alternate with jazz. This music is
forcing musicians more and more to play two instruments, or even a larger number. The monotony of the rhythm and the timbre of jazz
is so great that the uninterrupted execution for several hours of one fox-trot after another would certainly exacerbate the nerves of the
listeners to a point not far from madness. When time has given us a better perspective we shall recognize that jazz has its utility, and
honor it according to its very real merits.
At that time, perhaps, the guitar will have reached the high rank to which it is entitled. At the moment, it cannot deny that, if I
were asked to choose between a concert by Segovia or one of his peers, and the much admirable jazz-band in the world, I should not
hesitate a moment-Segovia would be my choice.
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JANUARY 13 - NEW REPUBLIC
THE JAZZ PROBLEM. The efforts of popular jazz and serious musical art to effect a junction and a marriage continue
unabated. In fact, the struggle has furnished the chief source of interest of the new music of the season.
On one hand the Jazzberries of Louis Gruenberg and the piano concerto of Arthur Honegger, both played under the auspices
of the League of Composers, apply to the rhythms of popular music the fastidious selective formula of modern impressionism, and, in
splitting them up and shaving them down, largely rob them of their power. On the other hand, Mr. George Gershwin, parallel with his
regular business of turning out musical comedies, has proceeded with his assault on the concert hall fro the direction of Broadway. The
present writer was unable to hear Gershwin's new piano concerto played by the New York Symphony Society (it has been discussed
elsewhere in the New Republic); but his one-act Negro opera, 135th Street, was one of the most interesting features of Paul
Whiteman's recent concert in Carnegie Hall. This opera was first produced three years ago in George White's Scandals and its origin
probably explains the disappointment we feel in it as a drama when we see it on a more pretentious stage. It is impossible to tell
whether 135th Street is to be taken as tragedy or burlesque. The scene is a Negro joint in Harlem: one of the girls is in love with a
professional gambler; the latter announces to the proprietor, though not in the presence of his sweetheart, that he is going to visit his
dear old mammy, whom he has not seen in many years. The cafe fills with people; the girl and her lover are together; the latter
suddenly receives a telegram and leaves the room, refusing to divulge its contents to his jealous companion; interested parties induce
her to believe that the telegram is from another woman and when her lover returns, she immediately shoots him. He dies; but not before
he has had an opportunity to hand her the telegram in self-justification; it says, "It is no use to come. Your mammy has been dead three
years." Mr. Gershwin's music, however, evidently aims at a certain dignity; a prologue imitated from Pagliacci introduces a score of
which most of the setting of the action speaks with the conventional tragic accents of modern Italian opera. This setting cements
together separate "numbers" in a vein of sophisticated jazz - a mammy song, a love song and a "blues." And here again the attempt to
combine jazz with some more respectable musical idiom seems mechanical and unsatisfactory. In the case of the composers mentioned
above, their invincibly alien spirit and technique had the effect of blighting the jazz and rendering it uninteresting. In the case of
Gershwin, the jazz itself, which is his natural vehicle of expression, does not lack vivacity or color: in 135th Street it is admirable especially in such passages as the prelude, where he elicits sinister and disturbing effects from the characteristic voices of the jazz
orchestra. But it gives the impression of emerging in blocks from a background of conventional opera which has nothing in common
with it and which, beside the vulgar vitality of the jazz, tends to take on the aspect of an imposture.
More artistically satisfactory than any of these compositions was Aaron Copland's Music for the Theatre played at one of the
League of Composers' concerts. There are traces of Stravinsky in Mr. Copland; but he is not an imitator of Stravinsky - rather, he has a
similar gift for conveying the excitement, the emotion, of the time, which has its popular expression in jazz, in a distinguished musical
form. His vitality is as spontaneous as his culture is genuine. And there is probably more musical drama in his untitled and unanotated
Music for the Theatre than in the whole of Gershwin's opera.
The career of Mr. Paul Whiteman, at whose concerts in Carnegie Hall the Gershwin opera Was sung, is another interesting
episode in the artistic development of jazz. Mr. Whiteman, as everybody knows, was formerly the leader of the most popular hotel
dance orchestra in the United States. Now he occupies a different position: he appears in vaudeville and gives concerts; his orchestra
has become an entertainment, an artistic performance, in itself. In listening to a whole evening of Paul Whiteman, we cannot always rid
ourselves of the feeling - which obtrudes itself also, and to a grater degree, in the case of Vincent Lopez - that we should enjoy the
music more if we were eating and talking while we listened to it. But, on the other hand, Paul Whiteman's orchestra nowadays would
never do in a hotel; and I do not know whether it is any use for dancing. No modern French composer could have robbed the
Charleston music more completely of the qualities which make people dance the Charleston to it than, be reducing it to its abstract
patter, Mr. Whiteman has. He has refined and disciplined his orchestra to a point of individuality and distinction where it would be
likely to embarrass dancers and diners. Not that it is free from a virtuosity rather curious than distinguished. Among the features of Mr.
Whiteman's recent concerts were a pair of pianists who played the same compositions at the same time on two different pianos in exact
synchronization and with the effect of automatic piano players; and a man who performed a duet on a cornet and a clarinet, played Pop
Goes the Weasel on a violin held in sixty-five different positions and finally rendered Hiawatha on an old bicycle pump. But Whiteman
has drilled his musicians to better artistic purpose. When he makes a speech, as he did at Carnegie Hall, we realize how much his
orchestra owes its peculiar excellence to its conductor, how far he has succeeded in investing it with his own characteristics.
Whiteman's voice has precisely the qualities of one of his own muted trombones: he speaks with a hard Western r, but his phrases have
a precision and economy, a sharp edge and a metallic resonance. And this is the character that his instrument take on when they depart
furthest from their function of playing for other people to dance and come closest, apparently, to Mr. Whiteman's heart; a little dry, a
little deliberate, a little lacking in lyric ecstasy, but very fastidious and elegant, and stamped with the ideal of perfection.
Mr. Deems Taylor has hitherto been rather conspicuous for his avoidance of the universal fashion. He has however, in Circus
Day, which was played at the Whiteman concerts, made use of jazz material. Nevertheless, he still stands outside the developments I
have discussed above. It is as plain from his own compositions as it was from his musical criticism that the problems and the struggles
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of contemporary music do not interest him. I did not care much for his Jurgen, a symphonic poem played earlier in the season by the
New York Symphonic Society. It seemed rather syrupy and insipid. These are qualities, to be sure, of which Mr. Cabell himself is by
no means guiltless; but there are also to be found in his novel a genuine note of natural magic and a sinister malaise. That Mr. Taylor
desired to capture at least the second of these elements his program notes show; but, to this author at least, he failed to evoke either
Mother Sereda of Koshchei the Deathless. He seems too easy-going, too amiable, too smooth, to be deeply troubled by the unknown
quantities which these symbols represent; he leaves out the disturbing elements of Jurgen, as he did those of Through the Looking
Glass.
But in Circus Day he has a subject as amiable as possible and he makes of it as charming as possible a piece of descriptive
music. With great ingenuity at finding musical equivalents for roaring lions, jugglers, clowns, and the other features of the oldfashioned circus, he combines a taste which always restrains him from overdoing his effects and sacrificing music to cleverness. Circus
Day way perhaps the happiest number of the Whiteman concerts. Edmund Wilson

JANUARY 13 - THE NATION
MUSIC - TWO PARODIES - Mr. Damrosch had not been sure whether he ought to play the next number of his program,
"Modern Music Pleasant and Unpleasant." He felt a sincere admiration for the composer's early works, but this - well, he would let the
audience judge for itself; to my intense relief, for he had already exercised his usual unwelcome last-minute discretion and sacrificed
two of the Schoenberg "Five Pieces" to his own wit in speech and program-making. I, for one, should gladly have forgone his opinion
that good music must express human aspirations and emotions, the love of father for son, son for father, brother for sister, and so on
down the line; nor should I have missed "The Ride of the Valkyrs," which, though a stroke of slightly self-conscious wit, was not
relevant, and "The Beautiful Blue Danube," which was not even witty. What, again, Loeffler's "Memories of My Childhood" had
contributed to the occasion I did not know; and it had taken longer than the two Schoenberg "Pieces" would have done. But there had
been fine moments, and one had arrived finally at Stravinsky's "Ragtime."
In music as in literature parody is produced by the use of an idiom by one to whom it is foreign - foreign, be it noted, not
through birth but through experience and training. Conversely, when an idiom is used, consciously or unconsciously, by one to whom it
is foreign, the result, whether intended or not, is almost inevitably parody. The term is applicable, then not only to Casella's "In the
Manner of _____" but to a great deal of seriously conceived music - most obviously to Kapellmeistermusik or such miserable stuff as
Ernest Schelling's "Impressions of an Artist's Life," but even to some of the neo-classical parts of Stravinsky's Concerto and Sonata for
piano. And, whether this was seriously conceived or not, it was applicable to his "Ragtime."
For the melodic idiom of jazz is distinctive, and needs, therefore, a composer completely at home in it to produce what is
first-rate, i.e., first-rate of its own type. In the hands of Stravinsky, therefore, it resulted in parody. Listening to a jazz orchestra over
the radio one hears one stereotyped melodic device follow another (I might include the equally stereotyped devices of orchestration)
until all these devices, which together make up the melodic idiom of jazz, become indistinguishable and fade into an accompanying
patter without significance; and one is conscious only of the ceaseless percussion of the piano and guitar. It is this effect that Stravinsky
reproduced by reeling off the clichés one after another, or rather, by barely suggesting them and superimposing these snatches on a too,
too solid plunk-plunk-plunk-plunk. This became the sole reality; the rest, by the time the recapitulation started it all over again, was
sheer nonsense; and the combination was a ghastly commentary in purely musical terms.
One might expect a similar result from the use of the idiom of serious music by a composer of jazz; and judging from
Gershwin's Concerto for piano one would not be wrong. True, in selecting a form characterized by working-out, i.e., rhythmic
manipulation of thematic material, Gershwin undertook only to apply to the melodic idiom of jazz the same treatment that is applied to
the thematic idiom of serious music (the term melodic and thematic are used to express a difference, the significance of which I shall
refer to later). But - and this is the answer to those who have been demanding such treatment for jazz - in so doing he undertook in
effect to write serious music. For the difference in idiom, which is all that distinguishes a fox-trot from a Bach Bourree ostensibly in
the same meter, is, aside from the difference in melodic intervals (i.e., of pitch), precisely a difference in rhythmic treatment. That is, in
the fox-trot every syncopation and rhythmic irregularity in the melodic embellishment only emphasizes the meter, implying it even
when it is silent, as in the first languorous blues melody of the second movement of the Concerto; but in the Bourree the meter is only a
convenience for notation and performance, while first importance belongs to the melodic voice; and this, free of the slightest bondage
to the meter, assumes in its original form whatever rhythmic shapes it pleases, which in the process of being worked out are further
transformed and integrated into large rhythmic structures. As a result, while the themes of Gershwin's first movement were straight
jazz, and, not very good jazz, the working out of these themes had all the characteristics of serious music and sounded like it, except
that in writing serious music Gershwin succeeded in producing nothing better than a rather poor imitation.
If on the other hand the second movement was first-rate, it was because, as a small form it required no more than the few
superb blues numbers that he strung together, quite indistinguishable in type from his blues numbers outside the Concerto. This is quite
significant, for, as it happens, we find in serious music the use of folk-song limited almost entirely to small forms, in particular to the
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middle, lesser movements of symphonic works; and it has even been contended that the melodies of folk-music are not the stuff of
which a sonata-allegro movement can be built since they resist the rhythmic manipulation to which themes are amenable, and that they
have in fact been used for this purpose very little, if at all.
The significance of this is that the problem of American music and of its relation to jazz has been misconceived and
missetted. From the fact that jazz is a type of American folk-music it has been inferred that it must provide the material for any serious
music which is to be called American. But the definition of American serious music is, serious music - i.e., music in the European
tradition - by an American; and even the few fragments left by Griffes demonstrate that this no more depends on American folk-music
for its material than similar music by Europeans depends on European folk-music. From European precedent we may expect an
American symphonic work to include jazz, when at all ____ only in its lesser movements, while the distinctively symphonic
movements will be based on symphonic material. To write such a movement, then, Gershwin must, forgetting jazz for the moment if
necessary, assimilate this material and the technique of handling it; in working with jazz, on the other hand, he had better forget about
symphonic movements and their technique and apply to the material the treatment it suggests, of which he is already a master. B. H.
Haggin

JANUARY 20 - THE NATION
MUSIC - JAZZ LEAVES HOME - There is no such thing as a jazz concert. There are concerts of symphonic music
influenced by jazz, and there are programs of true jazz, namely, fox-trots. The latter are not concerts, however, but dances - whether
the audience keeps its seat or not. So Paul Whiteman in his recent concerts in New York put only two numbers of sure-enough jazz on
the program. Through those numbers all Carnegie Hall swayed in its seat and shuffled surreptitiously. To the rest of the program it
listened.
It is no reproach in music to be called a dance-form. Probably the first music in the world grew out of tribal dances. A whole
school is built around the theory that music can best be taught by dance-like exercises. Folk songs and dances are inextricably mixed.
The gavottes and sarabandes and minuets of the seventeenth century created new musical forms which have long outlasted their period.
The fox-trot is looked upon as a sort of disreputable descendant of the dances of the past, yet in a way, it has more energy than its
ancestors. It is hard to believe that the stately minuet ever meant as much as the fox-trot means in the lives of modern Americans, yet it
was inserted bodily into hundreds of classic sonatas. Those of us who dislike fox-trots are going to be rather unhappy with the music of
the next few years. We have already seen so-called serious composers borrow rhythms from jazz and jazz composers borrow
harmonies from the serious moderns until the two are often indistinguishable. We shall see the fox-trot and its child, the Charleston,
enthroned still higher.
For dancing is the only active recreation left to our poor over entertained bodies. The radio does our singing, and automobiles
do our walking; but our dancing we still do for ourselves. When we tire of movie horsemanship or Chautauqua oratory we don't know
how to ride or orate for ourselves. So we wait until the pressure is intolerable - then we dance. No wonder that we are a little feverish
about it, and that the fox-trot seethes with accumulated vitality. We have not come to the point of admitting how bored we are with
watching and listening and admiring the skill of professional performers, but it is true none the less. A concert by Kreisler cannot give
us half the thrill we get from our own crude reading of a sonata.
As soon as make the fox-trot a concert number it loses its virtue. It is one more boresome thing to listen to, perhaps less
boresome than the classics because it is only one remove from a motor activity. Not that we can keep it out of concerts, but what goes
over is a by-product. The essential rhythm of the fox-trot - the plunk, plunk, plunk, plunk that B. H. Haggin described in these pages
the other day - is not suitable for concert music except in very short quotations. Some of the rhythmic embroidery can go over, and the
new orchestral colors - the sour pervasive melancholy of the saxophones, the trombones' harsh cynicism. Most of all jazz can lend
symphonic music large quantities of humor - not the sly ironic smile that serious moderns have extracted with such effort and pride, but
a frank guffaw. The clowns and elephants of Deems Taylor's graphic "Circus Day," as scored by Ferdie Grofe, caused the audience to
rock with laughter - a thing which never happens at the Boston Symphony. The Huckleberry Finn movement of Mr. Grofe's own
"Mississippi" is an amusing cartoon; and George Gershwin's jazz opera, "135th Street," is full of delicious musical burlesque.
"135th Street" is not the jazz opera for which the world is waiting. It is a one-act sketch, and the soloists do an extravagant
parody of grand operatic heroics against a background flippant, syncopated, and full of fox-trots in keeping with the cabaret scene.
"Ladies and gentlemen," runs the recitative prologue grandiloquently, 'come with me to Mike's colored saloon"; and Mike follows with
an aria: "Sweep on, you lazy nigger; I got those Blue Monday Blues." Marian Tyler

JANUARY 30 - LITERARY DIGEST
KING JAZZ AND THE JAZZ KINGS. It came to pass that a certain rich man, who owns a wonderful estate near
Washington, was giving a party - no; to use the jazz dialect of the day, this butter-and-egg man was "throwing" a party. He had
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arranged to have one on the jazz kings on hand with his orchestra, regardless of expense. His choice, on which he rided himself, was
Vincent Lopez. At the eleventh hour his wife - the rich man's wife - had a feeling that, to impart a final touch of luster to the occasion,
to satisfy the most exacting tastes and eclipse not only every party that had yet been "thrown" but also every other one that was likely
to be "thrown" one thing yet was needful, and that was the presence of a certain other jazz king, Paul Whiteman, duly attended by his
orchestra.
Very well. The story goes on, as related by Paul Kinkead, that Mr. Rich Man called Whiteman on the telephone and told him
to fix a price. Whiteman replied that his orchestra was engaged for a big function and could not break the agreement. The man
persisted, and asked Whiteman if he would come, provided he was released from the other host. Then he called the man who was
giving the party in New York and pleaded with him to release Whiteman. The New Yorker consented, and Whiteman was told to name
a figure. Telling the story in Liberty, Mr. Kinkead continues:
He named one that sounded like a band statement, and was told to bring his musicians. That night the hostess had her little
triumph with Vincent Lopez at one end of the dance floor and Paul Whiteman at the other, one orchestra starting as soon as the other
concluded a dance number. The bill, it was rumored in Washington, was twelve thousand dollars for music, but what mattered it? They
had the two leading jazz orchestras of the world.
After which it is no great strain on the imagination to grasp the idea that the United States "is paying at least one hundred
million dollars a year for seductive syncopation to the musicians alone." Moreover:
America, England, Germany, Japan, the whole world, is jazz mad. In New York City approximately twenty-five
thousand men and a couple of thousand women are wailing through saxophones or playing musical instruments in more than three
thousand orchestras, most of them specializing in jazz. It reaches everywhere. There are ten thousand two hundred union musicians in
New York City, and more than fifteen thousand independents. There are one thousand four hundred recognized orchestras and almost
twice as many small ones, mostly composed of young men not yet making music their profession. There are seventy-five big theaters
with orchestras playing jazz part of the time, five hundred and fifty moving-picture orchestras playing jazz most of the time, more than
a hundred hotel orchestras mostly jazzing the theme, more than two hundred and fifty recognized cabarets and night clubs devoting
their time to glorifying jazz exclusively, and hundreds of clubs, ranging from the cellars of Greenwich Village to the back rooms of
Harlem, where nothing but jazz goes.
The theater musicians alone, on a basis of thirty week a year, are paid five million dollars, according to the musicians' union.
On that basis New York spends more than fifty million dollars a year for jazz music. The figure is so appalling the musicians' union
refuses to make any close estimate.
The estimates of experts range from twenty-five million dollars a year to one hundred million dollars a year for the New York
district, and they estimate that New York spends on-fourth of the American jazz budget. On that basis, the total is anywhere from one
hundred million dollars to four hundred million dollars a year for jazz music. Since music itself is a minor part of the expense of the
average entertainment, one may figure for himself without the aid of logarithms what America is spending in connection with jazz.
The range of prices for musicians is so great it is impossible to figure from a purely salary basis. You can hire a jazz orchestra
for fifty dollars an evening - and up, with the accent on the up.
Moreover, it is pointed out that jazz is breaking down social barriers in a way that to some beholders is alarming, while to
others it affords an encouraging foretaste of the brotherhood of man. Some of the wealthiest and most stable families in the country
have been drawn into the jazz maelstrom in one way or another. Now we have the eighteen-year-old son of Mr. Otto H. Kahn "banker, international financier and New York's greatest patron of grand opera" - becoming a jazz king on his own account and making
more money than he knows what to do with. And anon we read of Miss Ellin Mackay, daughter of Mr. Clarence H. Mackay - "pillar of
high finance and President of the Postal Telegraph Company' - braving her father's displeasure to become the runaway bride of another
jazz king - Irving Berlin, whose first bid for fame was made as "the singing waiter" at "Nigger Mike's" Chinatown saloon and
restaurant. Of young Kahn's case we read:
There is a boy who will not reach his nineteenth birthday until after this is printed, who is making more money in a year than
the President of the United States receives. This boy is Roger Wolf Kahn, son of Otto H. Kahn.
The boy is making so much money he doesn't know just how much - because, no matter how fast he makes, it he is pouring it
out hiring the highest priced jazz artists in the country, and promoting jazz de luxe. His newest idea is the Club Fifth Avenue - the last
word in New York night clubs, five-dollar cover charge and everything extra, probably a gold padlock for each guest.
The proposal to raid upper Fifth Avenue and establish the first night club in the midst of exclusiveness furnished another thrill
to New York - and another jar to the Kahn family. In fact, the big project was held in abeyance, waiting the consent of the father. But,
since young Roger Wolf has not yet lost an argument, the Club Fifth Avenue project, which is intended to give New York's most
exclusive set the same chance to have fun as the rest of the people, probably will go over; and, as a financial proposition, it is the
soundest of them all.
In addition to organizing and directing the world's highest priced (and, some musicians declare, the best) jazz orchestra,
directing and controlling twelve others, writing songs and composing musical comedies, this boy is organizing and laying plans for a
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great semisymphonic orchestra to develop the fox trot theme and to place jazz on a higher standard as a distinctive type of American
music.
I wanted to see this young fellow who dropped out of society and amateur music into the middle of Tin Pan Alley and caused
a splash that startled the musical world, who, in a year and a half, has built up a musical organization rivaling those of Paul Whiteman
and Vincent Lopez, and threatening to pass them.
Bert Cooper, who has helped manage young Kahn's affairs, made an appointment with me for eleven o'clock. At that hour I
found the office of Roger Wolf Kahn - the name blazoned on the windows larger than the lettering on his father's bank, and just as big
as that of Irving Berlin, whose office is up-stairs above it. A young fellow was alone in the office. I asked for Mr. Cooper and, as he
ceased straightening up the desk, the boy said:
"Mr. Cooper will not be down to-day."
"May I leave a note for him?" I asked.
The boy scurried around, found paper and pencil, placed a chair for me at a desk, and for half an hour kept busy waiting on
me. Then the publicity manager came in, and knew me. So we sat down and talked of Roger Wolf Kahn, his past, present, future, his
morals, his manners, his prospects - discussing him freely and somewhat breezily. I noticed the boy seemed as delighted as a
mischievous kid and I became suspicious.
"Is this Mr. Kahn?" I demanded.
Yes - I thought you knew him," ejaculated the publicity man, as he introduced us.
"I thought you were the office boy," I exclaimed.
The youngster threw back his head and burst into a genuine laugh, tickled to death that he had put it over.
"Well, he said finally, "I'd make good at it, wouldn't I? Wasn't the service satisfactory?"
Young Kahn had to smash through the barrier of wealth, of social standing, of musical prejudice, to get started for the goal he
had selected for himself. The Kahn family is musical. The father, Otto H. Kahn, has for many years been America's greatest patron of
grand opera, and he is just as conservative as grand opera and banking will make a man. When it was announced that his son, then just
seventeen years of age, had organized a jazz orchestra., was planning to make his debut as leader of his own orchestra at the
Knickerbocker Grill, and that he intended to get into the business of improving the breed of jazz, the father put down a well-shod but
fairly emphatic foot. Coincidentally, the musicians' union put down both feet and, as a result, Roger Wolf Kahn (himself, in person) did
not appear at the Grill as advertised.
He lost that argument temporarily. But he did not change his mind. Instead of being discouraged, he went before a committee
of the musicians' union, took an examination, qualified as drummer, and, after satisfying the committee that he understood orchestral
drumming, he played half a dozen instruments for them and became a qualified member of the union.
Once convinced of the boy's sincerity, the Kahn family encouraged and backed him, so the delayed opening was a big success,
with a brilliant assemblage present, led by his father and his father's friends. Roger Wolf Kahn, at seventeen, stepped onto the leader's
stand and waved the highest priced baton in musical history.
How he convinced his father of the soundness of his idea he alone knows - but he knew more about the situation and the
financial possibilities of the jazz than his father suspected and we are told further: Roger Kahn does not claim the leadership - yet. He
says Whiteman is the leader in organization and financially, but when his own plans are complete, Kahn will, I believe, assume the
supreme position. He is working toward the organization of a great semisymphonic orchestra that will develop a distinct and higher
type of American music.
Once convinced that the boy's ideas were practical, Otto H. Kahn encouraged and backed him to the limit. It may have jarred
him to hear drums, oboe, and saxophone jazzing the Meditation from Thais, but he did not weaken. The boy showed surprising
aptitude for business and for organization. Instead of proving a "sap" for the Broadway "wise ones," he convinced even the hardest
boiled eggs in Tin Pan Alley that he "is the goods." He opened an office, selected efficient aids, and proved himself an adept in
choosing musicians. He abandoned his plan of going to college at Princeton, and decided to devote his life to music, and to the
development of what we call jazz into a distinctive form of American musical expression.
He organized his own orchestra, which he leads in person at the Biltmore twice a day. It is the highest paid jazz orchestra in
the world, and composed of artists chosen from the best bands in the country. Besides that, he controls the new porters, the Dopey
Dozen, the Society Serenaders, the Mayfair Melodians, a female orchestra called the Debutantes, and several others, and is ready to
supply jazz wholesale or retail, day or night. He asks and receives higher prices than any one in New York. My guess is that, after
paying the highest prices to performers, he is making about two thousand five hundred dollars a week. Which is fair for a nineteen
year-old boy.
Among the songs he has written are: I Love You Sincerely, Nobody Loves Me, Let Me Be the One for You, Why? and a
pretentious composition called Pep.
His greatest triumph tho, he believes, lies in the fact that he persuaded the Biltmore to rescind its rule requiring formal dress
for all evening dancing and dining. As we read:
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He argued against if from the time his orchestra was selected to play the dance music, and finally triumphed, so now visitors
who have left their formal clothes at home may dance to his music. He thinks jazz and formal clothes often make a discord.
"I don't know when I started in music," he told me. "Ever since i can remember I loved it. There was something in me that
made music. I commenced with the violin when I was six years old and worked on it thirteen years. I took up drums and studied
symphonic drumming for two years. I tried almost every instrument. For a long time I was an outsider, an amateur, I happened to be
the son of a rich man, which is a good thing or not, according to the way one uses or abuses it. The real musical fellows probably
thought my love of music was just the fad of a rich man's kid. I did not know how to get acquainted with them. I used to slip away, so
no one would know who I was, and try to get acquainted. After wandering around, I used to go to Ditson's store, where they knew me,
and loaf around, playing all the different instruments. I found the saxophone there, and in playing it commenced to realize its
possibilities. I got acquainted with some musical fellows, too. Probably it was the saxophone that gave me the entree to the best jazz
circles.
"My career? Well, my ambition is to organize a great semi-symphonic orchestra, something after the style of Paul
Whiteman's. I think Whiteman was the first really to understand jazz and to realize the possibilities of the fox-trot vogue; to take it
seriously. I believe he was right. None of us understands it fully; the new music is in a developing stage, and from it something new
and fine will come.
"I am working now on a symphony adjusted to the popular vogue; a sort of Americana. I am working some of the best of the
Negro Spirituals into the main theme, and try to develop something typically American in music. It may be I am not the one best
qualified to do this, and that some great genius will arise to perfect it.
"We are not fully up to the possibilities of this new type of musical expression. There are glaring faults, musically, in most of
the jazz, and these faults must be eradicated. Some one will do it, and I want to contribute something toward its development."
Is he learning the game? Listen!
"We're not off the nut yet. But we're coming."
He is even learning to talk jazz language.
The romance of Ellin Mackay and her jazz king has drawn attention to Irving Berlin's extraordinary career. The New York
Times tells us that he became the prince of popular song writers without being able to read music or play on the piano in any but one
key. As this writer relates:
He was brought to this country from Russia when he was four years old. His father, a rabbi, fled from his home to escape
persecution. Isadore Baline, as Berlin was then known, was the youngest of eight children, six of whom faced the battle of life in the
basement of a Monroe Street tenement where the parents, well-nigh destitute, found refuge.
"Issy" Baline, as he was then called, lived the life of the average youngster of the neighborhood, selling newspapers, picking
up odd pennies and not paying too much attention to school, in which he never progressed beyond the primary grades. When he
became old enough to take a steady job, he drifted into the occupation of "singing waiter."
His first position in that capacity was with "Nigger Mike" Salter, who ran a cabaret at 12 Pell Street, in the heart of the oldtime Chinatown. He stayed there for many years, singing the songs of the day as they were ground out.
Gradually, "Issy" Baline became bolder and bolder in adapting words of his own to the tunes. He also learned to pick out
melodies with one finger on the dilapidated piano the resort afforded. Later he worked in "Jimmy" Kelly's place in Union Square and
in other places singing the songs as he served steins of beer or sandwiches or what not.
Finally he composed his own song and offered it to a publisher. Authorities seem to differ on what this song was. His official
biographer, Alexander Wollcott, in his recently published book, said that it was "Marie From Sunny Italy." Somewhere in this period
he changed his name to Irving Berlin and turned all of his talent to song writing.
The songs he composed began to sell readily and he was soon on the way to the song writers' paradise. His first great success
was "Alexander's Ragtime Band." This song is said to have sold more than 2,000,000 copies and to have been played all over the
world. He became a partner in an important music publishing concern known as Waterson, Berlin & Snyder, from which he retired in
1924 to found Irving Berlin, Inc., at 1607 Broadway.
Besides his songs he has written the scores of musical comedies. He is a theater owner as well as producer, having launched
the series of "Music Box Revues." His latest contribution to the melodies of Broadwayt was the score of "The Cocoanuts," in which
the four Marx brothers are appearing.
He was drafted during the World War and found himself in the Twentieth Infantry, 152d Depot Brigade, at Camp Upton,
Yaphank, L. I. While there he wrote a soldier revue called "Yip, Yip, Yaphank," in which his song, "Oh, How I Hate to Get Up in the
Morning," was introduced.
During the Democratic National Convention in Madison Square Garden two summers ago he wrote "We'll All Go Voting for
Al," a tribute of gratitude and affection to Gov. Alfred E Smith, another who began on the lower east side to his attachment to Miss
Mackay. This, however, Berlin denied. Then he wrote "Remember." This came at about the time when the denials were flying thick
and fast and the song was hailed as Berlin's valedictory in music to Miss Mackay.
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Commentators on Berlin's life agree that he can not read music, does not know the instruments of the orchestra and plays the
piano in a solitary key. He has a piano which is equipped with a shifting device which enables him to play in that key while the piano
transposes. His melodies are "dictated" to a musical assistant.
In marrying Berlin the young society girl will not experience a change of fortune so radical as might be thought. Berlin,
according to his friends, is several times a millionaire. Not only are his royalties from popular songs probably the largest of any
American composer - Mr. Berlin writing lyrics as well as melodies, and his song royalties are close to $200,000 a year - but he also
derives substantial profits from his publishing corporation. His earning capacity from all sources, it was estimated last night, was about
$500,000 a year.
Mrs. Berlin is the second child of Mr. Mackay and the present Mrs. Blake. She is a granddaughter of John W. Mackay, who
came to this country before the Civil War to find his fortune in the mines of Nevada and in other places in the Far West. After he had
amassed a fortune, John W. Mackay married a young widow, a Mrs. Bryant, who had gone to the West with her parents, Mr. and Mrs.
Hungerford.
Mrs. Mackay, when even greater fortune came to her husband, went to live in San Francisco and later in Paris, with her two
sons, John W. Mackay and Clarence Hungerford Mackay, the father of yesterday's bride. There was also a daughter by Mrs. John W.
Mackay's first marriage - Miss Evelyn Bryant, who was adopted by Mr. Mackay and later became the wife of Prince Stigliano di
Colonna.
It was after the death of John W. Mackay Jr. in 1895, that his brother, Clarence, came to New York, leaving school in
England. He associated himself in the great enterprises of his father, which besides mining included the Mackay-Bennett ocean cable,
later the Commercial Cable Company, and the Postal Telegraph Company.
Mrs. Berlin has had exceptional advantages in life. She is highly educated. After her formal introduction to society, at a ball
given in the Ritz-Carlton by her father four years ago, she continued her studies, taking special courses at Barnard College.
A year ago Mrs. Berlin went abroad with Miss Josephine Noel, who had been for many years a member of the Mackay
household. It was at this time that the reports of affection between Miss Mackay and the composer were being circulated with
circumstance and strength. It was reported that the trip abroad had been designed to give Miss Mackay an opportunity, if she chose, to
forget Berlin. Miss Noel and Miss Mackay traveled extensively, visiting Egypt and Algiers, finally going to Paris. Upon her return
here, the New Yorker printed her views on social functions she had attended. She said that young people were going to the cabarets to
"have privacy" and "to escape from unallruing and poisonous" individuals with whom contact was necessary at dances in smart homes
and clubs. She was especially severe on 'stag lines," finding them decidedly unattractive. The article created a stir in society and drew a
retort from a young clubman. Mackay laughingly denied the truth of reports that she was engaged to Mr. Berlin, and her father issued
an emphatic denial.
In November Miss Mackay contributed to The New Yorker her views on social functions she had attended. She said that
young people were going to the cabarets to "have privacy" and "to escape from unalluring and poisonous" individuals with whom
contact was necessary at dances in smart homes and clubs. She was especially severe on "stag lines," finding them decidedly
unattractive. The article created a stir in society and drew a retort from a young clubman.

FEBRUARY 1 – METRONOME - 1926
IS JAZZ COMING OR GOING? by Cesar Saerchinger In America, if at any time of day you put on radio-phones,-and who in
America has no radio apparatus?- you hear on all wave lengths, with very few exceptions, the same odd piece. At least, you fancy you
hear the same piece all the time, if you are not well posted on the repertoire of the Jazz bands. To one who is uninitiated it does not
seem to be music at all: From New York, Chicago, Indianapolis, and Waco, Texas, the same rhythmical noise is transmitted to him, so
that he might easily imagine Americans to be a queer tribe of natives, who are everywhere, at the same time, performing a uniform and
stirring rite.
This is Jazz. America is under the spell of Jazz. Well, Europe is about to follow it in this respect, and Europe has a fairly good
idea of what constitutes Jazz. But Europe always receives only the respective end products; it does not know how it developed and
therefore can hardly form an idea as to the future that is open to this cultural attainment. In America it is taken seriously and perhaps
this is justified; soon the German professors will take it seriously too and write lengthy historical treatises about it. In the meanwhile I
wish to point out just a few entirely "obvious" facts.
Before Jazz there was ragtime, and ragtime originated with the Negroes. In the Negro song-the so-called "Spiritual," which
was sung by the slaves on the plantations, we already find syncopation, the odd accent on the short beat, or even on a pause.
Investigators have even discovered that the basic form of the Negro rhythm lives on in Africa, for the half-savage tribes beat it on their
half-savage drums. Then, when in 1913, people began to cultivate the lovely new barbaric dances, in the dives of San Francisco, the
music was furnished by Negroes. Therefore it was truly popular music, for and by the people. whence the dances and the original
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melodies came, must be left to the historians, but the lost tribes of Israel who wander about New York's Broadway, soon took care of
their profitable exploitation.
In America, anything in the way of popular music that happened to take the popular fancy,-one after the other-the Coon Song,
the sentimental Heart Song, the exotically humming Ukulele Song from Hawaii, even the New Vienna Kiss-Waltz, was adapted to the
new dance literature. The song with words, gave place to the instrumental song (the processors will say that this happened once before
in the history of music)and with the new instrumentation a new orchestra was born, which grew out of the haphazard combination of
Negro musicians. "Alexander's Ragtime Band" by Irving Berlin was the first great hit of the new epoch and the ragtime bands,
consisting mostly of Negroes, soon flooded the country.
The historians of Jazz date its birth from Irving Berlin's "Pack Up Your Sins,"- a purely instrumental foxtrot, in which the
composer already makes professional use of the concentrated, superabundant helter-skelter syncopation, as well as the contrapuntal
extravaganzas of fully developed Jazz (both of which originated in the improvisation of the Negro musicians). Other composers (the
title is really libel) have enlarged on the style; there came Vincent Rose with "Linger Awhile," then Brahms' "Limehouse Blues" and
many other "Blues" with their melancholy strain, many "medleys" and countless foxtrots in major and minor. In the meanwhile there
also arrived Jazz-operettas by Irving Berlin, Jerome Kern and others, and Berlin's famous Music Box Revue, with a permanent theatre
in New York.
Beyond the above mentioned, the development of Jazz (it became Super-Jazz and "symphonic syncopation," but the fine
appellations do not suit it)-is purely in the line of sound, hence a matter depending on the Jazz orchestra. The trick today is not in the
hands of the composer but rests with the musical directors and orchestrators. These alone are fully familiar with the new idiom, the new
refinements of tone color, and here lies the secret as well as the weakness of Jazz.
The Jazz Orchestra of today (In the following I am quoting some of the statements by Deems Taylor in the first -and onlynumber of "Music" - New York, 1924) is something fascinating, new and unheard of. It is new because its beginnings were entirely
independent of the classic orchestra, because these beginnings were in accordance with an absolutely crude taste. The exotic strain was
there from the beginning and was not introduced subsequently by literature or reflection. It is the orchestra of the western East, not of
the eastern West, of the Pacific and not the Atlantic world.
The first Negro jazz bands (I first heard one in a New York restaurant during the first year of the war) consisted of piano and
violin, trombone, clarinet, piston cornet, banjo, and percussion instruments. These later instruments (called "traps") were the main
thing and the Negro who worked with all these drums, cymbals, bells, wooden boxes, sandpaper, etc., was a demon with supernaturalunearthly ability. It was incredible what he improvised in the way of grotesque rhythmic "stunts" and still remained the backbone of the
whole thing. The work on the wind instruments had the same improvisational character, but in the line of counterpoint. The clarinetist
or cornetist suddenly interrupted his melody in order to disport himself in gay cadenzas or roguish extravagances, without, however,
dropping out of the rhythmic construction. The brass never played openly, but always with dampers, so that it bleated and the clarinet,
for the most part played in a high, seldom heard register. The glissando of the trombone, the "yowling" had become a regular practice.
Only the violin kept to the melody and the piano furnished the harmonic and rhythmic foundation. The general color was usually
disagreeable-but new, barbaric and yet charming.
That was the original form of the Jazz band. The new additions are the saxophones and its varieties, as well as horns, tubas,
bassoons, balancing of the whole by doubling some, and then an incredible technic of the individual players, and a positively stunning
refinement of the tone-color shading. Not only one, but six different dampers are used today on an instrument in order to bring out the
most varied shades. The percussion instruments-once the mainstay, is today fully subdued and influences the tone color more than the
accent. The perfect Jazz orchestra could easily dispense with its kettle drums-its rhythms would be no less piquant.
The Jazz orchestra at the present time is already subject to a certain uniform pattern. The classic example, Paul Whiteman's
orchestra, consists of twenty-three men with thirty-six instruments. This fact alone shows the difference between it and the old
regulation orchestra. Each member acts as a soloist and usually on more than one instrument. Ross Gorman, Whiteman's first
saxophonist, plays eleven, among them oboe, bass-oboe, heckelphone, E-flat, B-flat and bass clarinet, basset horn and octavion. Each
of the three saxophonists uses three saxophones in various pitches. The Whiteman orchestra is made up as follows:
2 three violins (for special effects only-augmented to eight), (Ed: meaning 3-1st, & 3-2nd violins) 2 basses (also play tuba), 1
banjo, 2 trumpets (alternating with cornet), 2 trombones (one alternating with euphonium), 2 three-horns, 3 saxophones (with three
keys each), from soprano to bass, also alternating with clarinet, etc.), 2 tubas (as above), sarusophone, sousaphone, 2 pianos (one
alternating with celesta), cymbals and diverse traps (one player).
As will be seen it is a wind instrument orchestra, supplemented by strings, instead of the reverse. This queer combination of
brass, played in chorus, gives it its characteristic, radiant sound. The banjo is of particular importance for coloring and as a means of
bringing out the rhythm, and a very special quality is peculiar to the orchestra, owing to the unheard of virtuosity of the players, their
powers of expression, often through imitation of the human voice or animal sounds, through portamentos which are rendered in
perfection even on valve instruments, and finally also through the use of the higher registers of trumpets, etc.) and novel dampers.
However, these qualities are not yet universal and an orchestra like Whiteman's has not come to my notice so far.
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Paul Whiteman, who was originally violist in a symphony orchestra, gradually gathered his "boys" and developed their
technic in daily rehearsals. Until recently they played nightly in the Palais Royal, a fashionable New York restaurant. On February 12,
1924-perhaps a milestone in the history of music-they gave their first concert in Aeolian Hall, and a week later-before a sold-out house,
in the enormous Carnegie Hall. Since then they have been traveling on the continent, as Paul Whiteman's concert Orchestra (no longer
as a Jazz band), and are the sensation of the day.
And what do they play? That is Whitman's dilemma. The old hits have only historical value now. As "specimens" they are still
presented, sometimes in new and sometimes in the old make-up. Then came arrangements or "adaptations." Whiteman's adapter,
Fredie Grofe, is a clever conjurer; he makes new things out of old material. He also takes "popular classic"-simple songs and piano
pieces-dresses them up in great style and-in despair-he even seizes upon well known Muscovite specialties, like the Volga song,
Rachmaninoff's C-sharp minor Prelude, or the Hymn to the Sun from "Coq d'Or"-to transform them into Jazz. He calls that "flavoring a
selection borrowed themes." Only he can not compose. If he could, he would be the man we want-the Messiah of Jazz.
However, to the others, the "legitimate" American composers, the idiom is unknown. Three or four have tried their hand at it.
Victor Herbert's "Suite of Serenades"-written for Jazz orchestra, and played in Whiteman's first concert, according to authoritative
opinion, is still conceived in the old orchestra style. The three "American Music Numbers" by Eastwood Lane, which I heard
Whiteman's band play in New York, are beginnings toward something characteristic. "Persimmon Pucker," the first, has a peculiar
charm, and "Sea burial," the last, has musical quality; yet both are merely Hors d'oeuvres, as it also Mana-Zucca's picturesque
"Zouaves' Drill."
The most successful experimenter thus far is doubtless George Gershwin, who has not come from the classical composers but
straight from Broadway tradition. He has written a kind of piano concerto in one movement, "Rhapsody in Blue," in which he welds
the melody and rhythm of Jazz with what we might call a symphonic form. The piece has genuine American qualities, grotesque
humor, naive sentimentality and a piano technic which recalls the eccentricity of the famous "Kitten on the Keys." Although the
orchestral part probably is not Gershwin's work but Grofe's, yet it sounds more like the language of the saxophones than of the violins,
and it means a beginning at least.
But who will "carry on"? Leo Sowerby, whose violin sonata made such an honest appeal at Salzburg, has attempted a
"syncopation" which unfortunately I have not yet heard. But Zez Confrey, the Chopin of Jazz, should learn Jazz instrumentation so that
we might some day have a whole musical jungle instead of a dainty keyboard promenading kitten. If a Messiah of Jazz does not arise,
it is doomed by reason of the deadly monotony of its literature and the future American who puts on his ear-phones every evening, is
hopelessly headed for the lunatic asylum.

FEBRUARY 3, - NEW REPUBLIC
BLUE NOTES (The author wishes to acknowledge his indebtedness to Mr. W. C. Handy for much historical information included in
this article.)
The blues are one of the most interesting and significant examples of Negro folksong, but they wouldn't stay put. They broke
through into American popular music; became confused with almost every related type; their origin forgotten, they have generally been
passed over by collectors and students.
Say that A was conducting a kitchen courtship of Miss B, who was cool, unsympathetic, and sparing of family eatables. As he
sat, disconsolate, on the back of his neck, self-pity might call a thought into his head which would forthwith emerge, thrice repeated as
a quavering and diffident bit of song:
"Got no more home than a dawg."
Attention being obtained, and warming to his idea, there would come a second stanza:
"Ain't got a frien' in this worl".
He might expect desirable results if he could keep this up indefinitely - and he could. It might, therefore, seem well to try it
again elsewhere, with improvements; the song might be adopted and further elaborated by others.
In their developed condition the blues would still retain an intensely personal flavor, and the three-line stanza. But the first
line, now, would probably voice some grief, longing, or unhopeful "if"; the second either repeat or reinforce the first; while the third
would state a causa doloris, some collateral conclusion, or the course which would be taken should the "if" come true:
Goin' to lay my head right on the railroad track, (repeat)
'Cause my baby, she won't take me back.
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Goin' to lay my head right on the railroad track, (repeat)
If the train come 'long, I'm goin' to pull it back.
If the river was whisky, and I was a mallard (I said a mallard - I mean a duck)
If the river was whisky, and I was a mallard duck I'd dive right down, and I'd never come up.
Improvisations in this form and spirit with the peculiar melodies associated with them, had lacked a distinguishing name, but
shortly before 1910 they had acquired the title "blues" from persons unknown, and the term was in use from Kentucky down by that
date. The essence of most is found in the traditional common-property line:
Got the blues, but too dam' mean to cry
No one sentence can sum up more completely than this, the philosophy between the lines of most of these little verses. Yet in
them the forgotten singers did not always amuse themselves with their troubles: nearer universal was the element of pure self: one sang
of one's own feelings, thoughts and interests, and if the subject was generally painful, that was the result, not of convention, but of
racial history. This personal and philosophical tinge distinguishes the blues from such three-line ballads as Frankie and Johnny, leaving
them a secular counterpart of the spirituals.
The structural peculiarities of the music parallel those of the stanza. As the latter had one less than the four lines normal to
simple verse, so the voice would sing (in two-four or common time) four less than the normal sixteen bars to the strain - each line of
the stanza being confined to four bars of music. As each line was more or less of a complete thought, so the air with the last syllable of
each line would return to and rest on the keynote or another element of the tonic triad, so that the whole presented a period of three
almost independent phrases, with successive bizarre effects of internal finality and of final incompleteness. The line, relatively, was
very short, its last syllable usually falling on the first beat of the third bar of its musical phrase, thus leaving a long interim to be filled
in somehow; perhaps with a hummed echo; perhaps with vocal or instrumental vagaries which later came to be called "the jazz."
Meanwhile, in the mind of the improviser, the next line could be going through its period of gestation.
Unwritten, unharmonized melodies, yet if the singer wished to accompany himself, he could do so with just three chords: The
common chords of the dominant and subdominant and the chord of the dominant seventh. The melody would be a four-bar phrase
favoring a syncopated jugglery of a very few notes; the second phrase would vary somewhat the first, suggesting to the musical ear an
excursion into the subdominant; the third would give a final version. Play between the keynote and its third was particularly frequent,
and the tonic third characteristically coincided with the antepenultimate syllable of the line. And in these as in other Negro songs, the
singer was apt, in dealing with this particular note, to slur from flat to natural or vice versa in such a way as to furrow the brow of
anyone who might attempt to set the tune down on paper. In singing to the banjo - a cheerful instrument - the slur might be expected; if
the guitar was in use, the minor would be even more prominent; the melody therefore might seem, like Krazy Kat, uncertain as to its
own sex.
The trickle of the blues into the national consciousness was started by W. C. Handy (an Alabama Negro then living in
Memphis and now his own publisher), the first of his race not only familiar with these weirds, but able and willing (racial reticence is
peculiarly involved here) to set them down and write more in the tradition. Although, the title "blues" being commercially valuable,
even with him it is not always an index to what follows, he has preserved some of the original examples in a very pure form, while
some entirely his own, such as Beale Street, Saint Louis, Aunt Hagar's Children, meet every test of the folk-product except anonymity
of authorship.
In writing down this music he chose to represent the primitive treatment of the tonic third, in some cases by the minor, simple,
sometimes by introducing the minor third as a grace-note to the major, or vice versa. The grin of the singers had been sardonic; the
songs were as melancholy as their name would imply, but sadness in negro music is no more dependent upon the minor than is the
color of the sea upon pigment, and the blue airs demanded the prevailing major. Handy's minor third, therefore, appeared as signifying
a temporary change of mode, and it caught attention as none of the structural features (more important because indispensable) did. It
acquired a name of its own: "the blue note." The more blue notes, the "meaner" the blues. And its occasional use, especially when
immediately preceding a cadence, furnishes most white writers with their only excuse (from the historical standpoint) for having ever
used the title "the .......Blues." There are not enough pedants, however, to preserve the integrity of the word at this late date.
To Handy is also to be credited the introduction, in the accompanying bass of some blues, of the habanera or tango rhythm (a
dotted quarter, an eighth and two quarter-notes), with a success explainable on the well supported theory that this rhythm - the native
word is tangana - is of African origin. He also wrote in strange figures for the long line-end holds (lineal descendants of the echoing
wails in the originals), which soon came to emerge through the mouths of saxophones or the crowns of derby hats as the jazz we know.
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The relative shortness of a line of the blues had much to do with the birth and development of the most-discussed phenomenon of our
present regime.
The blues are at their best as dance-music, but the orchestral treatment usually accorded them is a jazzing so continuous and
indiscriminate that the melody is buried beneath the cowbells, rattlers and miscellaneous screeching machines. This is unfortunate
because in many blues there is not only strangeness, but beauty, dependent only on a competent rendition. It may be a softly wistful
beauty, or it may be the beauty of a savage and bitter power; this where it is jazzed, but properly, and without obliteration of its line.
Some music (to be dogmatic) can be "properly" jazzed; some should be; many blues should be. Between those slow beats of the
tympani, in those long holds, is room for such a syncopated gnashing of teeth, such cries of pain and passion, as might attend the
ceremonial mock-marriage of two fiends - and while this brutal and aphrodisiac orchestral development of the simple tunes is recent,
the germ was latent in the originals. The contempt rightly visited upon a ham conductor's gratuitous jazzing of some anemic steal from
the Narcissus of Ethelbert Nevin, is not a sign of intelligence when applied to a jungle treatment of laments of the jungle's
grandchildren. The latter may merely be liked or disliked, and the writer peaceably begs leave to like it. Abbe Niles

FEBRUARY 13 - MUSICAL AMERICA
JAZZ, AS ART MUSIC, PILES FAILURE ON FAILURE by Oscar Thompson
Jazz, petted, pampered, exploited, propagandized, monstrously inflated, has pricked its own bubble. Its one contribution to
serious music has been an additional form of boredom. In three seasons of experimenting with art forms, the jazz obsessionists have,
like the young Oman, come out by that same door where-in they went.
Each successive effort to make jazz respectable has only succeeded in revitalizing jazz. The intended art product has been
consistently inferior, as jazz, to its cabaret prototype. laborious sophistication has supplanted spontaneity - if, indeed, there is anything
spontaneous in such formula-ridden, pattern-cut, machine-rhythmed stuff as is ground out daily in the musical sweat shops.
One thing has been made very clear, and that is that jazz, instead of being a liberating force, is a circumscriptive one. There
was never a greater absurdity than the talk of rhythmic variety in jazz. Jazz is rhythm in a straight-jacket. Its so-called "variety" is the
apogee of monotonous periodicity. Yesterday's foxtrot and today's Charleston are shackles on rhythmic freedom, as any musician who
will stop for a moment to analyze the fall of their accents must agree.
It is this very regularity that gives jazz its propulsively forward movement. Its measures are marked with the deadly certainty
of a piston rod. Its rhythm is that of the exhaust of a noisy gas engine. No other music the world has known has so approached the
mechanics of driven wheels.
This, of course, refers to what the cabaret frequenter might describe as "jazz what am." Concert jazz, in which singularly
abortive efforts have been made to combine jazzist clowning with Lisztian rhapsodizing. Schonbergian atonality and ravelesque postimpressionists, has had little of this virile, if vulgar forms. With perhaps the sole exception of George Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue"
it has been music for the prrecieuse, the searcher for truffles, the flagallantes who beat one another with whips fashioned of lilies. Even
the Rhapsody is second rate as jazz. As anything else it scarcely merits consideration.
Clever orchestration is, of course, no more a monopoly of jazz than of any other style of music; jazz being just that - a style.
Admitting without cavil the attractiveness and value of some of the tricks that have been devised by Whiteman's jazz-smiths, these, too,
have become mere formulisms with the arrangers. I can think of no sorrier spectacle than the gifted Deems Taylor turning the score of
his "Circus Day" over to the most prominent of these "specialists," in order that it might be dressed up in the cheap tinsel that is now at
the command of every one-finger tune writer. If "Circus Day" had been better music than it was, the regret would have been keener.
Even before Eva Gauthier breezed into Aeolian Hall with her jazz song group, two seasons ago, the idiom had received what
probably was as fair a test of its possibilities as it has yet had, in Carpenter's "Krazy Kat" ballet. That pantomime remains the most
musicianly work of a jazz implication that New York has heard. Whether the same composer's "Skyscrapers," soon to be given at the
Metropolitan, will equal or surpass it remains to be seem. The ballet, of all musical forms, would seem to lend itself best to the
eccentricities of scoring, the syncopations and the dance rhythms of jazz. Whithorne's "Sooner and Later" was an example in point, if
not one to leave a hunger for more experiences in kind.
But the merit of "Krazy Kat" is chiefly comparative. As jazz it has no such life and zest as the popular article. As music, aside
from its jazz admixture, it is commonplace, and dependent chiefly for such success as it has achieved on the popularity of the
newspaper comics that supplied its subject matter.
Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue," as already stated, has retained more of the popular element, and therein lies its considerable
measure of vigor. But, as art music, it is merely a parody of Liszt. Those who want jazz will find better brands of it, where the article is
served "straight." And presumably if such there be as still clamor for Liszt rhapsodies, pianists enough can be found to play them
without doubling and trebling their inherent vulgarity through the antics of inebriated saxophones.
Comparisons have a way of making bad music seem better than it is, simply because there is other music that is worse. So,
when Gershwin's Concerto for Piano and Orchestra was played by the New York Symphony, there were complementary retrospective
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references to the ""Rhapsody in Blue." In endeavoring to bring his jazz material into conformity with the exaction of the concerto
form, even as here loosely adapted, the musical comedy writer further sacrificed vigor and directness of utterance and became much
more self-conscious and artificial than in the Rhapsody. The plain truth was that he had not the technical ability to accomplish what he
set out to do. Jazz or no jazz, a concerto was beyond him, and such attempts as were made at development of themes - these, in
themselves, trite, unoriginal, banal - sounded a continual call for help.
Lest it be said that jazz has failed only because composers of insufficient technic have attempted to give it an art currency, it
is well not to overlook Stravinsky's "Ragtime," the several "rag" products of the Parisians, and the Hindemith "1921" (in the
"Kammermusik"). Those who identify jazz by freakish orchestration may not regard any of these works as coming properly within the
jazz classification, but the Stravinsky "Ragtime" could be rescored by Ferdie Grofe so as to remove every objection, and still be what it
is today - music of distinctly inferior inspiration and all too plainly an imitation of something not worth imitating.
Therein lies the essential weakness of all the jazz that has been heard in our concert halls. It is counterfeit. It is not the "jazz
what am." Such circuitous vagaries as the songs by William Grant Still which Florence Mills presented at a recent concert of the
International Composers Guild supply indeed a very conclusive illustration of "Jazz what ain't." Here the tables were turned on
Stravinsky. The imitator became the imitated.
No satisfactory definition of jazz has been evolved, in a technical sense. This writer described it several years ago as "musical
slang." Most popular music has been that, changing as slang changes from one decade to another. Jazz as popular music is the
legitimate successor of the cakewalk and the "coon" songs of a generation ago. They, too, were musical slang. Where ragtime ceased
and jazz began is a question for hair-splitters. Syncopation was as much an essential, or more, of ragtime than it is of jazz. Instrumental
buffoonery, together with the mechanical regularity of accent already spoken of, serve better to identify the later form. Today, virtually
all popular music is called jazz; though sometimes it is an old fashioned waltz, sometimes a polka, sometimes a march and sometimes
an opera air dressed up in the Grofesque jazz toggery.
Real "jazz" is only a modicum of what passes under that title. There is far more music that can be described as "jazzed," than
as "jazz." And it is in the "jazzing" of other men's music that arrangers have prostituted an art. If George Ade had rewritten
Shakespeare in the slang, of the day he would have approximated the offense of the jazz hacks, who, for the sake of new potboilers,
take the melodies of great composers and bring them down to the level of the musical ignoramus, by means of their jazz restatements.
There is no valid comparison here with the action of the masters in utilizing folk tunes, or even in borrowing themes of lesser
composers, as material on which to build their art edifices. They sought to glorify, to lift from the commonplace to the sublime, to
enrich and make more lasting. The jazz arranger's course is to cheapen, to bring to the illiterate's level, and to destroy forever the
bloom of beauty, as such poopularizations almost inevitably do. The noblest of Beethoven's themes could be so violated and staled by
a jazz perversion of it that a generation would have to pass before it would be tolerable listening again. For multitudes to whom it had
become merely one of last years' cast-off songs, it would never assert its original power.
Happily, most of the melodies from art music that have been so treated have not been of the highest musical inspiration.
Some, indeed, had already been exhausted of their beauty by a too widespread popularity. So, to mention but one current instance,
when Rimsky-Korsafoff's "Hymn to the Sun" from "Coq d'Or" is maltreated and its character utterly transformed by jazz orchestration,
it is the principle involved, rather than the particular offense, that must stir resentment. Violinists, by their transcriptions, had already
done this ornamental air much harm. Who can doubt that when the jazz version has fully gone its rounds, Rimsky's imaginative, but
none too substantial melody will have been thumped and crushed into the flatness of a deflated automobile tire, its art significance
virtually destroyed. Why are such jazz versions made? To improve on the workmanship of marvelous technicians like Rimsky? No. To
cash in on the temporary craze for mistreated melodies? Yes.
But, after all, what the jazzists do in their own domain of popular music is perhaps of no great concern to the musician. There
were worse atrocities, far worse, in the days of the illustrated songs in the motion picture houses, when maudlin sentimentality had its
innings. If the stop-at-nothing crew of arrangers end by jazzing "The Star Spangled Banner," as they did "The Marseillaise" (with the
result that a riot was provoked in a French theater), this is as much the affair of every other decent citizen as it is of the devotee of
music. Jazz, as a thing unto itself, is neither artistic nor inartistic; it is only its employment in serious music that is of consequence to
the art. If left in its place, as one form of popular entertainment in the cafe, the dance hall, the picture houses and on the variety stage, it
has no more musical significance than "Annie Rooney," "The Sidewalks of New York," "Sweet Rosie O'Grady," "In the Shade of the
Old Apple Tree," "Love Me and the World Is Mine" - ad infinitum. There always has been - and always will be - a musical slang. That
some of its words will find their way into the dictionaries of polite music is not to be doubted. But that is quite a different thing from
taking its vulgarities bodily into the language.
No grosser or more libelous mistake can be made than that of those who confuse jazz with the Negro Spiritual. The essential
of the Spiritual is not syncopation. It is the antithesis of clowning. There could be no more marked contrast than that between the
sincerity and deep feeling of the Spiritual, either melancholy or jubilant in character, and the superficial, cynical product of Tin Pan
Alley, where the prevailing racial traits are anything but Negroid.
Whether the Spiritual is the flowering of musical seeds which the black man brought with him from Africa, or merely his
adaptation and transmorgrification of the white man's ante-bellum hymns and ballroom tunes, the essence is a deep human feeling - of
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all attributes the most conspicusouly absent from fox-trotting jazz. The circumstance that the Negro's favorite instrument was the banjo
no more links jazz to the Spiritual, than the saxophone (utterly unknown to the old South) links it to those little German bands that first
found this instrument an exceedingly useful one.
It is doubly absurd, in view of the regency of the saxophone's identification with this so-called American music, to find its
employment in the score of an American opera spoken of as one of the "racial" details of that opera. As has been pointed out in these
columns before, the saxophone was used experimentally in continental opera orchestras from the time of its invention in the eighteenforties. That is never hailitated itself there was not because its qualities were unknown. Composers found their ensemble more to their
liking without it - that was all. That a saxophone "virtuoso" should now be able to attract an audience to a New York concert hall has
nothing more to do with Negro music than would a similar craze over the harmonica or the ocarina.
Jazz by any other appellation might smell as sweet to sensitively attunded nostrils, but there is no justice in calling a Spiritual
jazz, or in referring to an opera which employs Spirituals as a jazz opera - as the newspaper headline writers have done in dealing with
a projected work. Both jazz and the Spirituals may be levied upon for one and the same score, but they will be contrasting rather than
harmonizing elements - with far more essential points of difference than of similarity.
The possibility of a successful jazz opera is a remote one. The idiom is one of the most unlikely conceivable as a medium for
dramatic musical speech. Its jerkiness, its essential dance character, and its inelasticity of accent cripple declamation at the outset. The
most languorous waltz would be no more inappropriate to the expression of tense and tragic emotion than the knee-knocking
Charleston. Neither can be reconciled with requirements for an approximation of natural speech.
But as the waltz has been used in dramatic operas for separate airs, or for character or scene suggestion, so it is conceivable
that snatches of jazz-writing might serve either for coloristic purposes, or to identify a locale or a character, particularly in a work
dealing with modern life. The writer cannot speak from personal experience of Harling's "A Light from Saint Agnes," given recently in
Chicago, in which, it is said, jazz suggestion has thus been employed with real effectiveness. A perusal of the printed score is not, in
itself, convincing.
But Gershwin's one-act travesty on opera, "135th Street" - "All about a woman's intuition gone wrong" - was very nearly
conclusive evidence of the downright insanity of trying to create either illusion or musical beauty by any such means as presumably are
meant when a genuine Jazz opera is spoken of; its one possible place of acceptance being the vaudeville stage where it might be
listened to tolerantly as a crude and half-amateur parody on the worst features of the lyric drama.
If this "opera" represents the best that can be given us in support of the art vilidity of jazz, then indeed is twilight descending
on the gods of Tin Pan Alley.
Let us have an epic trilogy along these lines, and call it - "Jazzerdammerung!"

MARCH - HARPERS
THE ANATOMY OF JAZZ by Don Knowlton. - Five years ago it was proper to loathe jazz. Today it is the smart thing to
hail it as the only truly American contribution to music, and to acclaim it as Art. Either attitude is ridiculous.
Jazz bears much the same relationship to music as does the limerick to poetry. It is a form of musical expression, and an
extremely circumscribed form. In fact, I know of no other variety of musical composition in which so little latitude of construction is
allowed. In this country to-day the form has been developed to the ultimately within its limitations-but that fact does not make jazz as
an institution worthy of a special corridor in the musical hall of fame. Of the thousands of jazz compositions most are abominable-as
are most limericks. There have been some excellent "rags" written, just as there are a few good limericks, and these are deserving of
recognition as being especially fine pieces of workmanship, considering the vehicle of expression used. But Hamlet could not well die
to a limerick, and neither may the aesthete soar on the wings of jazz. The devotee of Wagner and Stravinsky who condemns jazz
unconditionally displays merely an utter ignorance of its purposes and structure; and the "jazz-hound" who chires that American
"blues" should follow Beethoven in the musical encyclopedias betrays a total loss of musical perspective.
II
For all the publicity so efficiently instigated by Irving Berlin, it seems probable that the basic principle of jazz-namely, its
essential rhythmic exaggeration-is a contribution of the Negro.
Syncopation in popular music first came into evidence in the old "coon" songs of minstrel-show days. Remember "But I Want
Them Presents Back"? Next came such childishly simple attempts as "Under the Bamboo Tree" and "Rainbow," songs that could not
attain popularity to-day, which succeeded because they were the first to stress syncopation in a form which could be reached by the
masses. Then along came Irving Berlin and we were off. The ragtime piano player and then the jazz orchestra developed, until to-day
we have "symphonic" jazz.
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Old-timers such as "Alexander's Ragtime Band," "When the Midnight Choo Choo Leaves for Alabam," Omar Kyayyam," and
"Maple Leaf Rag" began to establish a conventional form for jazz. Since that time there has been no essential change in its structure,
the development having been confined almost entirely to internal elaboration.
The idea of exaggerated syncopation was first presented to America in a more or less respectable way. "Coon songs" and real
Negro melodies were not considered damaging to one's social or business reputation. Syncopation itself had a well-developed and
honorable lineage at the time. If the socially elect had adopted syncopation it might have been comme it faut from the outset, and we
might have heard the Boston Symphony Orchestra rendering a legitimate jazz symphony years ago. But musicians of the radical type
were developing scientific dissonance. Strauss discovered new uses for the cymbals, and Bloch conducted a series of fashionable
experiments in the receptivity of the human ear. So syncopation was picked up by the dance hall, cabaret, and vaudeville group, who of
course turned it toward their particular purposes.
Jazz has won and held universal popularity, I believe, not merely because of its exploitation by the lower musical order, but
because of its own intrinsic qualities. These are: firstly, fundamental rhythm; secondly, simple harmonics; thirdly, standardized form.
Note that I have not included "melody" in my mention of the intrinsic qualities of jazz. This is not in the least because melody
is not essential, but because it belongs to jazz no more and no less than it belongs to any other form of music. To write a story, one
must have something to say: this is the tune. Shall it be said in ballad, symphony, anthem, or blues? Jazz is one form of expression; the
tune is the thing expressed. The effect depends vastly more upon the method adopted than it does upon the tune itself. Take that good
old Methodist hymn "Shall We Gather At The River." Play it on the organ, with its old-fashioned draggy sonorousness; snap it into a
Boy Scout March; try it for a one-step; slow it up, syncopate it, throw in a few minors where majors used to be, and you will almost
think you have a "Mammy" song. Everything in music has a tune, otherwise it could not move from beginning to end. Jazz tunes may
be distinctive, but I doubt it. As Sigmund Spaeth has pointed out in The Common Sense of Music, many of the best jazz melodies have
been appropriated from the old masters. Composers have always had for one of their mottoes "never throw away an old melody." But
the tune does not make jazz. On the contrary, jazz breathes life into many a tune which alone could not carry itself for four measures
without dying of stagnation.
It acquires no mental effort to enjoy jazz. A moronic musical intelligence can absorb without effort all that it has to offer. The
text of the "lyrics" appears to be incidental. The musical form of the thing is what has captivated the masses, because they can
understand it. Its simplicity is amazing. The marvel is that so many variations have been accomplished within the prescribed
limitations.
For purposes of this discussion, we will omit the waltz, which is not jazz, and the so-called "ballad." Just how is the typical
"rag" built?
III
A popular song stands or falls upon its chorus. Its verse is merely introductory. The standard chorus consists of thirty-two
measures, broken into eight phrases of four measures each. At the end of the first sixteen measures is a caesura. The eight measures
following the caesura usually repeat substantially the theme of measures one to eight (as n "Alexander's Ragtime Band," "Jealous,"
"The Girl I Love Belongs to Somebody Else," and a thousand others), although sometimes this repetition occurs in the last eight
measures (as in "Yes, We Have No Bananas," and "I Want To Be Happy').In any event, the repetition of the opening refrain is certain.
Measures thirteen, fourteen, fifteen, and sixteen end with a rising inflection: measures twenty-nine, thirty, thirty-one, and thirty-two
conclude with a positive statement. The musical thought-content of a typical piece may be paralleled crudely in words by the
following:
I like eggs for breakfast-Do you like eggs?
I like eggs for breakfast, and eat them every morning.
It requires just about as much literary erudition to digest the above as it does musical intelligence to understand jazz. Hence
its popularity.
IV
Jazz harmonies are amazingly standardized. Popular songs (in the chorus, which is all that counts) never change key. They all
use thirteen chords or less (with variations in some of them, such as lowering a major third to a minor, or adding that note one tone
below the basic note of the chord, which gives direction to the progression). Some songs are built upon three chords (such as "I Want
To Be Happy"). Many are based upon four. I know of very few indeed which use all thirteen. Most employ six or seven. No matter
how elaborated the modulations in modern "symphonic" orchestration, they are based upon these thirteen chords or less, with the
exception of transitions from one piece to another, borrowing from the classical, and similar passages in which the arranger has gone
outside the strict field of popular music.
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This implicity of structure of course accounts for the fact that anybody who has any "ear" at all can "fake" jazz. In playing the
banjo, mind you, a change of key involves no change of fingering. The player simply slides his hand up or down upon the neck of the
instrument until he strikes the proper basic pitch. There he plays his thirteen chords (with their few variations) exactly as he does in any
other key.
The case is much the same with the ukulele, and hence the mail-order advertisements that guarantee "Ukulele Mastered At
Home in Six Lessons." The instruction book gives the fingering for the more frequent basic chords, and numbers each. Then it
indicates accompaniments, note by note, but by chord number! The "uke" accompaniment to the first eight measures of "By the Light
of the Stars" might be written thus: 1 1 1 1 2 2 1 1, each numeral covering one measure. Naturally, advertisers are careful to pick
simple pieces, and do not go into such complications as minors or the chord which the "faker" calls the "barber-shop." But it is actually
true that after some five or six hours of application, the business-college beginner can follow on her "uke" by this method such tunes as
"Barney Google" or "Follow the Swallow" while father retires to the coal cellar and mother has visions of a Musical Career.
V
Rhythm is the backbone of jazz. While I hesitate to go as far as some and ascribe a Freudian motivation and a phallic
symbolism to jazz, nevertheless, the fact remains that the beat of the tom-tom which drives savages into orgiastic ecstasies and the beat
of the drum which sets the pace for the dance orchestra are identical. Jazz serves primitive rhythm on a civilized platter.
Some popular music uses the old one-two, one-two rhythm ("Oh, Katerina," "Parade of the Wooden Soldiers") but this is not
the typical jazz rhythm. It is simply the old marching time, popular now as always. The real jazz tune goes um-pa-tee-dle to each
measure-four dotted eighths on the accented syllables and four sixteenths on the alternate syllables, to a basic one, two, three, four.

Upon this foundation are superimposed certain alterations of rhythm which are the true components of jazz.
First comes what I term "anticipation," which consists of a sort of hurrying of the melody, whereby the latter beats the base to
the stroke of the rhythm by a fraction of a second.
Second, is true syncopation. This, as I have said before, is a well-established musical device and is merely exaggerated in
ragtime. Of itself it does not make ragtime, popular and musical opinion to the contrary not withstanding. If syncopation created "rag,"
"Brahms's "Lullaby and Good-night" would be a dance-hall favorite. Syncopation in jazz serves a twofold purpose: It makes it possible
to accent certain words in the "lyrics," as in "I want to be happy, I want to be happy"; and it attracts the listener's interest by its
divergence from the normal, which is maintained in the bass by the drum-the underlying one, two, three, four, which carries the entire
structure. Syncopation is of value not intrinsically, but merely in its variance. Alone, it is meaningless. The irresistible sweep of the
fundamental rhythm makes syncopation stand out violently against the background. This is the reason why a jazz tune is so flat and
unconvincing in the absence of piano or orchestral accompaniment. The contrast upon which syncopation depends for its startling
effect is lacking when only one of the two necessary rhythmic elements is expressed.
Thirdly, there is the imposition of a one, two, three element in rhythm upon the one, two, three, four fundamental. this, I
believe, is the only characteristic of jazz which is truly of American-or rather, of Afro-American-origin.
A Negro guitar-player once asked me, "You know the difference between primary rag and secondary rag?"
His primary rag was syncopation; his secondary rag was this superimposition of one, two, three upon the basic one, two, three,
four
Graphically, it may be expressed thus:
12312312 31231231
1 2 3 4 1 2 3 4
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Although originally presented in the melody as in the "Down Home Rag" (see musical score) and sometimes accentuated
there even to-day, as in "Kitten on the Keys," the idea rapidly shifted from melody into accompaniment and, as it is a rhythmic rather
than a melodic principle, it has found its exponents principally in the banjo and the drum. Its true function seems to be one of
superimposition upon the melody and primal rhythm alike. The Negro guitar-player was right-it is a "secondary rag." And it is this
subsidiary one, two, three on top of the underlying tempo that makes shoulder-muscles twitch, that bedevils hips, that provokes wiggles
and twists on the dance floor, and causes blue-noses to cry out that jazz is a great immoral influence. The soprano saxophone has been
blamed for the sins of the secondary rag. In fact, that silvery sreecher merely releases impulses which the constant tickling of one, two,
three upon one, two, three, four has brought clamoring to the surface.
The relegation of this rhythm to the accompaniment is illustrated by the score opposite, showing the opening measures of
"Hot Lips".
The skillful drummer even varies this rhythmic variety. He may omit from the one, two, three a stroke in sequence, making it
one, (blank), three, one, (blank), three-or, one, two, (blank), one, two, (blank), and so forth. The rhythm may be expressed merely by a
one, two, three stroke upon a single object (such as the tom tom) or may be accentuated by striking three objects in rotation, such as
cymbal, tom tom, wood block, cymbal, tom-tom, wood-block. Literally beneath this rhythmic super-structure-to be exact, with the
drummer's right foot-the fundamental one, two, three, four continues without interruption, setting the pace and creating the tempofoundation for the entire orchestral effect. The result would provoke Jonathan Edwards himself, were he alive to-day, to the
Charleston, the hip-flask, and the lesser caresses of the road-house table.
In this connection the references to Krehbiel in Gilbert Seldes' The Seven Lively Arts are interesting.
Krehbiel, to be sure-does refer to the "degenerate form" of syncopation which is the basis of our ragtime, and that is hopeful
because it indicates that ragtime is a development-intensification, sophistication-of something normal in musical expression. The free
use of syncopation has led our good composers of ragtime and jazz to discoveries in rhythm and to a mastery of complications which
one finds elsewhere only in the great composers of serious music. In describing the Dahoman war dances at the Chicago World's Fair,
Krehbiel says: "Berlioz in his super most effort with the army of drummers produced nothing to compare in artistic interest with the
harmonious drumming of these savages. The fundamental effect was a combination of double and triple time, the former kept by the
singers, the latter by the drummers, but it is impossible to convey the idea of the wealth of detail achieved by the drummers by means
of exchange of rhythms, syncopation of both simultaneously, and dynamic devices."
Krehbiel caught the thing-a simple superimposition of one rhythm upon another. Yet it is doubtful whether Seldes realized the
significance of the very paragraph he quoted. Seldes' chapter, "Tonjours Jazz," is delightful in comment, criticism, reference, and
deference to the jazzicists of the higher order, but he does not analyze generic jazz structure; nor does he recognize that it is the
rhythmic principle (of savage origin) referred to by Krehbiel which has built jazz, much more than the ingenuity, dexterity, or even
genius of the individual composer.
The principle I am inclined to regard as rather new to civilized musical thought. Brahms and others have superimposed
1,2,3,4,5,6 upon 1,2,3,4 it is true, and pianists with classical educations, who have slipped back into the more profitable lap of jazz, use
to-day that device with considerable effect. But never, outside of American ragtime, have I heard the particular 1,2,3,1,2,3,1,2 upon
1,2,3,4 in dotted eighths and sixteenths, which is so characteristic of jazz. However, I have never heard native tom-toms calling a
jungle tribe to worship or to war.
VI
Jazz has many other standard characteristics, trimmings hung upon the main frame. Among them may be listed what the
orchestra player knows as the "break," usually occurring during the caesura in the middle of the chorus. Here the melody often is
sustained upon a single note, usually the fifth, and the balance of the orchestra is enabled to break forth into a sudden spasm of
superimposed rhythm.
Borrowing a device from the most approved musical circles, jazz now and then uses dissonance with great effect. It is
amusing to see the followers of Strauss and Stravinsky berating the jazzists for employing the very devices which the former
apparently most earnest-mindedly admire. Jazz dissonances are simple and few. They are popularly known as "blues." D E-flat G-sharp
A is typical (See score, p.585.)
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All this, mind you, takes place within the limitations of thirty-two measures, phrased in eight groups of four measures eachand expressed in thirteen chords or less!
VII
This limitation of form, by the way, has a quite practical excuse entirely aside from the advantage of mass appeal to the
musically unintelligent listeners. To make money upon a popular song, the publisher must sell many thousands of copies. His market
consists of the million Maggie Smiths who took piano lessons for a year and then "just played."
Maggie will not practice, and her ear is none too good. Her technic is atrocious. She can barely follow a bass, chord, bass,
chord, in the left hand, and the melody, together with a few harmony-determining notes, in the right. Consequently the "popular" song
is printed for her in kindergarten form, embodying only the fundamental rhythm plus syncopation. The element of "anticipation" is not
there; neither is the one, two, three superimposed upon the bass, unless it happens to occur in the melody itself. As a result, the popular
song as written is a poor thing indeed. Nobody would buy it for its own sake. It must first be popularized by being presented to the
public in full form-that is, with the two missing rhythmic qualities included. The trade calls this "song plugging." The public buys a
song because it has heard it and liked it-but the printed song which it busy is quite different from the song which it heard. It buys a
primer edition only.
The piano player at the sheet-music counter never plays a song as written. She adds (as do all good jazz pianists)
"anticipation" and "secondary rag"-she inserts "breaks" and dissonances-she plays three times as many notes as appear upon the
printed copy from which she purports to read.
Professional "song pluggers" hired by publishers appear at movies, theaters, dance halls, sheet-music counters, and radio
stations, and everlastingly ding the song into the public memory; and of course their accompaniments, piano or orchestral, contain all
of the elements of good jazz.
But it is in the dance orchestra that the most complete transformation of a popular song is effected. have you ever heard a
rousing good "rag" at a dance, bought the number at a music counter the next day, taken it home and played it-and wondered why your
interest had been caught by such an empty and meaningless succession of noises? The fact is, that the thing you bought at the counter
and the thing you heard at the dance were alike in name and skeleton only. The sheet-music edition of the piece bore the same
relationship to the orchestration as the framework of a house bears to the completed dwelling.
The man who arranges popular music for dance orchestras is rapidly becoming, in jazz fields, even more important than the
composer. It is the arranger who provides life and color and contrasts and lively dissonances and blasts of indigo harmony and
contrapuntal runs. He is given a bare stage, and upon it he builds a paradise.
The arranger, while adhering to the formal limitations of jazz, employs in its decoration all of the devices which he can steal
from classical music. He opposes progressions with the dexterity of Bach; he snatches a frenzy from Liszt; he borrows a bit of the
lyrical purity of Mozart, and inserts Wagnerian crashes in the brass. I recall one orchestration of "Spain," in which the saxophones
carry a pure lead, the piano pounds through the old Spanish rhythm of "L'Amour" in Bizet's "Carmen," the drum maintains the
fundamental one, two, three, four of all ragtime, and the banjo superimposes the "secondary rag." The ingenuity of the arranger is
amazing. For the orchestra the simplest piece is built up with the utmost care, and jazz orchestrations are as correctly done, as well
balanced and as effective in rendition as are those produced for our symphony orchestras.
The days of playing by ear are rapidly passing. Each man must play his part as written, for it has been carefully calculated
with respect to every other part. And not only that-these arrangers, betraying their origins, have inserted, in introductions and "breaks,"
passages lifted bodily from the classics, which cannot be "faked." Many a time, in the last two years, I have been startled on the dance
floor by a measure or two from one of the stand works of MacDowell, Gounod, or Rachmaninoff.
In fact, they are going even farther. Not long ago, at one of Cleveland's noonday dancing places, a thirteen-piece orchestra
played the "Storm" from "William Tell" exquisitely. Their rendition retained all of the essential qualities of the original orchestration,
altered only to such an extent as to fit the requirements of a small band, and to conform to the essential one, two, three, four rhythm of
the dance. At the conclusion of the number, a sweet young office-blossom rushed up to the conductor and gurgled:
Gee, that's a peach of a number! Can I get it at Woolworth's?"
No, she can not get it anywhere in a form in which she can play it, for William Tell is not build upon a Kindergarten structure,
and so cannot be reduced to a form of sufficient simplicity to be within reach of Maggie Smith. On the other hand, "Ukulele Lady,"
essentially simple, and conforming to standard jazz limitations, can be built up by orchestration to produce an effect surprisingly
equivalent in musical values to that of "William Tell. "When Maggie buys and plays "Ukulele Lady" she is satisfied because the
sounds which she makes on her piano are sufficiently similar to her dance-hall recollections to reproduce in her mind, in part at least,
the effect of the piece when she first heard it, with all elements included.
VIII
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With all this truly able orchestration, why are the "lyrics" of popular songs so inane? I do not believe that it is because they
must be supremely twaddlesome in order to appeal to the masses. Rather, I think it is because the men who are capable of writing real
verse have not been willing to descend to jazz "lyrics," and the latter have been done, not by writers of English, but my musicians,
vaudeville actors, and cranks. The popular song writer is notoriously "lowbrow." Years ago, someone started the spoon-hug-kiss slush
theme in ragtime words, and it has stuck, apparently, not so much because the public insisted upon it, as because it was the only theme
which was given to the public. The "lyricists" of jazz knew nothing else. It was conventional. That the public would welcome a bit of
humor in place of sentimental garbage is evidenced by the success of "Yes, We Have No Bananas," which not even the most
methodical of Methodists can construe as immorally suggestive. It is the music and not the words which has carried jazz.
On the other hand-perhaps because the word-writers of popular songs were not sonneteers-the lyrics of jazz possess a quality
which makes them infinitely more singable than the words of any other type of song. They are sung exactly as they would be spoken.
Musical emphasis is identical with conversational accent. Certainly this is natural and healthy. In jazz, the jaw-straining soprano cannot
yammer through a vocal skinning-the-cat upon what would normally be an unaccented syllable in every-day speech. The popular song
gives each word and each syllable its proper stress-no more, no less.
Obviously, in order to do this, words and music must be written together. The words are not set to music; neither is the music
set to words. In this, jazz has followed honorable precedent. To the coincidence of musical and conversational accent the comedies or
Gilbert and Sullivan owe much of their enduring popularity. May I recommend that in this respect our modernists of the studio-andrecital aristocracy might well take a lea from the book of jazz?
IX
The discouraging thing about jazz is the fact that it has been viewed in such false perspectives-either condemned completely
or inordinately exalted.
The encouraging thing about jazz is that in its orchestrations it is initiating countless thousands into sound principles of
harmony and counterpoint, and thus definitely raising the average level of musical intelligence. snort if you will, but the fact remains
that the shop girl who has heard Paul Whiteman has taken a step toward appreciation of Beethoven's Seventh Symphony.

A Typical Jazz "Break"
It enploys both superimosed rhythm and dissonance

MARCH 13, - LITERARY DIGEST
THE DESCENT OF JAZZ UPON OPERA - Jazz has finally edged into the two leading opera houses in the land. The
Metropolitan has produced a ballet and the Chicago Opera a lyric work. Other efforts indicating the up struggling of Jazz have been
noted in concerts of vocal and instrumental character, John Alden Carpenter's ballet, called "Skyscrapers," carried the syncopated form
into the heart of America's most conservative music world and seems to have emerged with a need of critical approval. It was to be
expected that not all of a "Monday night" audience could be held in their seats by the "infliction." Mr. Carpenter insists that his
production is not Jazz, but "merely an attempt to picture American life in rhythmic frame." Yet the word is too convenient to be
discarded. Mr. Lawrence Gilman of The Herald Tribune shows how the compromise was made:
"Mr. Carpenter dreamt of a ballet exprest, for the eye, through a purely native choreography and native settings, exhibited to
the accompaniment of a music steeped in popular idioms, tho not enslaved or shackled by them. Therefore, he caused to be summoned,
as adjutant for the management of the choreography, the illustrious Mr. Sammy Lee, direct from the revues of Broadway, trailing
clouds of glory a gleam with the authentic Americanism of Mr. Irving Berlin. Therefore, he called to his aid Mr. Robert Edmond
Jones, master of visual beauty, contriver of settings as richly American as a New England landscape or an attack of Moral Indignation.
Therefore, he bethought him of that golden symbol of our hopes and dreams, the saxophone, and imported several of them (plus a
banjo) into the Metropolitan orchestra-that orchestra once sacred to the Wagner tuba and the solo violin of Thais's holy mediationist.
"Mr. Carpenter realized, he says, that to create a musical commentary on contemporary American life without reference to
Jazz would be for an American musician a 'difficult if not a painful task.' But the music of 'Skyscrapers' embodies 'an attempt to
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capture the spirit of Jazz, and fix it in the ordinary orchestral sonority, rather than an attempt to write jazz itself. "This "commentary,"
according to Olga Samaroff of the New York Evening Post, goes even deeper; is, to her mind, "a vital expression of fundamental
national feeling quite apart from obvious externals." She goes On:
"There is an eternal mystery about what it is that makes a deeply expressive art work different from a merely descriptive one.
"We have had many plays, revues, operettas, movies, all kinds of things filled with local color and sound.
"When Mr. Honegger last season chose the locomotive as a symbol of modern speed and power, of vast distances and their
conquest by the ingenuity of man in his symphonic poem, 'Pacific 231' (I hope the number is correct!) all he succeeded in doing, in my
opinion, was to produce the suggestion of a literal and noisy locomotive, so far as music could describe it. I remember fiercely
resenting being pursued into a symphony concert by a locomotive after endless nights on trains during a concert tour.
"In 'Skyscrapers' just the reverse seems to me to be the case. The different scenes being before us the familiar sights and
sounds of our every-day American life, but transformed through powerful artistic imagination into something intensely suggestive of
all the vital forces that lie beneath external things and that was forming our distinctive national life.
"Mr. Carpenter has not crudely sought originality in writing the music, but he has certainly achieved marked individuality. He
has used jazz as it should be used. He has not tried to make it a fundamental esthetic of art. He has used it as a vital distinctive rhythm
and color, and given its true nature and songs it has twice the power that it has when an attempt is made to extend that scope beyond its
possibilities."
Turning from consideration of the music to what happens on the stage, we read Mr. Gilman again:
"Action of the piece is cheeringly free of anecdote. It .....in disdain of plot. There is only a concentrated image of America at
Work, projected by Mr. Jones's superb phrasing magoria of steel skeletons and hammering workmen and winning traffic lights and
processional slaves of the subway and the ...clock, and, as contrasting middle movement, of America at Play-the eternal Coney Island
of the urban proletariat's ....dreams, with its gigantic lovers' moon, its sideshows, and .....,its paradoxical Ferris Wheel, its merry-gorounds.
"The designs (with their separating curtains) are brilliant and beautiful and often moving notations, searching and .....and
voraciously tragical, voraciously farcical. They have been admirably realized at the Metropolitan, and Mr. Sammy Lee has wrought
effectively in adapting to them the choreographic scenes of the ballet. He was obliged to work with the Metropolitan's regular corps of
dancers, steeped in the traditions of operatic ballet, and only occasionally encouraged to peep over the walls of Thebes into the freer
domains of 'Petrouchka' and Le Coq d'Or.'
His manipulation of this intractable material has been n the whole remarkably successful. He has brought plasticity out of
primness, and has made it yield a measure of fantasy, power and abandon. The group of riveting workmen in the first and last scenes,
hard-edged, somber, sinister, and is one of the best of these designs. The play scenes are less happily achieved. They lack variety and
contrast, and the latter part of the scene in the White City sags and trips a bit. Yet in one aspect of these day scenes the collaborators
have been curiously fortunate; whether they sought purposely for it or not, they have conveyed something of the ...rish conformity,
something of the sense of mechanized joy, that makes the American in his world of Ferris wheels and sideshows and hot dogs as
depressing and pathetic an apparition.
And this note, for us, is the admirable and distinguishing feature of Mr. Carpenter's music. It is not sadistic, it is not cruel, this
music of his; it is closer to tragic irony, and a richly compassionate understanding, than we had fancied it could be. We are far indeed
in this ... from mere brainless travesty. Some of the opening pages are conceived in almost a Stravinsky vein of sordant grimess.
The Chicago demonstration was so-called Jazz opera written by W. M. Harling, of English birth but a Boston residence. It is
called "The Light from St. Agnes." The words are by Mrs. Fiske, the actress. it "literally swept the wind City off it feet," says the
Boston Post, and Mr. Harling was presented with the David Bispham medal "given to the composer of the best musical composition of
the year, American and English words." The germ of the story is thus stated:
"The records of a small community in old Louisiana tell of the life and works of a certain Agnes, who used her great wealth to
bring good. On the summit of a hill not far from her home there stood a convent, and to this retreat she retired in the last days of her
short life. she built a chapel named for her patron Saint and from this chapel she was buried. Her name and her deeds are remembered
by her townspeople.
The story savors more of Italian opera and deals with the favors of Agnes to influence Toinette, the leader of a dissolute
family toward a better life. Not until Agnes's death and her last pleas of supplication to Toinette does a change come into the lover's
heart. Toinette frustrates her lover's attempt to rob the Chapel of Agnes, and dies at his hands.
The Musical Courier speaks of future jazz efforts:
"In the strength of the success of his "The Light from St. Agnes" in Chicago, Arthur Hopkins, the New York producer, has
just asked W. Franke Harling to write the music of a 'Jazz' opera (whatever that may be)to be called 'Deep River,' with book by
Clarence Stallings, co-author of that much-talked-of play, 'What Price Glory?' Mr. Stallings is a Georgian, and tho Mr. Harling is an
Englishman by birth, his residence has been here since he was four years old, which ought to make him a real good American. One of
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the typically American things about the announcement is that tho the book is not yet completed nor a single note of the music written,
Mr. Hopkins expects to have the work complete next season. Rossini, it is true, wrote 'The Barber of Seville' in something under three
weeks, but things were simper then.
Deems Taylor, by the way, has moved back to New York and is living quietly here, busy on the score of the opera which the
Metropolitan commissioned. It is an open secret that the book is by no less a figure in our literary world than Edna St. Vincent Millay."
Mr. Harling is quoted by the New York Evening Post concerning his faith and his ambitions:
"Jazz is the only real American music, and being a real American myself, I naturally want to compose American opera.
"Harling, who introduced the moan of the saxophone and the twang of the banjo into his operatic score, said he believed 'Tin
Pan Alley' had done more for music in this country than all the serious composers.
"The latter are the imitators of the classical, but the work of Irving Berlin and George Gershwin is the rhythmical and melodic
expression of life in the modern United States.'
"In the new art form fox-trot time could not be used throughout because of monotony, but the composer said that wherever he
could introduce rag-time he would do so, and that the theme of the whole opera would be woven around Jazz."

MARCH 13, - COLLIER'S
"LOPEZ SPEAKING-" What I learn from your face as you listen to my music" I'm not to "get" you, down to your feet words and accompaniment by Vincent Lopez.
How do you like your music served? It's my job, and the job of every other director of a group of musicians, to guess the
answer. Assembling melody menus that will tickle your musical palate is the toughest task that confronts the orchestra chief. The most
skillful handling in the world won't put a program over unless the numbers have been chosen with a view to falling in with the mood of
the audience.
For instance, I wouldn't think of playing the same sort of music at a seven-o'clock dinner as I dish up for a midnight supper
crowd. My aim is to get responsive vibrations from as many persons as possible. Sometimes hot, peppy stuff will do it; sometimes it's
softer, more melodic music which gets them. It doesn't take long to get the "feel" of an audience. If a number doesn't hit the majority, I
know it right away, and if I sense that the program isn't going over as I laid it out, I never hesitate to change it radically.
Sometimes I have had to alter entirely the nature of a program. If people are restless, I put on something to soothe them. If I
know there are people present who have suffered troubles or reverses, I work in something full of freshness and gladness. if it's an
audience that is already in a happy mood, I plunge right into fiery stuff and they're with me from the start. A dull moment is felt
instantly by an orchestra leader-and it's a terrible moment for him.
The secret of a good jazz program is variety. If a certain number misses fire with some of the crowd, it catches on with others.
The second wins over the people who weren't caught by the first. A hit is simply a tune that catches everybody at the same time. It
builds up and produces the greatest number of vibrations in the greatest number of people.
A particular hit may become associated with a particular leader, just as definitely as "The sidewalks of New York" is linked
with Al Smith. "Nola," for instance, is the piece which my audiences demand from me. I played it first some years ago, and it went big,
I tried to get away from it, but I couldn't. People would call for it, insist on it and they wouldn't be satisfied until they got it. The secret
of the success of this number is simply that it made people jingle down inside of them and it will keep on doing so as long as it is
played
How I Beat the Big Boys
To get the most out of our modern music the audience must be in an attitude of repose. That is why public men are the worst
jazz audiences in the world.
Statesmen, financiers and business leaders may have outward poise, but inwardly they are seldom in a state of realization.
They've got too much on their minds, and a man in this state is mighty hard to "get."
It must be remembered that many of our leaders have had to fight very hard to get their places of eminence. In their boyhood
and youth they may have had disappointments or setbacks which made them cynical or hard. Music portrays all human emotion, and it
is possible that the type of man I have in mind does not like to have his heart strings played upon by having resurrected thoughts which
he would rather keep buried.
Yes, an orchestra leader must fight harder to get across a number with the big boys than when he is playing for the crowd.
Public men, because their interests are more concentrated, more self-centered, know less about popular music than the
average person. When you appear personally before them-or when you know they are in a mixed audience-you know they are
antagonistic. I don't mean in the usual sense. They want to have a good time, they try their best, but they just don't know how. Their
minds are busy turning over weighty affairs, and this makes for unconscious antagonism. They fight your music.
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Music lovers and dance lovers throw everything else into the discard when they listen to the drums and the "saxes," but when
a man's mind is on the next election or a big deal he rather resents the waves of sound that beat on his ears, demanding attention.
When I know I am to play particularly for big public men or when I know there are some of them in the audience, I go out to
get them and them alone. I tune myself inwardly as carefully as one would tune a violin and get all set to receive the return vibrations
from my distinguished listeners.
I get back from my audience just as much rhythm as I give out, provided that I am playing the right kind of music.
From a dance floor, filled with average people, this return vibration is great and inspiring, but it's a different thing when you
are playing in a private room for a man whose mind is on politics, finance or business.
I know one man-a great international trader- who had an unfortunate love affair in his early twenties. Eventually he married
another woman. His early tendency was toward gayety and the romantic. He was a splendid dancer as a young man, but his experience
soured him-inwardly. He still is cordial and genial to all outward appearances. he loves to talk and laugh, but there is one thing he
cannot stand-jazz music.
Now, he never told me of his aversion to jazz.
But I learned of it from little things he has told me and that his friends have told me and-most of all-from the look in his eyes
when he hears me play.
They have no expression in them. They shift and roam. never does he permit himself to absorb enough of the rhythm and
gayety of the music to cause his face to light up-and unless I can get that silent applause from a man, I know I have not won his
interest.
Easy Al of the Sidewalks
Of course there are some big men who never had souls to start with. with them I have no chance at all. some may not
understand music, and some may dislike it intensely. These people are all unconsciously antagonistic to jazz.
Then there are some persons who have naturally jealous natures and resent listening to anyone whose performance has the
stamp of approval of the majority.
These are hopeless; I never even try to get them.
In the last few months I have played before many men whose names are in the newspapers almost daily. There's Al Smith.
Whenever anyone mentions the New York governor, one song broadcasts itself into your mind.
The orchestra that wouldn't play "The Sidewalks of New York" as a musical accompaniment to Governor Smith's name would
have something wrong with it.
I have been asked why the governor likes this particular number so well. That's easy. "The Sidewalks of New York" is a mass
song and Al Smith is a mass man. He's got a mass mind himself, and this, from my point of view, makes him easier to "break into" than
a lot of others.
Among his other favorite songs I would list "Echoes of New York" and "Silverhead."
James J. Walker, another man with a popular mind, likes nothing better than to hear a jazz program in a restaurant or over the
air. His favorite song, of course, is "Will You Love Me in December as You Do in May?" There's reason enough for this-he wrote it
himself.
That's not a slam at the song, however, for it's a fine one full of pep and personality.
Of course I should have led off this list with President Coolidge, but I didn't because I lack reliable, first-hand information. If
I were called upon to play for the President, I would select a program of the quieter, deeply melodious numbers. I think I would reach
him more quickly that way than any other, except perhaps by patriotic and martial music, I happen to know that he is partial to "The
Star and Stripes Forever."
A public man who is as keen as anyone I have met on modern syncopation is Mayor Kendrick of Philadelphia, in whose
private office I played one day with my full orchestra. It was in the nature of a serenade. I took into account, as I always am obliged to
do, the size and sounding qualities of the room and made some quick shifts in the program upon which I had originally decided, in
order to take into account the restricted quarters. Mayor Kendrick was simply great as an audience. he was right "with" me all the time
and, because of the closeness of the space I was able to make a test of my theory that a person shows his appreciation and attention by
his eyes and mouth.
Great financiers, I should say, are as difficult to "catch" as any man in the world. I have played for few in this country. On one
occasion, I recall, J. P. Morgan was present when I conducted. he was cordial, and he smiled, but my reading of faces and eyes failed
me completely and I was unable to decide what impression-if any-my orchestra made on him.
In my caricatures I have tried to show typical facial expressions of certain public leaders while listening to jazz.
For my own amusement, I now make sketches of all the big men I meet and play for. I started it in London, one night, by
drawing Sir Thomas Lipton as he impressed me during a concert.
Next to the airs from "Pinafore," Sir Thomas likes "Tea for Two"-which is hardly surprising.
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While playing at the London Hippodrome for eight weeks last summer I had a splendid opportunity to make a comparison
between the effect of jazz upon prominent Americans and prominent Englishmen. And I believe that Englishmen of note are more
whole-heartedly fond of jazz in its jazziest form than are our own distinguished citizens. The Earl of Suffolk, for instance, lies his jazz
neat. He is fond of "Blues." The earl was a regular attendant at the Kit Kat Club in London while I was playing there with my twentytwo boys. There is a song called "The Meanest Kind of Blues." I lost count of the times I played that at his request.
The Duke of Marlborough likes pretty melodic numbers and never tries of listening to the saxophones. He presented me, by
the way, with a silver and ivory baton engraved with his name. I talked over with him some of the theories I have set down here, and he
agreed with me. His favorite song is "Waiting for the Sunrise." I found that Lord Dewar, another who keenly appreciates music,
favored "I'll See You in My Dreams."
There is a type of man in this country as well known as the political and financial leaders, but far more susceptible to jazz.
Jack Dempsey is one of these and Tex Rickard is another. In them you have real jazz devotees. Dempsey loves to dance. He favors
numbers of the "Red-Hot Mamma" type.
Rickard, I believe, is one of the keenest men in the world when it comes to dealing with crowds and giving them what they
want. I'm proud to think that he has been won over by my playing. Indeed, he has asked me to study the acoustics of his new Garden
with a view to furnishing the music.
Throughout this little piece I have used the word jazz. But I don't like it. I hate it as a feeble attempt to characterize the new
development in modern music, That's the word I like-modern. The syncopated arrangements in vogue to-day are direct outgrowths of
the war. They are orchestrated life, full of pep and freshness. This country has been the leader in their development, and we are moving
on to further achievement.
America is destined to be the most musical land in the world. Other nations are older and have had more experience with
music than we have had, but we are getting more musical every day. We are beginning, at last, to distinguish the good from the bad.
And that's progress.

APRIL - THE AMERICAN MERCURY (II)
THE ANATOMY OF JAZZ by Henry Osborne Osgood. - "Come on, boys! Give it a lick! What do you think you are-a
symphony orchestra or something?"
Past midnight, on the bare stage of the Garrick Theater, lighted by one glaring white bulb high up in the flies, Paul Whiteman,
in sweeter and felt hat, throned on an old wooden chair cornerwise upon a prop platform from "Arms and the Man," faced thirty-odd
players, a motley crowd whose temperaments and temperatures ranged from sport shirts with neither coats nor vests over them through
conventional white shirt-sleeves to business suits, sweaters and even overcoats. As I sat bundled up out in the cold auditorium listening
to the rehearsal of that extraordinary first operatic experiment in jazz, George Gershwin's one-act sketch, "One Hundred and Thirtyfifth Street," I imagined to myself the surprise and, I am sure, the joy that even so recent a master of orchestration as Nicolas
Andreivitch Rimsky-Korsakoff, who died less than fourteen years ago, would have experienced could he have dropped in and taken a
seat beside me.
Peculiar is the right word for that orchestra, particularly from old Nicholas' standpoint. Fifteen years ago it was not dreamed
of; ten years ago it was an infant; only two years ago was it brought to its present state of development, and it will keep on changing
and growing. Whiteman has already greatly altered the instrumentation of his band from what it was at his first formal concert, "An
Experiment in Modern Music," at Carnegie Hall on February 12, 1924. One can imagine the feelings of the good Russian upon seeing
the present combination for the first time. Instead of his string band of sixty, since the earliest days the cornerstone, under-pinning and
foundation of the orchestra, he would find scarcely a dozen, arrayed against a brass band of very respectable size, three trumpets, three
trombones and a tuba, not to forget percussion instruments like two pianos, a banjo, a steel guitar and all sorts of drums.
He would wonder how it is possible to obtain the proper balance of tone with such a band. The prominent position of the
quartette of saxophones, right up in the front row, would puzzle him, though saxophones themselves are nothing new. I do not recall
that he ever called for one in an orchestral score-he had plenty of colors on his palette without; though back in those years when he was
superintendent of the military music of all the Russians he doubtless used them in scoring for band. "Where is the other wood-wind?"
he would ask, for the saxophones, though made of brass, are reckoned orchestrally among the wood-wind, and, as he watched, the
answer would become plain. One or the other ( or perhaps all) of the saxophonists would suddenly lay aside his first love, lunge into
the stack of instruments about him and emerge in a second as a clarinetist, an oboist, an English hornist, a flutist, a piccolo player or
even a bass-clarinetist. Then, I think, Rimsky-Korsakoff would see the light, and, fascinated by the novel colors that were charming his
ears, he would begin to think of trying his hand at this new medium.
Reflect for one moment on that appalling thing, the skeleton dance orchestra of pre-jazz days! A flute, a clarinet, a cornet, a
trombone, drums, a piano, a double-bass, and, squeaking vainly against all this, one lone violin, or perhaps two! There was practically
no homogeneity. Held together precariously by the piano, it was unbalanced, squeaky, full of holes, noisy when the brass was working
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and dull when it wasn't. Today the dance orchestra has two or three saxophones, two trumpets (or cornets), a trombone, one or two
violins, a tuba, a banjo, drums and a piano. The flute and clarinet of the old combinations have given away to the saxophones; the
banjo is a new-comer; the double-bass is generally replaced by the tuba; and, oh, how different the whole sounds!
II
The old style orchestra was with us for years in dance-hall and theatre, hanging onto life with a grin persistency worthy of
something better. What finally brought about the present change, not only in the instrumental combination but in the style of playing?
Did the newer dances of stronger rhythm, impulse and violence develop a new orchestration to accompany them, or did the change in
the orchestra promote the invention of the newer dances? Which was the chicken, which the egg? I don't know the answer nor can I
find anyone who does.
A short time ago Herman Heller, director of Warner's Theatre, New York, had on his programme an interesting potpourri,
arranged by himself, called "milestones to Jazz." A leader of dance orchestras for at least twenty years, Mr. Heller is one of the many
Californians who have had a lot to do with the development of jazz. "Milestones to Jazz" began with one of the spirituals, since it is
Mr. Heller's theory that modern jazz is only a development over the years of some of those old tunes, then came a soft-shoe dance, a
cake-walk, the Texas Tommy, the one-step, the fox-trot and the Charleston. That seemed like an ingenious and probably correct
genealogical tree, especially when backed up by the authority of a man of so much experience. Mr. Heller was the first I know of to use
a banjo as a regular instrument in the dance orchestra. He used two of them in 1909 at the St. Francis Hotel in San Francisco, to put
more life into the rhythm when the Texas Tommy came into vogue. In this case it seems to have been the dance that introduced the
instrument.
Incidentally, if the Pacific Coast is looking for something to balance the fame of that ornament of the Atlantic Coast, Faneuil
Hall, Cradle of Liberty, it might christen that same St. Francis Hotel the Cradle of Jazz, for the first complete modern jazz combination
I have been able to locate played there in 1914. Art Hickman, who came East later and did much to arouse popular interest in the kind
of music already so well known on the Coast, was its leader. The combination was two saxophones, cornet, trombone, violin, banjo,
piano and drums. For probably the first time the limelight was focused on the drummer, since Hickman was neither violinist or pianist,
like the usual leader, but a master of the drums and traps. Though, as we shall see, the modern jazz orchestra was already in existence
as early as 1914, it was by no means familiar; in fact, saxophones were rare for several years longer. The public liked its jazz hot in
those days, and reveled in such noise as Ted Lewis made with his combination of clarinet, cornet, trombone, piano and drums, the most
nerve-shattering, ear-destroying, cacophonic racket ever produced upon this earth in the name of music.
There was no special scoring of jazz orchestra then. The combinations were so many and varied that there was no demand for
such orchestrations. Each orchestra made its own arrangements, nor were these, as a rule, reduced to manuscript. The system was to
obtain a piano, violin, or song copy of the piece to be performed and to learn it at rehearsal. The pianist played it through till the others
caught the tune and a general idea of the harmony, though the latter was not important except for the pianist. those instruments that did
not play the melody devoted themselves to free fantasias, either contrapuntal devices or obligati. All this was arranged impromptu
according to suggestions from the leader or to the players' own ideas. The piece was rehearsed over and over again, the embellishments
hit upon were tried out, remodeled and polished, and when it was finally set it was not set at all, for, as Carl Engel said in an article
some time ago, "A good jazz band never plays the same piece twice in the same manner. Each player must be. . .an originator as well
as an interpreter, a wheel that turns hither and thither on its own axis without disturbing the clockwork."
Mr. Engel also pointed out that this huddle system (to borrow a term from football),far from being new, goes back to the very
beginnings of the orchestra. "Strange to relate" he said, "orchestral improvisation is not an invention of our age. To improvise
counterpoint was a talent that the musicians in the orchestras of Peri and Monteverdi, three hundred years ago, were expected to
possess, and did possess, to such a high degree that the skeleton scores of those operas which have come down to us give but an
imperfect idea of how this music sounded when performed." Our ideas of the operas of Peri and Monteverdi may indeed be imperfect,
but our descendants three centuries hence will have no idea at all of what early jazz sounded like. They will have no skeleton scores,
for the simple reason that there are no scores, skeleton or otherwise. Perhaps that is lucky, after all, for if they could hear that awful
stuff, they would form an even lower opinion of our civilization than that they will inevitably gather from such other records as come
down to them.
Though the ear-wracking hot jazz continued to dominate the field for several years, its possession was not undisputed. Into the
brain of that same Art Hickman there popped the revolutionary idea that his new orchestra would be just as effective and much more
musical when playing softly as when blaring its way ruthlessly though an evening. For certain tunes whose moods suggested gentler
treatment he began at rehearsal to work out quiet arrangements, effects that wooed the ears instead of blasting them-and "sweet" jazz
was born. It was not, however, until several years later, when the Hickman combination (frequently with an increased number of
players and the addition of a tuba or contrabass to fortify the bass), having proved effective and practical, became established as the
standard, that the system of improvised arrangements gave place to actual scoring.
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In 1920, Fredie Grofe, New Yorker by birth and Californian by habit, was the pianist of Paul Whiteman's orchestra at the
Hotel Alexandria, Los Angeles. Grofe, who had a sound musical training, was a professional orchestra pianist with ambitions toward
something better. The previous year, 1919, when he was one of the pianists with John Tait's orchestra in San Francisco, he had started
to make arrangements for the pure love of it. When he went to Whiteman, where he found the Hickman orchestration, he kept on
experimenting.
Instead of keeping everybody busy all the time, as was the custom in huddle system orchestrations, he studied the possibilities
of the various instruments for solo use and worked out combinations of them to produce novel colors. He made scores, the first jazz
scores, from which fixed parts were copied out and played. he invented rhythmic surprises. He evolved the harmony chorus, something
entirely new. In this he gave the melody to the solo saxophone, supporting it with sustained chords on the brass, played piano, the
rhythm being indicated lightly by the piano, the banjo, or merely by light drum taps. If the melody was to be brought out more strongly
it was allotted to the solo cornet, supported softly by the saxophones and trombone. Everybody played from parts, the only variations
being the occasional impromptu embellishments of individual players, still the grace of jazz. If you heard "Whispering," the popular
tune of that year, at the Hotel Alexandria on a Monday evening and enjoyed the novel beauty of the arrangement, you could go back on
Tuesday evening and be sure of hearing the same thing.
Eample 1

The innovation caught on at once, and today every good orchestra has its staff of arrangers. There are hundreds-yes,
thousands of them. Each has his special task and talents. Ben Bernie has three, one for hot jazz (which the Charleston and the Stompye gods, what a name!-are bringing back, worse luck!), one for sweet jazz, and a third for medium, with elements of both. But there is
no doubt that the honor of being the father of modern jazz orchestration, which, an art in itself, is nearly always ingenious and very
often beautiful, belongs to Ferdie Grofe, who has now retired from the position of first pianist in the Whiteman band to devote nearly
all of his time to making arrangements and to doing composing on his own account as well.
III
The jazz orchestrator has been able to call for and achieve many of his unusual and extraordinary effects because of the
virtuosity of the players at his disposal. The trumpeters and trombonists of a good jazz band, for instance, possess a technique that is
not expected of their fellows in a first-class symphony orchestra, because it is never called for. It will be worth while to consider in
what degree the development of the jazz player has extended the possibilities of his instrument, the saxophonist first, since he is
practically both string band and wood-wind of the modern dance orchestra.
Example 2
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The saxophone is no youth. Ingenious Adolfe Sax invented it about 1840; in 1844 a forgotten Parisian composer named
Kastner introduced it into one of his long-forgotten operas, in 1845 it was officially adopted for French military bands. It was then
something quite new, a brass instrument played with a reed. Before that all reed instruments were of wood. There are seven members
of the family, ranging from the sopranino down to the contrabass, though very few of the latter are now in existence, owing to their
unwieldiness and the necessity of having a superhuman pair of lungs to play one. The sopranino can climb up to the second G flat
above the treble clef; the baritone (the average orchestra has no lower bass) can drop down to D below the bass clef. So there is plenty
of room to write for them. They grow bigger according to the depth of their voices.
Example 3

What you see ordinarily when there are three players are two alto saxophones and a tenor; if there is a quartette, the fourth is a
baritone. They all have bent-back mouthpieces and bells doubling back and up and out. when one or more of the players suddenly
changes to a straight instrument, it is a soprano, and if there is one straight one about half as long as the others, that is little sopranino.
They are all transposing instruments; that is, they sound a note quite different from the one actually written.
Example 4
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Example 5

Until the days of jazz there was practically no virtuoso saxophone technique because none was called for. In military bands
(Sousa has carried a quartette for years) they wander quietly and unobtrusively about, filling in and enriching the harmonic
background. Meyerbeer, Bizet, Massenet and Thomas all employed them as solo instruments, though making not technical demands on
them.
Example 6

As a bit of ironic fact, these passages generally were (and are still) transferred to the clarinet because there was no saxophone
player available in opera or symphony orchestras. Today, under the agile fingers of the modern player fluttering over eighteen or
twenty keys, saxophones toss off scale passages and arpeggios with reckless ease;
Example 7

They chatter, they bleat, they glide, they coo-especially the latter. They even produce portamenti that are, mechanically
speaking, not among their possibilities. Urged by a skillful tongue (slap tonguing), they produce explosive noises that sound as if a
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door had been slammed to upon a tone with a woodeny bang. They are invaluable in all situations-the heart, soul and spirit of the jazz
orchestra.
The saxophonists had a virgin field to develop. Jazz trumpeters and trombonists, on the other hand, have taken their classic
instruments and in a very few years extended their possibilities beyond the dreams of the generations that previously played them. The
orchestration books, for instance, all give the soprano high C (two octaves about middle C) as the extreme upward limit of range for
the B-flat trumpet, the one in ordinary use, and even at that warn against the employment of the upper register. "It is a good rule," say
Cecil Forsyth in his exhaustive book on orchestration, "to take them......only for special purposes above their high G." Yet the jazz
players of today run up an octave higher than that with entire ease, and Leo Sowerby in his "Monotony" has actually written the B flat
above that summit-and had it played.
The tonguing technique for cornets and trumpets was developed long before the days of jazz, but the new music has brought
in the special effects that are so outstanding in jazz orchestration. Frank Siegrist, in his book, "Trumpet Playing Up to Date,"
enumerates as effects to be obtained without mutes, the Split, the Horse Whinny, the Conversation, the Lip Slur, the Tone Slide or Dip,
the flutter Tongue, and the Drag
Example 8

The trombonists too, have taken thought and added to their stature. The tenor instrument, with the aid of false positions
(invented, I believe, by John King, of Chicago), and a special lip technique, now climbs up to the second f above middle C, a major
fourth higher than the previous limit. There are also special effects similar to those of the trumpets, and a development of legato
playing to a degree hitherto regarded as impossible. Even the ungainly tuba has given over its grunting, blaring habits and learned to
sing a melody almost as smoothly as a 'cello. Added to all this technical development of the brass instruments there is the mechanical
assistance of the mutes (the ordinary aluminum mute; the jazz mute, with its kazoo effect; and the wha-wha mute, with or without use
of the hand), not to mention the unexpected elevation of the lowly derby hat to a position in the artistic world.
Example 9

The violin, however, has meanwhile descended from its old place as orchestral cock of the walk. The single fiddle of the
average jazz orchestra supplies a high obligato on the E string, or occasionally takes the melody with a soft saxophone counterpoint
below. Patiently strumming its persistent background of chords without hope of recognition or reward, the banjo rarely comes in for a
solo passage. The piano is all things to all jazz-a percussion instrument, a soloist, an embellisher. Used in pairs, as it frequently is now,
it is as important as the saxophone, though less showy when the whole orchestra is playing. And the drums-snare drums, bass drums,
and, in the larger orchestras, tympani as well-yes, the drummer is the busy boy of the jazz orchestra. Industrious as the other players
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are, most of them are mere corner loafers compared to him. Not only must he be an expert at the instruments from which he takes his
name, but also master of the traps, which, according to Frank Patterson's "Practical Instrumentation," include "blocks, bells, train-bells,
sandpaper, baby cry, sticks, chimes, tam-tam, India drum, Cocoanut, soft bells, cow bells, triangle and suspended cymbal," not to
forget that truly American instrument, the common or garden fly-swatter, with which he brushes delicate rasps, like etherialized
sandpaper scraping, off the top of the snare drum.
Example 10

IV
The tendency in modern symphonic orchestration is all toward the development of the wood-wind, brass and percussion at the
expense of the strings. Consider the relative importance of the three as compared to the string band, first in a Beethoven symphony and
then in one of the larger works, say, of Stravinsky. The jazz orchestrator, with practically no string color on his palette, in a few short
years has developed his art in a manner and to a degree that has called forth the admiration of that same Stravinsky and the outspoken
praise of so well-equipped a modernist as Alfredo Casella, who bore public testimony in writing that the American jazz men have
invented effects that he and his colleagues never dreamed of. Jazz orchestration meets the highest test of any art-the accomplishment of
large effects with small means. There is no better way to prove this than by example. (See Example 10 above)
My first quotations are from the arrangement made for the Whiteman dance orchestra (not the large concert band) of Thurlow
Lieurance's tune, "By the Waters of Minnetonka," purposely chosen because it is so widely known. Grand-master Fredie Grofe is the
orchestrator. Notice how simple his effects look to the eye. And yet how delightfully colorful they are to the ear!
Example 11

The Victor record of this arrangement, made by Whiteman, will aid the layman. The recording orchestra consisted of fifteen
players. No drum part is shown because drums, at the time this arrangement was made, were not used in phonograph recording, but
they would be added, of course, in playing the piece for dancing. In 1924 Whiteman used a pair of horns, which appear in this score,
and three saxophones. The following year he dispensed with the horns and added another saxophone, having decided that the horn
color was too similar to that of the saxophones, and of too little individual value to be worth keeping.
Example I shows at a glance how much the composer owes to the orchestrator. ("When we talk about the fascinating color
and lilt of jazz music, we are talking about the man who scored it," says Deems Taylor.) It also shows a favorite trick in jazz arranging.
The orchestrator, taking his cue (in this case only two notes) from something in the tune begins with a striking, colorful introduction
that immediately catches the ear and arrests the attention. Grofe, with his bold harmonies and ingenious modulations, starts off as if a
real he-tune were to follow, instead of the sweetnesses of this "Indian love song." Soprano saxophones chirp above the chant of the
massive brass, everything fortissimo. (The actual notes heard are used in these quotations, for the sake of clearness and convenience.
No account is taken of the transposing instruments-saxophones, clarinets, trumpets and horns. As a matter of fact, jazz scoring is
generally done this way, the transpositions being made only when the parts are copied out for the use of the players.)
Example 2 shows the figure which the composer invented for the piano accompaniment. In Example 3 we see what happens to
it. The time has been changed, of course, from 3/4 to alla breve-it must be a fox-trot. And look at that accompanying figure! It begins
now on the strong beat, not on the after beat, as in the original, and has been assigned to the piano in octaves,
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Example 12

the banjo and-the second trombone! Think of what confidence that shows, on the part of the arranger, in the ability of the
second trombonist to play legato and strictly in tune! The melody appears in three octaves: high up, in three-part harmony on three
insistent soprano saxophones, a characteristic and frequently employed effect; lower down, again in three-part harmony, divided
between the two trumpets and the first trombone; and, still another octave lower, sung by the two horns in unison, without harmonic
support. The tum-tum bass of the piano is strengthened by the tuba, which is not shown in the score, since it is taken as a matter of
course.
Example 13

Example 14

Example 15
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This particular tune is in what the theorists call the ABA form. There is an opening section, A, a middle section, B, and a
return of A. Example 4 shows the simple but charming effect Grofe uses for B. Two solo violins play the theme, answered by bells or
celesta. There is nothing else but the soft piano accompaniment, in strict and regular rhythm. A then returns. this time the melody goes
to the noble voice of the first trombone, while the accompanying figure, ingeniously improved with an alto voice, is given to two alto
saxophones. The piano continues its quiet accompaniment and the dominant E flat, simply sustained on a solo horn, provides the
proper binding.
The next time A appears the tune is assigned to two muted trumpets in harmony. Example 5 shows this, and also something
else very characteristic: the E string obligato for the violin, its principal use in jazz orchestration. (The faithful piano background is
always understood, though not quoted for economic reasons.) Before A comes back for the fourth time, Brother Grofe, tiring of its
banality, snatches a rhythmic cue and, just to wake things up, indulges in some quite original modernities-whole-tone scales,
augmented intervals and the like. (Example 6). The distribution of parts is shown in the quotation. Two clarinets double the muted
trumpets an octave lower, and an alto saxophone supports the first trumpet in unison. After this outburst, peace is restored and three
saxophones (two altos and a baritone) begin to coo with characteristic glissandos (Example 7), echoed, a half measure behind and an
octave higher, by two melting solo violins. Some of the glissandos have four notes in them, some only three. The trifling difference is
not detected by the ear, which hears nothing but the gentle ooo," rising or falling under the influence of slid fingers.
The next variation (Example 8) is ingenious and interesting. The brass has sharp, full, staccato chords on the first two beats of
the measure. (Another jazz trick-"stop time.") The gentle, bell-like celesta answers with high chords, as explosive as it can make them.
The solo horn binds them all with an independent contrapuntal voice. (The composer sticks to tonic harmony whenever these four
measures appear, but Grofe, the musician, has tired of it and introduces perfectly simple but effective harmonic changes.)
Example 9 shows another jazz trick. By an ingenious modulatory passage preceding the final return of A, Grofe has jumped
his orchestra up half a tone into the bright key of A major, much more brilliant than the preceding A flat. Every brass player is busy
blowing the tune for the last time, fortissimo; but the saxophonists have turned clarinetists and, in the biting, penetrating high register
of their instruments, furnish a three-part accompaniment that is brand new both in matter and rhythm. Note the phrasing of the third
clarinet part. It music have been a treat to Thurlow Lieurance to hear that arrangement for the first time!
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In this particular arrangement there happens to be no "break," but the break is so characteristic a feature of jazz that it
deserves quotation. The orchestra comes to the end on a phrase and halts abruptly, while the next two measures are filled with an
impromptu and fantastic short cadenza on some solo instrument. I say impromptu advisedly, for though breaks are printed in
orchestrations, the soloist is not only left free, but generally expected, to improvise a clever break of his own. "The Bell Hoppin'
Blues," written and arranged by Don Sisson, first trumpeter of Ben Bernie's orchestra, has four breaks, each for a different instrument.
Example 10 shows that for the trumpet, Example 11 that for the piano, Example 12, that for the trombone, and Example 13 that for the
saxophone. The banjo and drums get solo breaks sometimes and there are also set breaks for three instruments (saxophones or
trumpets), very effective indeed and known as "three-part bones."
In Example 14 another view of "stop time" is given. This is played with pauses, just as it appears, or sometimes the holes are
filled in with impromptu breaks at the discretion of the leader. In this particular instance (which happens to be from another Grofe
arrangement, Lehar's "Gigolette") the score is marked "wood-block breaks ad lit." There is a tremendous whip to this stop time,
especially when played, as in this instance, by the full brass choir (muted) in quick, snapped-off chords. It's a wonder the passage isn't
marked "hot" or "sock it," for the jazz arranger writes plain and understandable English and has introduced a number of explosive new
terms into musical nomenclature.
V
Jazz orchestration, it thus appears, has become a genuine art. Unknown seven or eight years ago, it has developed even more
quickly than the aeroplane. And whether or not jazz itself remains, the lessons to be learned from it will not be forgotten by
orchestrators of more serious music.
As for the serious development of jazz itself, there is no better way to conclude than with a quotation (Example 15) showing
the orchestrator's hand turned to scoring the first successful attempt to raise jazz above the level of the dance hall and the musical
comedy stage, Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue." Here are the first measures, as imagined for jazz orchestration by Grofe. Will anyone
who heard Ross Gorman play the solo clarinet forget the astonishment he created in the very first measure when, half way up that
seventeen-note run, he suddenly stopped playing separate notes and slid for home on a long portamento that nobody knew could be
done on a clarinet? It's not in any of the books. Ross spent days and days hunting round for a special reed that would allow him to do it.
Days and days. That's the spirit that has made jazz what it is. By the way, what is it?

APRIL - MUSICAL QUARTERLY
"JAZZ" AN EDUCATIONAL PROBLEM by Edwin J. Stringham - It may seem a bit strange that Jazz should receive serious
attention from musical educators; but the truth is, if one will be fair, that there are two sides to the Jazz question. Unquestionably, there
is much bad in some of it; but there is also some good in the better type of this popular form of musical expression. As we know jazz
to-day, it is like most anything else in life; the vice or virtue in a thing is largely dependent upon the use to which it is put, or the degree
of indulgence. A thing may be ever so good under certain conditions; but if it be used to excess, the effects will very likely be bad.
Conversely, poison, in proper doses, may be used as a helpful agent toward health. Almost any child (and adult for that matter) likes
sweetmeats, and a reasonable amount of it at the proper time is helpful: too much of it at any time, or some of it at the wrong time, may
cause ill effects.
So it is with jazz. This form of music, as we shall call it for the time being, at least for sake of argument, has been denounced
far and wide as being of immoral character and having within it the means of inducing immorality. Nothing is so absurd. Music itself,
as we know, has no inherent moral basis; it is a matter of use and association. Take a hymn tune, for instance. There is nothing in the
notes themselves that stamps the music sacred. Rather, it is the association with the words of the hymn and the inseparable wedding of
both the music and the words to a definite use, that impart the sacredness to the hymn tune.
It would be decidedly immoral to use such a tune as "Nearer My God, to Thee" for any other purpose than its time-honored
association. It has been used for many years for sacred purposes that nothing else save worship can be thought of in connection with
either the words or the music, or both. Conversely, it would be an act of irreverence to use a tune like, "Oh, Gee, be sweet to me, kid,"
in any part of a religious service. However, be it acknowledged that some hymns have been made from music that was composed
originally for instrumental use or vocal works of a secular nature. Granted; but the music was good in the first place and had not
suffered any disgrace in its use before being turned to service as a hymn tune. So we see how association plays a large part in
determining the moral character of music, and it cannot be proved that jazz, per se, is immoral. It may be put to immoral use; but that
is aside from the inherent capabilities of the mere musical notes.
It is well that we have some understanding of what is meant by jazz. No doubt, we would have as many definitions as we
would have definers; but to me, jazz means the utilization of a strongly marked rhythm of unusual nature (syncopated, complex,
compound, irregular, oddly divided or accentuated), which may or may not be interwoven with two or more rather free contrapuntal
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parts; the purpose of the entire piece being divertissement or dancing. As yet, jazz has no serious nature. One does not have to read
between these lines to see that it is difficult to define jazz; but since it is customary to define a thing one is discussing, the writer's
view, weak as it is, is presented at this time.
Naturally, there is both good and bad jazz-that is, good or bad from a compositional standpoint, but in this article I have in
mind only the better type of jazz; that which is composed by understanding musicians, that which is well conceived and written
according to ordinary esthetical and technical standards, and that which is really clever in either composition or orchestration. The
other kinds of jazz need not bother us at this time; for the bad types of jazz are self-evident and carry within themselves their own
swiftest and surest condemnation.
Certain types of professional musicians have seen fit to rail at jazz, to denounce it to the high heavens and to demand that it be
wiped off the face of the earth. They seem to derive a great deal of enjoyment from getting such words of condemnation "off their
chest," as the man in the street would say. They do not take the time to see if any good can be discovered, and they are insulted when it
is intimated that there might be a little cleverness here, a good bit of harmonic, melodic or rhythmic writing there and elsewhere.
Nothing but a burst of indignation and display of wounded esthetic sense results whenever the subject of jazz is brought before them
from out the closet of opinions. Yet, I dare say, every person who loves music has some kind feeling toward jazz and even likes quite a
bit of it-and would say so if he were really honest with himself and his friends. I often feel that many of those who denounce jazz so
vehemently are inclined to be a bit guilty of "posing," even though they do not realize it. It is their pride to be known as "one who
dwells in the world of better music," or "one whose musical tastes are unquestionable," or the like, and it does hurt their ego to be
jostled by such a contemptible thing as jazz-it is far beneath their notice and never to be thought of in their presence. That may be
hitting it a bit hard; but some of us take ourselves so seriously, too seriously, too much of the time. We need a little esthetical
relaxation now and then.
No form of music can do this as effectively as jazz. Jazz is the laughter, the fun, the "sans souci" of the tone-world. It is the
ironer of wrinkles that kink our esthetic senses now and then. It is an antidote for too much "beefsteak," as I have heard "classical"
music called by a musical "low-brow." Gastronomically speaking, the music of Bach, Beethoven and Brahms may possibly be likened
unto beefsteak; but a menu cannot be constructed out of such all the time. We need something to make us grin and laugh once in a
while. Jazz certainly can do that much better than music of the finer qualities, and who is there among us that does not crave for
musical relaxation now and then? Jazz is the joke-smith in the world of tones, and who would deny us mortals a joke now and then?
The musical jokes of the "classical" lore are usually as funny as a hospital. Jazz has no pretensions of being anything other than light
and disposed toward levity; at least it has had no other ambitions until recently. But what of future possibilities?
What we need on the part of serious musicians, is not wholesale denunciation, but succor. Jazz is in need of guidance into
true, wholesome channels wherein it may be developed into what we would like to have it. Jazz is here; it is an actuality and cannot be
obliterated. It can be developed, and therefore it might be needlessly harmful to obliterate it, if we were able. Jazz is the only music
many persons know. It is a source of enjoyment to them and it would be impossible for any other type of music to take its place
immediately. We may do it gradually; but that is wholly another question. Jazz is both indicative and resultant of the present day social
conditions in these United States. In a way, it serves an immediate purpose of being a more or less artificial type of American folkmusic, in as much as it is widespread in adoption and expresses the general, or popular, sentiment of the people of our country to-dayhowever much we would wish it otherwise. The writer does not consider it beyond possibility, or probability, that some of the popular
music of to-day will be regarded in the light of folk-music sometime in the future. The time for the birth of real, serious and legitimate
American folk-song is past and whatever is done in the future in that direction must be, as in the past, a more or less artificial type of
folk-lore, as we have already observed in the songs of Foster and the like.
There are many good things to be noticed in the musical composition of Jazz. Many of the orchestral arrangements are very
clever indeed. Some of the effects of instrumentation are worthy of composers of serious purposes and ideals. The use of the
instruments in some of the better Jazz arrangements is often highly original and effective. The arrangers have so developed their art
that they are able to write works which are so interesting for the individual instruments and in ensemble that they bear close analysis on
the part of the more sedate and serious composers. This has come about through the employment of arrangers who have been "born
and raised" upon the musical food of much sterner stuff. The writer personally knows of arrangers who have acquitted themselves
creditably in the composition of orchestral music of the serious and larger orchestral forms before going into the field of jazz. No
doubt the enticement of monetary ends has led them there; but the fact remains that some of the leading jazz publishers have upon their
staffs men who can write and have written excellent music of serious mien-one need but point to the case of Victor Herbert. Nor is his
an isolated case, since there are many others if we but care to discover them behind the screen of anonymity.
The world of classical music has furnished much inspiration to composers and arrangers of jazz; sometimes to the betterment
of jazz and sometimes to the detriment of the classics. Be that as it may, debate on that subject is really futile. Also, it is beside the
question. As a mater of fact, the jazz purveyors have taken tunes from our classical music, but they have put them in such a palatable
form that a greater number of persons can enjoy them than would be possible for them with the tunes in their original form.
Furthermore, in many cases, persons who once knew and appreciated nothing higher than jazz were led onward toward the
appreciation of the so-called "Better music" by being introduced to the tunes of the classical scores by means of the jazz pieces. The
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writer has for a long time indulged in a personal investigation along this line and has discovered that the foregoing is a statement of
undeniable fact. True, there is a noticeable gap between the jazz and the classics, but this gap must be bridged from below and not
from above. One of the writer's "cases" out of many, will illustrate this point.
Mr. J. purchased a phonograph and a player-piano. His first stock of records and rolls were of the music he then liked and
understood-jazz. Little by little he added some of the better types of popular music, then some rolls and records of the lighter salon
music. It was not long ere Mr. J. was buying only the better music, symphonic, string quartet, and operatic records by the dozen and
recorded piano compositions by the three B's and the like. Now Mr. J. can discuss a dozen operas, not a few symphonic works and a
host of piano works from the classics. To hear him talk, one would think he has had a stiff Conservatory training: he has had, but in a
different form. Now Mr. J. appreciates and understands music as do few other laymen and better than many a professional musician.
This analysis would be open to question as to cause and effect were it not for the personal knowledge the writer has had of this "case"
and of the role jazz played in bringing about the transformation.
Among other things, jazz arrangers and composers have drawn upon the well-spring of the classical composers for harmonic
invention. A few years ago, Jazz tunes consisted very largely of tonic, dominant and subdominant chords, some rightly and some
wrongly used, and a dash of a "barber-shop" chord now and then. Modulations were of the most elementary kind, if any were used at
all, and harmonic figuration was limited to a few primitive designs. To-day we find it no uncommon thing to hear a succession of
chords in a jazz piece that would do honor to any serious composer; accompaniment figuration is often ingenious, and modulations
have gone the way of modulations in general. As for secondary seventh chords of the dominant family (sevenths, ninths, elevenths and
thirteenths), the jazz of to-day is rich in them all and, we dare say, they are used with as much effectiveness as similar chords in serious
works. A broad statement; but the reader can see, or hear, for himself if he will but take the trouble and throw away his mask of
prejudice for a short time.
Rhythms are being used in jazz works that would make a "serious" composer sit up and burn the midnight oil so that he might
invent something near the variations of accent the jazz writers are using all the time and using well for their purpose. Stravinsky
himself has redoubtable rivals in this direction in some of the jazz writers. Of course, they overwork their ideas and the jazz writers
defeat their own purposes through monotony; but that is another story. One wonders how they are able to conjure up so many
variations of accent placing, time divisions and combinations of rhythms as they do. It is one of the marvels of jazz. It would seem as
though the end of rhythmic invention had come; but, no, a new figure is born overnight. Yet almost all these inventions have taken
place in duple rhythm. The triple rhythm has, so far, been but lightly touched. A new world awaits the jazzist in this direction; also in
the line of simultaneous use of different rhythmic schemes. Only the small complement of instruments composing the average jazz
orchestra precludes much invention in the use of this idea in the jazz of to-day. But to-morrow?
Jazz writers have also drawn upon classical music for the formal structure of jazz. A few years ago, jazz pieces were largely
of the ballad type. Nowadays, the better arrangers go so far as to use the "Sonata-Allegro" scheme as the skeleton of their work, and
now and then we hear them utilize even the characteristic devices of the concerto, the symphony and the opera. Indeed, some day in the
near future we may enjoy an entire jazz Concerto, jazz Symphony or jazz Opera. That experience only awaits the jazz writer who has
had sufficient training in the serious forms-or poverty stricken classical composers who discover that they can live with more ease and
luxury by being "versatile." Though this last prediction is written with the writer's tongue in cheek, it contains nevertheless the
proverbial grain of truth.
I share the view that jazz is the most distinctive contribution America has made to the world-literature of music. What we
now need is proper guidance of the jazz germ. There are two kinds of germs in the physical world-those that kill and those that
preserve human life. Jazz germs are the same nature. It is for the open-minded American musicians and musical educators to discover,
preserve and develop the worthy elements of jazz. Jazz as an end in itself, except for dancing and the like, is to be deplored. Jazz as an
idiom for something worthwhile, as a stepping-stone to something better than we now recognize, is, as Shakespeare put it, "a
consummation devoutly to be wished."

APRIL 5 - LIVING AGE
THE IMMORTALS OBJECT by Ernst Felix Tschudi (from Neue Zurcher Zeitung, January 21 - Swiss Liberal Republican
Daily)
The International Modern Dance Composers society was holding its annual assembly in the Jazzband Hotel in the city of
Irgendwostadt. During the course of the official proceedings several highly interesting addresses had been delivered, which dealt with
the special purposes of the Society. A prominent member had expressed his hope that in the dance-music of the future some hitherto
unknown but highly effective musical instruments which he had discovered by chance in a Negro shimmy-chapel, during a journey of
investigation in the interior of Africa would come into more general use. In addition, the Society had decided to establish a prize
competition for a new and more effective final measure for the fox-trot, because the customary old tam ta-ta. ta,-tam, ta-tam. ta-tam
had begun to wear out. A composer from Argentina complained bitterly of the English neglect of the tango and proposed-every other
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effort to popularize this dance in England having failed because of the conservative spirit of this race of islanders-that during the next
dancing-season tango compositions should be sent out from English broadcasting-stations, in order to force the dance on the public.
The list of addresses had been finished and the President rose to say a word of farewell. Some impatient and thirsty members
had already left their seats and were on their way to the American bar, when suddenly a crackling sound from the rattle which the
President used instead of the customary gavel of earlier days called them back from their goal and forced them to return to their seats.
A telegram, the first glance at which obviously bewildered the President, had just been handed to him by a chauffeur; and, his
astonishment only increasing as he got further into the text, he had decided to communicate his amazement to the members before the
official session closed.
When the big hall had once more grown completely quiet, the President rose and, after another glance at the contents of the
dispatch, addressed the assembly as follows:'Ladies and gentlemen: although I am quite aware that the time has come to close our session and begin dinner, I am
compelled to ask the indulgence of our honorable members for a few minutes longer. This telegram, which has just been received from
the Marconi radio station, is worded in such an extraordinary way, and comes from such an incredible source, that I feel compelled to
read it at once. 'You will understand my amazement when I tell you its point of origin. The dispatch was filed last Sunday evening at
the telegraph office in the Milky Way in Heaven (murmur and astonishment through the hall), and is signed by the following persons:
Johannes Brahms, Edvard Grieg, Felix Mendelssohn-Bartholdy, Anton Rubinstein, Franz Schubert.
'I see 'from the surprise in your faces that, like myself, you have never heard of any of these names; and yet- from the very
first moment it seemed to me that I had heard one of them somewhere; and I remember now that on the title-page of a book of music
that once belonged to my grandmother. I once read the name of Felix Mendelssohn-Bartholdy. This leads me to believe that he-and
quite probably the other gentlemen as well-belongs to that curious group of old composers whom we call "the classic school," all of
whom, of course, died long ago. I shall not keep you waiting for the telegram any longer, but shall read it ant once.'
With these words, which threw the whole assembly into the highest pitch of expectancy, the President lifted the telegraphic
blank and began to read. The dispatch ran as follows:Mily Way Telegraph Station, Heaven
International Modern Dance Composers society
Jazzband Hotel, Irgendwostadt
We, the undersigned five composers, herewith enter formal protest against the desecrating use of our divine music for foxtrots, ragtime, and so forth.
We have, perhaps, no right to broach the question whether modern dance-music can properly be called music at all, or
whether it is a mere concoction of noises. It may be quite appropriate to the decadence of your age. The memory, however, of the
beautiful dances to which we devoted ourselves in the bygone days when we were on earth compels us to look with regret on the path
which dance-music has since followed.
The chief object of our message is to protest against the theft and desecration to which our works have been subjected. In
order to protect our own dignity, we find ourselves at length compelled to give expression to our dissatisfaction and to warn you
against further offenses. These are the crimes of which your members have been guilty:Among modern dance-orchestras the custom-and a very bad custom it is-has grown up of playing the Fifth Hungarian Dance
of Herr Johannes Brahms as a fox-trot. It stirs the depths of the soul to hear this delightful little dance shattered by banjos and
punctuated by the clacking and shrieking of jazz instruments. It is enough to make a Hungarian, in sheer despair, howl himself-if he did
not have the blessed recourse of flight.
Other jazz bands delight to play Ase's Death from the Peer Gynt Suite of Herr Edvard Grieg as a syncopated shimmy; and
without the faintest sign of compunction they have added effective accents to these profoundly melancholy strains by introducing
strokes of the gong and blasts from the trombone, besides accelerating the tempo.
Among the dances that met with the greatest success in your last season was one called When the Leaves Come Tumbling
Down. The composer has been lucky enough to remember the Spring Song from Mendelssohn-Bartholdy's Songs Without Words and
made use of this melody for his popular hit. No wonder his newest creation was such a success.
These three examples are enough to show you how much is amiss in your modern dance-music; but we have still further
grounds for complaint. In your dance-halls one often hears a wonderful dance called the Boston, which can be unmasked as nothing
more than herr Anton Rubinstein's Melody in F. with its two-four time transformed into three-four. Many of your dancers have been
delighted with the lovely introduction to the fox-trot called Romany Love, without the least suspicion that this comes, note for note,
from Franz Schubert's Moment Musical. Good old Franz himself would never have dreamed that his work might one day be twisted
into a fox-trot. It takes a fair share of shamelessness to do our work over into dance-melodies and give it out as a product of your own
brains.
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At this point it became absolutely impossible for the President to read further, for he was interrupted by hisses, hoots, and
catcalls which were loudest in the corner of the room where the American composer had their seats, and where the shricks and whiltes
and howls of protest reached a deafening pitch.
In vain the president strive, by a despairing clatter with his rattle, to restore quiet. There was nothing left for him but to bring
the session to an immediate close.

APRIL 10 - INDEPENDENT 1926
JAZZ IN HIGH PLACES by Mitzi Kolisch - Jazz is rampant everywhere-tumbling wildly about crowded torrid Harlem
cabarets, turning frenzied cartwheels on the stage of the emporium Opera house, strutting in mechanical precision up and down Tin
Pan Alley, and whining sentimentally through the millions of radio horns that sprout in every cranny of these United States. That is,
after all, an old story. What is more novel and more amusing is the sight of jazz, with its spangled, gaudy skirts turned sedately inside
out and the purple confetti shaken from its tousled hair, sitting demurely under the classic chandeliers of Carnegie Hall. For jazz, the
latest American fad, is no longer content with revolving dance floors and movie orchestrations. It has entered the young portals of
"American Art." Therefore, it would scarcely have elicited the tired lifting of a cosmopolitan eyebrow if there had appeared one
morning a poster announcing the next program of the schola cantorum in this wise:
Part I
George Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue"
(Scored for thirty saxophones, four cowbells,
eight wood rattles, two Chinese drums, three
duck calls, eighteen whistles, and a few voices.)
Part II
Irving Berlin's "Easter Lily Moon"
(Arranged for sixty sweet sopranos grouped
about one stalwart tenor.)
Yes, jazz is bearing the full brunt of American sentimentality, which is doubtless very advantageous to any real art form that
may be developing in obscurity.
Some faddists lay the cause for this mammoth encouragement to the belief that jazz is distinctly American. As a matter of fact,
isolated from all false connections with the Negro spiritual and defined in an elementary and inelegant fashion, jazz is nothing more
than the emphasis of syncopation on the primary and secondary accents of a measure and the repeated use of the triple arpeggios in the
bass before the principal accents of the measure, which phenomena can scarcely be called typically American in view of Bach's "Well
Tempered Clavichord" and Liszt's "Hungarian Rhapsodies"-to say nothing of the Spanish rhythms. This style has been used by
composers of almost every generation. Of course, the monotonous construction of an entire composition in the jazz idiom is American,
or perhaps it were nearer the truth to say, New Yorkers and Chicagoean. Even here the bizarre combination of instruments is not
original, but owes much to Debussy and to those disciples who follow his harmonic trend. So much for jazz and its original "American
technique."
As for the argument that jazz is the spirit of America, that is another error-unjust as fallacies usually are. Jazz may express the
garishness of an amusement park on pay day, the subway rush at twilight, or the girl with the canary-colored hair stumbling about in
the fat arms of a clothing manufacturer at some popular supper club. Jazz may express the bellowing Loop, with the elevated sending
its shrikes into the think Chicago air. But how much of the desolate dignity of our prairies and the austere beauty of our mountains
does jazz express? How far does it indicate drowsy Southern villages where days spring up and wither away like grass, or New
England districts with quiet farmers trudging from simple house to hard fields and back again-their rugged lives moving steadily from
sowing to reaping? Perhaps there is no such thing as portraying a nation realistically in music. Wagner did not express an actual
Germany; rather, he re-created a poet's ideal of Germany.
However, John Alden Carpenter attempts to give the symbol of modern American life in his ballet "Skyscrapers," recently
produced with striking Robert Edmond Jones settings at the Metropolitan Opera House. The music, which did not cling too tenaciously
to jazz strictures, did reflect the fevered restlessness and iron force of a gigantic city, though it touched nowhere on that emotional
beauty by which the most abstract and impersonal of truths are lifted into that Olympus called, in an impoverished world, Art."
Within the next few seasons we may expect to see, wedged in between "Pagliacci" and "Lohengrin," the very newest and
shiniest of jazz operas, for Otto Kahn intimated more than a year ago how sweeping and all embracing was the attitude of the Cazzaza
regime toward all deserving American composers, whether they hail from the Littlefield Musical Conservatory or from Broadway.
Arthur Hopkins has already negotiated for his own jazz opera, which is to be written by W. Frank Harling, whose "A Light from St.
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Agnes" gave the natives of Chicago something more than the menace of the Black Belt and the whereabouts of Ben Hecht to discuss.
Mr. Hopkins choice was a wise one-and perhaps after hearing Gershwin's flimsy little "135 Street" contraption, the only one.
If "A Light from St. Agnes" is any indication of Mr. Harling's attitude toward the use of jazz in opera construction, his view is
by far the sanest of all those writing in that style, for in his work he uses jazz, not as an expression of a nation or a phase, but as the
keynote of a character. The "Jazz character" in Mr. Harling's opera is Toinette, a soldier, drunken product of the New Orleans
underworld. The vile revelry in which she passes her life may easily be expressed by the vulgarity of jazz as we understand it today.
But even here this woman is no more typical of America than is the bedraggled creature who straggles about the docks of Vera Cruz.
Jazz can, it is true, depict the tawdiness and the helter-skelter rush of our national life, but America is more than a strapping
swaggerer and a dashingly pretty girl doing the "Charleston" in the shadow of a two-hundred-story edifice built on a solid mountain of
dollar bills. America is the young conqueror, weary already of the poppy land of material plenitude which he has created, and looking
with shy, eager hope toward another planet where gold is sound and color, and power is loveliness of form and phrase. And builders
toward that dream are such men as E. A. Robinson, Eugene O'Neill, and James Branch Cabell. Jazz has nothing in common with those
men, and yet they are an expression of the groping and the real struggle of the nation. The composer who will express this must have at
his command more humor than exists in the shallow giggling of jazz, and a grandeur and wisdom to which jazz will forever be blind.

APRIL 17 - THE NEW STATESMAN
WALTZ-KINGS AND JAZZ-KING - About a hundred years ago a Viennese musician named Strauss had three sons born
respectively in 1825, 1826, and 1827, who all became composers and conductors of light music and were largely responsible for the
vogue of Viennese opera which spread over the world throughout the nineteenth century. The precious and enduring results of a high
degree of culture were never more obvious than in the compositions of this Viennese school, which even in 1825 had a century of
musical tradition behind it. The city of Handy, Macerate, Beethoven and Stubbier has had an influence on the most frivolous of its
sons, and from the birth of Johann Strauss in 1825 to the present day even the lightest of light opera composers, even the gayest and
most superficial of musical comedy musicians of Viennese origin, has had a grace, an elegance, a sense of form and a good taste which
in our own time have made the music of Leo Fall and Franz Lehar superior to any work of the kind composed elsewhere.
Johann Strauss did not invent the waltz, but he wrote the most popular waltz of the great waltz century, and there is a wellknown and authentic anecdote that Brahms once wrote underneath a tune of Strauss-"alas, not by Brahms!" The waltz is supposed to
have been introduced into England about 1812, and it met with considerable opposition on account of its imagined impropriety. Byron,
in this, as in so many other matters, was the mirror of his age, and of the waltz he wrote:
Endearing Waltz! to thy more tender tune
Bow Irish jig and ancient rigadoon.
Scotch reels avaunt! and country dance forego
Your future claim to each fantastic toe.
Waltz, waltz alone both legs and arms demands,
Liberal of feet and lavish of her hands.
Our age has seen the Waltz itself retreat and give way to the Fox-trot, and were Byron alive to-day he might have written:
Ear-splitting Jazz, thy brazen syncopation
Has routed Waltz from every modern nation;
No more frail maids to dreamy violins
In languor move their unrevealed sins;
Athletic Jazz leaps liberally and shocks not,
Lavish of knees in one-step, tango, fox-trot.
Johann Strauss, the Waltz-King, has abdicated in favour of the Republic of Jazz, for there is no Jazz-King discernible
anywhere, although I see that Mr. Paul Whiteman is hailed in a gramophone company circular as the King of Jazz. Fortunately last
Sunday offered an opportunity to those who were sufficiently energetic to make a comparison between the rival monarchs and their
respective kingdoms. The national Sunday League, which is showing various signs of emerging from its well-earned obscurity, had
arranged with Mr. De Groot and an augmented orchestra to give a Johann Strauss programme at the palladium. At the same time Mr.
Paul Whiteman conducted his orchestra at the Albert hall. With the help of an ex-Brooklands taxi-driver, I heard both. I had also heard
Mr. Whiteman's band give a private performance at his majesty's Theatre on the previous Friday, and the programme was identical
with the Sunday programme.
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No one who heard these two concerts could doubt that as a composer Johann Strauss was far superior to any of the authors of
Mr. Whiteman's band-music. Better melodies and more ingenious treatment distinguished the music of Johann Strauss from that of Mr.
Whitman's composers, whose names appeared on his programme as follows:
1. Mississippi Suite - Fredie Grofe.
2. Group of Compositions in the Whiteman Style
(A) St. Louis Blues.
(B) Caprice Viennese-Kreisler.
(C) Hymn to the Sun-Rimsky-Korsakoff
(D) Tiger Rag.
3. Nadine (Saxophone Solo) B. Hinton
4. (a) Indian Dawn
(b) Castles in the Air-Zamecnik
5. Meet the Boys-Paul Whiteman
6. Rhapsody in Blue-George Gershwin
In addition to these there were:
7. Four minutes with Two Grand Pianos.
8. Popular request items,
but no composers' names were given. Nor were they needed. The "Four minutes with Two Grand Pianos" perfectly described
the music played by the two pianists, whose exhibition, judged merely as empty virtuosity, could not bear comparison with, for
example, Stravinsky's Carnival Scene from Petroushka, as played by Mr. Borovsky-whom nobody with judgment would rank as a great
pianist on the level of Arthur Schnabel, but who nevertheless could outplay these two jazz pianists with one hand. The "popular request
items" are also adequately and completely described, for only with a telescope the size of Mount Everest could one ever hope to
distinguish one from another.
We are left then with the composers whose names I have given. We must omit at once from this list Kreisler and RimskyKorsakov, for the excellent reason that Mr. Whiteman omitted them also, In this he was wise, for the worst of all Jazz music is the
music adapted from other sources. Of the rest only two compositions are worth hearing. Easily the best thing on the programme is the
anonymous "St. Louis Blues," which is a rather pleasing bit of dance music, but in every way inferior to Johann Strauss's "Legend of
the Vienna Forest" Waltz-which is not only a better tune but is a more imaginatively conceived composition. of "Nadine," the
saxophone solo, I can only say it is utterly contemptible. A polar bear on a cornet would be more amusing and more graceful. The
saxophone has possibilities-it would be impossible to have such a voice and not have possibilities-but Mr. B. Hinton has not got the
imagination to perceive them. Mr. Zamecnik's music, like his name, suggest to me some sort of patent medicine called "Za, buk." It is a
musical ointment, probably harmless, but who is in need of it? The most elaborate and ambitious composition-less satisfactory,
however, than the "St. Louis Blues"-is George Gershwin's Rhapsody in Blue. Here there is shown a certain familiarity with modern
harmonic developments and an attempt to depart from the dance form. But it is all very crude and insignificant.
The most popular thing played by Mr. Whiteman was the fox-trot "Valencia," which did not occur on the programme, as he
had only made an arrangement of it after his arrival in this country, where he found it had suddenly become the rage. "Valencia" is by a
composer named Padilla and is a good tune. Its amazing popularity is complete proof of the nullity of the great bulk of jazz music and
a proof also that the best, and I would go so far as to say the only jazz music, is dance music, and that to go to a concert to sit and listen
to jazz music is as foolish as it would be to go to an exhibition of tarts and jellies made by a good chef set out as an exhibition of
pictures in a picture-gallery. I have two further remarks to make. One is that the clever attempt of the Jazz-Kings to get away from the
designation of "Jazz" by calling their music "Symphonic Syncopation" and their Jazz-bands "Syncopated Symphony Orchestras" is an
amusing example of snobbishness. Let them stick to that admirable and excellent word "Jazz." Jazz has merits, symphonic syncopation
has none. Moreover, symphonic syncopation is quite meaningless as a description, since there is symphonic syncopation in all
orchestral music from the time of Haydn to the present day.
Secondly, it is possible that Mr. Paul Whiteman deserves credit for a development which I have not mentioned. Those who
dance, as I occasionally do, know that to any sensitive ear, any mind of finer texture than wood, the sheer noise of the average jazz
band to which one dances is an excruciating horror. I have often asked myself in amazement: Are these people all deaf that they can
tolerate this awful row? Now I believe that Mr. Whiteman was one of those who introduced a more melodic style and more subtle
effects into the jazz-band. If this is true I can only hope that some more drastic reformer will go a great deal further than Mr. Whiteman
has done. I like good jazz music. My complaint is that there is so very little of it and that what there is might be so much better. The
Jazz-King whom we can place on the same artistic level as Johann Strauss, the waltz-King, has not yet appeared among us. When he
does so he will have no more devoted and faithful admirer than the present writer. W. J. Turner
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APRIL 24 - LITERARY DIGEST
"Applesauce, Brother; Applesauce!" That is what one youngster said when asked what he thought of the advertisement
inserted in the Kansas City Star appealing to "flaming youth" to attend church, and promising a surpassing "new thrill" if they would
come into "the main tent." Some editors agree with this youth, for the advertisement is distinctly "jazzy," comparing as it does, the
thrill of the one-step, the "wailing saxophone" and other physical enticements supposed to be particularly alluring to modern youth
with the thrill of accepting Christ and leading a Christian life. The page advertisement, "contributed by Kansas City business men in
the interest of the youth of Kansas City," and appearing on the morning before Easter, is headed, "Flaming Youth! Get this New
Thrill," and runs as follows:
"The Charleston is great fun. There's no denying that. The wee-hour parties, the joy rides, the wailing saxophone, the mile-aminute one-step put a kick into life, set the blood surging and lift you above the humdrum, workaday world into a fairyland of laughter
and song.
"It may be only a temporary fairyland and somewhat overdone with tinsel and gilt, but it's real while it lasts.
"You will not allow yourself to be cheated of these things. You have a right to a good time and you are going to claim that
right.
"And so your daily and nightly existence becomes one glorious thrill after another. 'What's new?' you ask. The latest song!
The shappiest dance! The fastest orchestra! Always seeking, always searching, always exploring - hoping for something, striving for
something.
"What is that something toward which you are groping?
"Could it be God? Could it be that these physical pleasures are but the shadow, the mirrored reflection of a capacity for
spiritual enjoyment whose depths you have never sounded?
"You say you are after 'big-time stuff.' Then why don't you come into the main tent? The real thing is better than any tawdry
imitation. There are thrills galore in Christian life, thrills that will last to the grave - and beyond. They are pure gold - the gilt does not
wear off.
"Christ typifies youth. He lived intensely. He died a young man. Maybe He knows your problems.
"Be a sport and give Him a chance. He will not take the fun out of life. He will add to it. He is a Builder. He does not destroy.
He helps, inspires, enriches. He leads the way to the higher hills and the brighter flowers.
"If He should fail in your case, you will have lost nothing and the experience will at least give you something to talk about.
"But do not expect Him to-fail, for He will not fail. Through the centuries He has helped sorrowing people be happy and
made happy people more happy.
"Those who have cast their lot with Christ have climbed to the mountain peaks of human experience. They, and only they, can
claim truly to have lived.
"Come to Church - Come to Sunday-school - Come to Young People's Meeting - Give Christ a Chance. Get the Real Thrill!
Start Now, To-morrow, Easter Morn!"
Opinion among Kansas City pastors as the "pulling power" and dignity of the unique appeal is divided, according to an
Associated Press dispatch from the Missouri city. The dispatch quotes the Rev. L. M. Birkhead, pastor of the All-Souls Unitarian
Church, as saying that the truth-in-advertising committee should investigate the appeal. "Whoever wrote it," said Mr. Birkhead,
"promised 'something new'; promised 'a new thrill,' and then the pastors gave the same Easter sermons they have given for ten years. I
think such an advertisement would cause the youth of Kansas City to become disgusted with the Church. It was abominable." On the
other hand, the Rev. William L. Stidger, pastor of the Linwood Boulevard Methodist Episcopal Church, declared it was "a fine ad,"
written in the language understood by young people. The dispatch quotes him further as saying that 60 per cent of his congregation
Easter morning was made up of young people and attributing this attendance, in part, to the advertisement. The Reb. Harry Clayton
Rogers, pastor of the Linwood Boulevard Presbyterian Church, said that the advertisement might have had an appeal to young people
with jazz tendencies, but he did not know whether the large crowd that attended services at his church was due to the advertisement or
not. Other pastors, says the dispatch, were about as evenly divided. Some thought the advertisement was a psychological achievement,
and others thought it was in bad taste. None, it is said, commented on the advertisement from the pulpit. From "flaming youth" itself,
says the dispatch, it was difficult to get an expression. None was found who would answer to the name. But a youth termed it all
"applesauce."
Turing to press comment on the "new thrill" offered to the Kansas City youth, we find the Omaha World-Herald saying that
"When grave maturity undertakes to speak to 'flaming youth' in the latter's own language, it has to be very careful lest it achieve merely
an absurd burlesque instead of the persuasion at which it aims." The World Herald gives due credit to the sincerity and earnestness of
those who paid for the advertisement, and believes their thought 'is in line with much of the Christian pessimism of the day which sees
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the movies, the dance halls, the golf links, the automobile and other accessories of the leisure life as deadly rivals to the Church which
are sapping the strength from her foundations." However:
"The pulling power of this method through the medium of the printed page is something that can not be demonstrated in a
single ad. It is only by means of a long and persistent campaign that its success or failure can be determined. It's the "ammer, 'ammer,
'ammer' that tells. One ad may produce the derisive comment, "Applesauce, brother, applesauce,' but week after week of pounding
away at the same thought may arouse sufficient curiosity in the prospect to sample the goods.
"Then it is up to the pulpit to make good and come through with the 'big kick.' "
But the Milwaukee Journal thinks the "oldsters" utterly fail to understand the younger generation, that modern youth is not
much different from ourselves when we were young. And as a matter of fact, goes on The Journal,
"Pretty generally human instincts call for a home, a measure of worldly success, a respected place in the community, and a
desire for the good opinion of one's associates. Youth is likely to be careless of things spiritual, for youth lives by the hour. As life
comes on, it feels the need of the solid assurance of religion. If the Church is to mean anything to the young man it will be because in it
he finds the same abiding hope that the generations before him have found there. He will not want a church because it gives him a
'thrill,' but a church he is invited to respect. The Rock of Ages is not a message to be set to the sliding trombone and the squawking
saxophone.
"If the oldsters were not so busy with their own affairs, always on the rush after their own pleasure, stepping on the gas and
chasing golf balls, they would know their own sons and daughters better. You can not get the confidence of youth with paid
advertisements, promising them something with a cherry in it if they will only go to church. Anybody with the intelligence to be
attracted by such an advertisement would find no 'kick' in church when he got there. Youth must be won by something that is greater
and better than jazz - not something 'just as good.' "
More critical of the Kansas City method is the Detroit Free Press, whose first reaction is "wonder whether it can be possible
that the young people of to-day are really so vapid, so superficial that they can be reached and not repelled by such catch sentences" as
appear in the Kansas City appeal. In a spirit of censure, it asks:
"Must the appeal of religion be made to-day in the language of the jazz dance hall and the street-fair 'barker' in order to be
effective? Must the Church of God employ the publicity methods of a picture-show house in order to get a hearing? Can it be possible
that there no longer is any compelling power to attract in such an invitation as this, 'Come unto Me all ye that labor and are heavy laden
and I will give you rest. Take My yoke upon you and learn of Me; for I am meek and lowly in heart and ye shall find rest to your
souls'?
"We refuse to believe any such thing."

APRIL 24 - LITERARY DIGEST
FREE TRADE OR WAR FOR JAZZ? Since England barred out a quartet of jazz-band players from America, what are we
going to do about European musicians who flock over to this country? Shut them out in reprisal? It appears that the State Department
can't do that on merely professional grounds, so bills for protection of our jazz players are offered in Congress, and the issue widens far
beyond the jazz field. M. B. Levick observes that "it has remained for jazz to stir up human passions to the pitch of a war of retaliation
in art." His report of the first gun-fire reads:
Four jazz men from Ohio were refused admission to England, and forthwith in the Senate and the House of Representatives
bills were announced providing machinery for reprisals. Witnesses have told the House Foreign Affairs Committee that the British
Ministry of Labor has adopted regulations that virtually prohibit the importation of American jazz talent. Similar rules, it is said, obtain
in France, and so the exporters of jazz ask Uncle Sam to protect them. Free trade in jazz is the battle-cry, with a wall against
syncopating immigrants as the alternative.
Is this agitation to be taken as forecasting a time when Rum Row will be but the tail of jazz row, twelve miles out, and foreign
musicians will be smuggled in with all the risks of hijacking, to escape the penalty of entering legally in bond under the warning, "One
toot and you're oot?"
While jazz has for the moment brought the issue to the front, we are reminded by this writer in the New York Times that there
is a volume of similar hostility in the history of half the countries of civilization; and he argues:
If jazz is art, so are the movies, and they, too, are having their embargo troubles. Opera has gone through the same thing in the
past, more than once; and so have the theater, painting, sculpture - the whole range of arts, lively or otherwise.
The cash value of art looms large in the wager of battle again and again, Mr. Levick points out:
Only a few weeks ago New York heard of protests from American sculptors over the employment of foreign artists on the
Cathedral of St. John the Divine. The Americanization of such a collection as Lord Leverhulme's stirred up such a storm that if an
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embargo could have kept it in England, Parliament might have been called on to parallel the legislation proposed for the Ohio jazz
players. Italy, in fact, put an embargo on certain art exports long ago; and France has a society for the protection of its treasures.The
mere prohibition of export, however, is defensive, while the jazz incident has illustrated again the positive aspect. Jazz as an industry
possibly has a greater spot cash value than all the salable old masters lumped together. The republic of art, transcending boundaries,
has, after all, a sharp eye for the glitter of coin. This republic of art, indeed, is a good deal like other republics the world has seen; once
it gets on its own feet, it starts ructions. The tendency is well marked to-day when nationalists and internationalists in ink, paint and
marble are "having at it" hotter and heavier than usual.
The retaliation proposal in Congress was made by Representative Vaile and Senator Willis when it was discovered that the
Secretary of State had no power to refuse admission to European musicians per se, even if England or France chose to exclude
American bandsmen as bandsmen. With half the musicians of Europe already here, or trying to get here, the defenders of Ohio jazz
considered this a sorry state of affairs.
Thus jazz advances toward the ad valorem tables, a circumstance of worldwide significance. In Sofia, in the same week of the
Washington proposals, the orchestra at a charity ball organized by Princess Eudoxia was allowed to play only waltzes and Bulgarian
national dances, and the guests went on strike so definitely that jazz was restored. And the day before it was reported from Italy that
jazz had grown so virulent that a special police force was raiding public dance-halls to modify the wriggling of the younger generation.
Will it be necessary to call out the army when the Charleston hits Italy?
But if barriers are raised, may not a master of jazz become like an old master - duty free only if more than a century old. And
who wants a centenarian jazz player?
Serious art is subject to the same sort of disputes and jealousies, as recalled by this musical critic, who continues:
The point was so well understood in old Athens that a comic playwright could always get a laugh by referring to a Thracian
rival as a red-headed barbarian. Handel, when trasplanted across the North Sea, kept a German flavor, and twenty years after his
naturalization as an Englishman he was forced into bankruptcy because his true-Briton enemies gave balls and banquets the nights of
his oratorio performances. This despite - or maybe because of - the occupancy of the British throne by a Hanoverian.
War with guns and trumpets has never raged more fiercely than that between the adherents of German and Italian music when
the Gluckists pitched into the Piccinists. Literal-minded historians will have it that the heat was generated by court politics, but with the
example of jazz fresh in mind, one can see it must have been the other way round, with politics secondary.
Marie Antoinette precipitated it by inviting Piccini to come from Italy in 1767 and write operas in Paris; and seven years later
she asked Gluck, too, fresh from his German and Viennese triumphs. The two composers went at each other with operas for weapons,
and control of the opera as the immediate prize. Meanwhile the court, Paris, and the rest of France divided. Marie Antoinette, being
Austrian, sided with Gluck, and so du Barry automatically became a Piccinist. Young France rallied to the Queen. The tall wigs of the
ladies quivered with partisanship and the lace cuffs of noblemen trembled as they argued. The other estates followed suit, while the
rival generals brought up soprano reinforcements and basso-profundo shock troops. The test came when the two chose the same story
for rival operas.
Gluck won, and yet the war had to be fought over again a century later. Once more it was a German school against the Italian,
and once more the battleground was Paris, but this time hostility was aroused not only by newness but by a conscious French
nationalism. Against Richard Wagner Paris set up an animosity not soon broken down; a protective tariff could have done no more,
and such a tariff might not have had behind it so keen a memory of France's defeat in real war. (The rest of this article is not associated
with jazz.)

MAY 5 - OUTLOOK
ROGER WOLFE KAHN FROM RICHES TO RAGS by Ernest W. Mandeville. You have read many a tale of the poor boy
who advanced "from rags to riches." Here is the story of a rich boy who went from riches to rags and at the same time established for
himself a $2,500-a-week earning power at the age of eighteen.
It is the story of Roger Wolfe Kahn, son of Otto H. Kahn, international banker and the largest financial patron of the
Metropolitan Opera Company in New York.
Two years ago, Roger, a scion of one of the wealthiest families in the country, against his father's wishes, determined to
devote his life to furthering ragtime music through the medium of organizing and directing jazz orchestras. He waved aside a college
course and all the advantages that would have been his through great wealth and "went it alone" in the jazz field. He plunged heavily,
and accumulated debts of over $25,000. In two years he had paid back all that he borrowed, and is now making over $100,000 a year.
He is already spoken of by critics of syncopated music as ranking with Paul Whiteman and Vincent Lopez, the leading exponents of
American jazz. Quite a record for a boy of eighteen!
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The Kahns are a musical family. Roger's father is the majority stockholder of the Metropolitan Opera Company, and it is
under his direction that the new home of our best opera is to be built on fifty-seventh Street, New York City. Roger's musical interest
have always been in the popular jazz field.
At the age of eight he began taking violin lessons. When he was eleven, he was not satisfied with the playing of only one
instrument, so he spent every afternoon in Ditson's music store, where, on account of his family, they allowed him to select one
instrument after another to practice upon. He mastered all the various types of saxophones and all the reed and string instruments. He is
now acknowledged as being expect in eighteen instruments, including the guitar, mandolin, banjo, oboe, clarinet, and drums. His
ability to change from one instrument to another and to play every musical instrument used in a jazz ensemble has been one of the
features of his success as an orchestra leader.
At fifteen years of age Roger struck up a friendship with the now famous Paul Whiteman, who at the time had an orchestra in
the Palais Royal, New York City. Roger went there night after night, fascinated by the music of the present "jazz king." Whiteman
made a place for him in the back of the band, where the boy could study his methods and join in the playing of the various instruments.
The following year Roger decides to have a jazz band of his own. he made an arrangement to take over Andy Lange's
orchestra in the Knickerbocker Grill in New York City, guaranteeing Lange the full amount which he was then receiving for his
orchestra, $1,800 a week.
Roger went to his father and mother with his plan, expecting their financial support. Both were violently opposed to it. They
thought it a passing boyish fancy, and they did not relish the family name being connected with a jazz orchestra. Roger said that he
must go ahead, anyway, with his dream plan of being a famous jazz leader. Convinced of his sincerity, Mr. and Mrs. Kahn gave their
permission, provided that he would not use the family name and he would not appear personally on the cabaret floor as the leader of
the orchestra.
Roger determined to build around the nucleus of the Lange orchestra the finest jazz ensemble in New York City. He offered
the highest prices of any orchestra in town. He paid his musicians from $150 a week up, with the accent on the up. In this way he
attracted the star performers of the other noted bands. But with these large salaries he found himself losing $600 a week from his
Knickerbocker Grill engagement. He was forced to borrow $25,000 from his father to keep up operations. Broadway thought this 'rich
kid' an easy mark, and every one who had a wildcat theatrical or musical scheme cultivated young Kahn with the hope of getting some
of his money. He fooled them all. He kept his head and doggedly held to his purpose of creating a notable dance orchestra, even
though it continued a weekly financial drain on his borrowed money. He refused to be swerved from his course of any of the schemers.
During this period of family restrictions from directing, playing, or using the Kahn name for his orchestra he called it "The
Roger Wolfe Band." Every night he sat at a near-by-table, crazy with desire to join in the playing himself. He devoted long hours to
rehearsals, arranging the musical scores, dickering for new men, and once in a while he broke over the bounds in the excitement of his
orchestra's success and picked up an instrument himself and joined in the playing.
The elder Kahns visited the Grill room and found that their son was really in earnest and that he had assembled a musical
orchestra of real merit. Thereupon they relented and allowed him to play and to use his full name.
Roger then arranged a deal with the Biltmore Hotel, where his orchestra received $2,8000 per week-the highest salary ever
known for a steady hotel orchestra attraction. His contract with the hotel requires him to appear personally only when he wants to. He
so loves the work that he is on the floor directing the orchestra almost every afternoon and evening.
He then arranged to "double" his band into the leading vaudeville houses during the off hours at the hotel. By real
showmanship ability he has made the orchestra one of the most popular features of New York's two largest vaudeville theaters, the
Hippodrome and the Palace. He has had more "repeat engagements" at these theaters than any other orchestra in the country. Some
weeks he plays both of the theaters together, getting a salary of $2,200 a week from each.
His next activity was to sign up for recording work with the Victor Phonograph Company. He now records for them the most
popular dance numbers and receives $1,000 for each recording date. At each one of these dates he makes about four records, and he
has an average of one recording engagement each week.
Not content with this prosperity and success, he opened a Broadway office for training and sending out sub-orchestras under
his name, and he collects a personal royalty on each one. His orchestras are greatly in demand for social functions. Colleges now want
the best New York orchestras for their proms, and they are willing to pay the prices necessary to get them Yale, Georgetown, Fordham,
and Cornell have had Roger's orchestra. I am told that he gets $1,000 from each engagement-apart from the orchestra's fee-for his
personal appearance. Two of his orchestras play at the Miami-Biltmore in Florida and the Seville-Biltmore in Havana, Cuba.
His father has become very proud of the boy's achievements. he subscribes to six clipping bureaus and glories in the flattering
press notices accorded to Riger.
Roger has paid his debt in its entirety, and for a young man of eighteen has proved his worth as a financier on his own
account. His personal banking account is now mounting rapidly. It was at first stated that his flash of success was on account of the
Kahn name and consequent prosperity, but it is now admitted that he has won his place among the leaders of jazz orchestras on merit.
How has the financial and popular success affected this boy just out of a private school? I found him very modest and
genuine. He seems a very simple and unaffected boy. In financial matters, however, he has the mind of a banker of mature years.
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He works hard and long. he goes to his office at ten every morning. There he arranges engagements for his eight orchestras
and rehearses with them. There he hires the musicians and makes the musical arrangements of the new song hits and works on his own
song compositions. (he has written several popular successes) and on a musical comedy which he is preparing with Irving Caesar. He is
also attempting to write a rhapsody based on the best of the Negro spirituals. He says that he wants to develop something typically
American in music. His ultimate ambition is to conduct a concert tour similar to the one now being made by Paul Whiteman.
All of these activities mean busy hours at the office until four in the afternoon, when he goes to the Biltmore to direct his
orchestra for the tea dance. After dinner he returns to his office and works until late in the evening, when he goes again to the Biltmore
to direct the orchestra until two in the morning. Between times he works in his vaudeville appearances and assembles his musicians for
their phonograph-recording engagements.
He is now an important figure of Broadway. Broadway has accepted him as one of its own. Broadway knows how that he is
not a kid to be fooled, but the young man who has made his mark on his chosen profession. He has now reached that stage of
popularity where one of the leading restaurants has named a sandwich after him. He told me in a very boyish way that he really does
not like the ingredients of this sandwich, but that every time he lunches in that restaurant he feels compelled to order his namesake and
to eat it with an appearance of satisfaction.
In the career which he has chosen young Kahn has handled himself wisely and well. How many other songs of wealthy parents
are there who at eighteen years of age, thorough their own efforts, are receiving more than double the salary of the President of the
United States?

MAY 29 - LITERARY DIGEST
THE QARRIESU FOR JAZZ - Paul Whiteman, it appears, has been revealing some of the secrets of the House of Jazz; and
they are such as serious musicians have long known or suspected, and been somewhat piqued over. The classics, ransacked to supply
musical ideas for those of limited invention, reappear, in the new dress, unsuspected by the general run of "hoofers." The New York
Sun summarizes Mr. Whiteman's disclosures:
He admits that nearly everybody knows a chorus from Handel's oratorio 'The Messiah' was the inspiration for the devastating
'Yes, We Have No Bananas,' while what did not come from Handel the composer took from Balfe's 'I Dreamt I Dwelt in Marble Halls,'
which is Arline's aria in 'The Bohemian Girl.' 'My Alice Blue Gown,' which was the 'gem,' to use a professional term, of 'Irene,' had its
inspiration in Chopin. A court of law decided that 'Avalon' was a too direct descendant from the air of Cavaradossi in 'Tosca,' while
'I'm Always Chasing Rainbows' is another by-product of a Chopin composition.
"It must have taken courage on the part of any composer to dip into such a well-known tune as Strauss's 'The Beautiful Blue
Danube' for material,' but according to Mr. Whiteman such was the reservoir from which was drawn 'Iola.' 'Russian Rose' has such a
stalwart song as 'The Volga Boat Song' for its source, and 'The Love Nest,' which ran through George M. Cohan's 'Mary,' delighting the
audiences and adding to the fame of Louis Hirsch, is said to hark back to Tschaikowsky.
"Mr. Whiteman might have added to his list the origin of the pervasive 'Two Little Girls in Blue,' which swept over this
country a generation ago. It began as a hymn tune but was accelerated in tempo for its later incarnation. The opening phrases from the
quartet in 'Rigoletto' were the motives of 'Hiawatha,' which knew boundless popularity in its day. Then memories of 'Where Did You
Get That Hat?' and still awakened in every middle-aged listener to 'Lohengrin,' since it is exactly the phrase with which the Herald
begins all his exhortations.
"Nowadays the composers by telling the name of the classic of romantic masterpieces they 'jazz' make the charges of such
frank borrowing impossible. Already the music of Schubert, Offenbach, Tschaikowsky and Chopin has been used for operetta after it is
quite openly declared to be composed of the favorite work of those composers. Some expert might discover that they also found their
inspiration elsewhere; this is one of the dangers of emphasizing an incident of musical plagiarism. It is not always easy to say just
where the original begins or stops. Perhaps the composer who makes us hear two tunes we like where there was previously only one is
after all to be thanked, wherever he may have got his inspiration."

JUNE - FLUTIST
HOW TO UNDERSTAND AND ENJOY NEGRO SPIRITUALS by James Weldon Johnson.
Fifty years ago those who loved Negro spirituals, unless they had the privilege of going South, waited for an opportunity to
hear the famous Fisk Jubilee singers. A decade or two later they could hear them sung also by the quartets of Hampton, Atlanta, and
Tuskegee. Today the spirituals can be heard with frequency from the concert stage, given in the programs of both white and colored
singers. The spirituals, at the present time, have a vogue. Indeed, they have a popularity that brings them dangerously near to being a
fad. And to-day those who love the spirituals, or are interested in learning about them, do not wait to hear them sung; they buy them,
take them home, and try them over. The results, however, are not always completely satisfactory; for, in spite of their apparent
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simplicity, the spirituals offer some difficulties for those who are not familiar with them. In fact, it is this seeming simplicity that is the
most baffling thing about them. It may be worth while to say something about the understanding and appreciation of these songs
necessary for the fullest enjoyment of them.
To begin with, it is necessary to know something of the origin and history of the spirituals, and of what they had meant in the
experiences of the people who created them. It is also necessary to know something of their peculiar characteristics. There are man
persons who have heard these songs sung only on the vaudeville or theatrical stage, and have laughed uproariously at them because
they were presented in a comic vein. Such people have no true conception of the spirituals; they probably think of them as a new sort
of jazz, and have no idea of the manner in which they really should be sung. And there are those who err almost as grievously in
another direction; they think the spirituals should be rendered like German leider or French love songs. Either of these conceptions is
doomed to failure, so far as true interpretation is concerned.
Let us first briefly consider whence these songs sprang-these songs unsurpassed among the folk songs of the world and, in the
poignancy of their beauty, unequaled. A little over 300 years ago a Dutch vessel landed twenty African natives at Jamestown, Va. They
were quickly bought and made indentured servants, or slaves, by the colonial settlers. This was the beginning of the slave trade in this
country. To supply this trade, Africa was raped of literally millions of men, women, and children. Hundreds of thousands never
reached these shores, but as many as survived the horrors of the passage were immediately thrown into slavery and held in servitude
for approximately 250 years. It was from these people in bondage this mass of noble music sprang; this music which is America's only
folk music and, up to this time, the finest distinctive contribution she has to offer the world.
I term this music noble, and I do so without any qualifications. For example, there is not a nobler theme in the whole musical
literature of the world than Go Down, Moses. If the Negro had voiced himself in only that one song, he would have given evidence of
his nobility of soul. When in addition we consider Deep River; Stand Still, Jordan; Roll, Jordan, Roll; I'm troubled in Mind; Walk
Together, Children; Ride on, King Jesus, we catch a spirit that is a little more than mere nobility; it is something akin to majestic
grandeur. The characteristic nobility which can be felt or sensed in the spirituals is due in a very large measure to the fact that their
inspiration is spiritual, and in this they are unique among the folk songs of the world.
Early in the Negro's history in this country there was at hand the precise religion for the condition in which he found himself
thrust. Far from his native land and customs, despised by those among whom he lived, experiencing the pang of the separation of loved
ones on the auction block, knowing the hard taskmaster, feeling the lash, the Negro seized Christianity, the religion of compensations
in the life to come for the ills suffered in the present existence, the religion which implied the hope that in the next world there would
be a reversal of conditions, of rich man and poor man, of proud and meek, of master and slave. The result was a body of songs voicing
all the cardinal virtues of Christianity-patience, forbearance, love, faith, and hope-though a necessarily modified form of primitive
African music. The Negro took complete refuge in Christianity, and the spirituals were literally forged of sorrow in the heat of
religious fervor. They exhibited, moreover, a reversion to the simple principles of primitive, communal Christianity.
The thought that the Negro might have refused or failed to adopt Christianity-and there were several good reasons for such an
outcome, one being the vast gulf between the Christianity that was preached to him and the Christianity practiced by those who
preached it-leads to some curious speculations. One thing is certain, there would have been no Negro spirituals. His musical instinct
would doubtless have manifested itself; but is it conceivable that he could have created a body of songs in any other form so unique in
the musical literature of the world and with such a powerful and universal appeal as the spirituals? Indeed, the question arises. Would
he have been able to survive slavery in the way in which he did? It is not possible to estimate the sustaining influence that the story of
the trials and tribulations of the Jews as related in the Old Testament exerted upon the Negro. This story at once caught and fired the
imaginations of the Negro bards, and they sang, sang their hungry listeners into a firm faith that as God saved Daniel in the lion's den,
so would he save them; as God preserved the Hebrew children in the fiery furnace, so would He preserve them; as God delivered Israel
out of bondage in Egypt, so would He deliver them. How much this firm faith had to do with the Negro's physical and spiritual survival
of two and a half centuries of slavery cannot be known.
Thus it was by sheer spiritual forces that African chants were metamorphosed into the spirituals; that upon the fundamental
throb of African rhythms were reared those reaches of melody that rise above earth and soar into the pure ethereal blue. And this is the
miracle of the creation of the spirituals.
Without these facts in mind these songs cannot be understood. Of course it is pardonable to smile at the naiveté often
exhibited in the words; but it should be remembered that in scarcely no instance was anything humorous intended. The maker of a
song, when it came to the use of words, was struggling as best he could under his limitations in language, and, perhaps, also under a
misconstruction or misapprehension of the facts in his source of material, generally the Bible. And, too, it ought to be remembered that
often, like his more literary poetic brothers, he had to do a good many things to get his rhyme in. But almost always he was deadly in
earnest. The spirituals have a primitive dignity in which they must be clothed if they are to be appreciated.
Going a little deeper into the subject, true interpretation of all Negro music depends fundamentally upon the ability to sense
its rhythms; or, in other words, to catch the "swing" of it. In this there is involved the difference between Negro, or African, music and
the music of western Europe and America. Speaking generally, the European concept of music is melody, tune, and the African
concept is rhythm. Melody has, relatively, small place in African music, and harmony still less; but in rhythms, African music is
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beyond comparison with any other music in the world. In my Preface to the Book of American Negro spirituals, I have gone more fully
into this phase of the subject than space here could possibly allow me. I can here only summarize briefly and say: The spirituals
possess the fundamental characteristic of African music, in that they have the same striking rhythmic quality. Indeed, their rhythm is of
their very essence. You may do almost anything to the spirituals except fail to catch the "swing," and not entirely destroy their beauty.
In all authentic American Negro music the rhythms may be divided roughly into two classes; rhythms based on the swinging
of head and body, and rhythms based on the patting of hands and feet. Again, speaking roughly, the rhythms of the spirituals fall in the
first class, and the rhythms of Negro secular music in the second class. The "swing" of the spirituals is a rather subtle and elusive thing.
It is subtle and elusive because it is in perfect union with the religious ecstasy that manifests itself in the swaying bodies of a whole
congregation, swaying as if responding to the baton of some extremely sensitive conductor. So it is difficult, if not impossible, to sing
these songs sitting or standing coldly still and at the same time capture the spontaneous "swing" which, as I have said, is of their very
essence. The "swing" is the more subtle and elusive because there is a still further intricacy in the rhythms. The swinging of the body
marks the regular beat or, better, surge, for it is something stronger than a beat; at the same time the swaying of the head marks the
surge off in shorter waves than does the body. The Negro loves nothing better in his music than to play with the fundamental time beat.
He will, as it were, take the fundamental beat and pound it out with his left hand almost monotonously, while with his right hand he
juggles it. There is a close similarity between these rhythmic patterns and the beating of the big drum and the little drums by African
natives.
In addition to the "swing" of the spirituals, there are the curious turns and quavers and the intentional striking of certain notes
just off the key with which the Negro loves to embellish his songs. These characteristics and peculiarities do constitute difficulties in
singing the spirituals for those who are not more or less familiar with them, but it is not necessary to say that the lack of complete
mastery of all these difficulties is not at all fatal to drawing pleasure from singing these songs. A group does not have to be able to sing
with the fervor and abandon of a Negro congregation to enjoy them. Nor does one have to be a Hayes or a Robeson or a Johnson or a
Gordan to give others an idea of their beauty and power. There are two chief things to be remembered by those who are interested in
the spirituals and wish to enjoy singing them; first, no matter how intricate the secondary rhythms may be, the fundamental beat or
surge, which may be measured by the swaying of the body, should never be lost; second, the capacity to feel these songs while singing
them is more important than any amount of mere artistic technique.
Something should be said in a general way about the "language" in which these songs were written. Negro dialect in America
is the result of the effort of the slave to establish a medium of communication between himself and his master. This he did by dropping
his original language and formulating a phonologically and grammatically simplified English; that is, an English in which the harsh and
difficult sounds were elided, and the secondary moods and tenses were eliminated. Of course, it is not necessary to be an expert in
Negro dialect to sing the spirituals, but most of them lose in charm when they are sung in straight English. For example, it would be
next to sacrilege to render:
"What kinda shoes you gwine to weah? by
"What kind of shoes are you going to wear?"
Let me again refer to the Preface to the Book of American Negro Spirituals, and say that there I've laid down the general
principles of Negro dialect and its pronunciation. Here I can only say that the main thing to remember about the dialect is that it is
fundamentally English and that its distinctness is much more a matter of pronunciation than of idiom. It is an English that has been
softened down and made more musical by cutting out the harsh sounds and ignoring the troublesome consonants that keep syllables
and words from running into the other. For these reasons, the dialect is a much easier medium for singers than is straight English. With
a general idea of the principles of the dialect a singer may give even Negro songs written in straight English the proper color. One
should always avoid overdoing the dialect; that is worse than no dialect.
There are many beauties in the spirituals that will richly repay those who interest themselves in these songs; beauties of
melody, beauties of harmony, and beauties of poetry, too. As The New York World in a recent editorial said about the spirituals,
"Poetry like this, with the music that goes with it, touches the stars. Let us doff our hats to the race that brought it into being."
Southeastern Christian Advocate.

JUNE - THE NATION
THE NEGRO ARTIST AND THE RACIAL MOUNTAIN. by Langston Hughes - One of the most promising of the young
Negro poets said to me once, "I want to be a poet - not a Negro poet," meaning, I believe, "I want to write like a white poet,"; meaning
subconsciously, "I would like to be a white poet"; meaning behind that, "I would like to be white." And I was sorry the young man said
that, for no great poet has ever been afraid of being himself. And I doubted then that, with his desire to run away spiritually from his
race, this boy would ever be a great poet. But this is the mountain standing in the way of any true Negro art in American - this urge
within the race toward whiteness, the desire to pour racial individuality into the mold of American standardization, and to be as little
Negro and as much American as possible.

- 791 -

But let us look at the immediate background of this young poet. His family is of what I suppose one would call the Negro
Middle class: people who are by no means rich yet never uncomfortable nor hungry - smug, contented, respectable folk, members of
the Baptist Church. The father goes to work every morning. He is a chief steward at a large white club. The mother sometimes does
fancy sewing or supervises parties for the rich families of the town. The children go to a mixed school. In the home they read white
papers and magazines. And the mother often says "Don't be like niggers" when the children are bad. A frequent phrase from the father
is, "Look how well a white man does things." And so the word white comes to be unconsciously a symbol of all the virtues. It holds for
the children beauty, morality, and money. The whisper of "I want to be white" runs silently through their minds. This young poet's
home is, I believe, a fairly typical home of the colored middle class. One sees immediately how difficult it would be for an artist born
in such a home to interest himself in interpreting the beauty of his own people. He is never taught to see that beauty. He is taught rather
not to see it, or if he does, to be ashamed of it when it is not according to Caucasian patterns.
For racial culture the home of a self-styled "high-class" Negro has nothing better to offer. Instead there will perhaps be more
aping of things white than in a less cultured or less wealthy home. The father is perhaps a doctor, lawyer, landowner, or politician. The
mother may be a social worker, or a teacher, or she may do nothing and have a maid. Father is often dark but he has usually married
the lightest woman he could find. The family attend a fashionable church where few really colored faces are to be found. And they
themselves draw a color line. In the North they go to white theaters and white movies. And in the South they have at least two cars and
a house "like white folks." Nordic manners, Nordic faces, Nordic hair, Nordic art (if any), and an Episcopal heaven. A very high
mountain indeed for the would-be racial artist to climb in order to discover himself and his people.
But then there are the low-down folks, the so-called common element, and they are the majority - may the Lord be praised!
The people who have their nip of gin on Saturday nights and are not too important to themselves or the community, or too well fed, or
too learned to watch the lazy world go round. They live on Seventh Street in Washington or State Street in Chicago and they do not
particularly care whether they are like white folks or anybody else. Their joy runs, bang! into ecstasy. Their religion soars to a shout.
Work maybe a little today, rest a little tomorrow. Play awhile. Sing awhile. O, let's dance! These common people are not afraid of
spirituals, as for a long time their more intellectual brethren were, and jazz is their child. They furnish a wealth of colorful, distinctive
material for any artist because they still hold their own individuality in the face of American standardizations. And perhaps these
common people will give to the world its truly great Negro artist, the one who is not afraid to be himself. Whereas the better-class
Negro would tell the artist what to do, the people at least let him alone when he does appear. And they are not ashamed of him - if they
know he exists at all. And they accept what beauty is their own without question.
Certainly there is, for the American Negro artist who can escape the restrictions the more advanced among his own group
would put upon him, a great field of unused material ready for his art. Without going outside his race, and even among the better
classes with their "white" culture and conscious American manners, but, still Negro enough to be different, there is sufficient matter to
furnish a black artist with a lifetime of creative work. And when he chooses to touch on the relations between Negroes and whites in
this country with their innumerable overtones and undertones surely and especially for literature and the drama, there is an
inexhaustible supply of themes at hand. To these the Negro artist can give his racial individuality, his heritage of rhythm and warmth,
and his incongruous humor that so often, as in the Blues, becomes ironic laughter mixed with tears. But let us look again at the
mountain.
A prominent negro clubwoman in Philadelphia paid eleven dollars to hear Raquel Meller sing Andalusian popular songs. But
she told me a few weeks before she would not think of going to hear "that woman," Clara Smith, a great black artist, sing Negro
folksongs. And many an upper-class negro church, even now, would not dream of employing a spiritual in its services. The drab
melodies in white folks' hymnbooks are much to be preferred. "We want to worship the Lord correctly and quietly. We don't believe in
'shouting.' Let's be dull like the Nordics," they say, in effect.
The road for the serious black artist, then, who would produce a racial art is most certainly rocky and the mountain is high.
Until recently he received almost no encouragement for his work from either white or colored people. The fine novels of Chestnutt go
out of print with neither race noticing their passing. The quaint charm and humor of Dunbar's dialect verse brought to him, in his day,
largely the same kind of encouragement one would give a side-show freak (A colored man writing poetry! How odd!) or a clown (How
amusing!).
The present vogue in things Negro, although it may do as much harm as good for the budding colored artist, has at least done
thins: it has brought him forcibly to the attention of his own people among whom for so long, unless the other race had noticed him
beforehand, he was a prophet with little honor. I understand that Charles Gilpin acted for years in Negro theaters without any special
acclaim from his own, but when Broadway gave him eight curtain calls, Negroes, too, began to beat a tin pan in his honor. I know a
young colored writer, a manual worker by day, who had been writing well for the colored magazines for some years, but it was not
until he recently broke into the white publications and his first book was accepted by a prominent New York publisher that the "best"
Negroes in his city took the trouble to discover that he lived there. Then almost immediately they decided to give a grand dinner for
him. But the society ladies were careful to whisper to his mother that perhaps she'd better not come. They were not sure she would
have an evening gown.
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The negro artist works against an undertow of sharp criticism and misunderstanding from his own group and unintentional
bribes from the whites. "O, be respectable, write about nice people, show how good we are," say the Negroes. "Be stereotyped, don't
go too far, don't shatter our illusions about you, don't amuse us too seriously. We will pay you," say the whites. Both would have told
Jean Toomer not to write "Cane." The colored people did not praise it. The white people did not buy it. They are afraid of it. Although
the critics gave it good reviews the public remained indifferent. Yet (excepting the work of DuBois) "Cane" contains the finest prose
written by a Negro in America. And like the singing of Robeson, it is truly racial.
But is spite of the Nordicized Negro intelligentsia and the desires of some white editors we have an honest American Negro
literature already with us. Now I await the rise of the Negro theater. Our folk music, having achieved world-wide fame, offers itself to
the genius of the great individual American Negro composer who is to come. And within the next decade I expect to see the work of a
growing school of colored artists who paint and model the beauty of dark faces and create with new technique the expressions of their
own soul-world. And the Negro dancers who will dance like flame and the singers who will continue to carry our songs to all who
listen - they will be with us in even greater numbers tomorrow.
Most of my own poems are racial in theme and treatment, derived from the life I know. In many of them I try to grasp and
hold some of the meanings and rhythms of jazz. I am sincere as I know how to be in these poems and yet after every reading I answer
questions like these from my own people: Do you think Negroes should always write about Negroes? I wish you wouldn't read some of
your poems to white folks. How do you find anything interesting in a place like a cabaret? Why do you write about black people? You
aren't black. What makes you do so many jazz poems?
But jazz to me is one of the inherent expressions of Negro life in America: the eternal tom-tom beating in the Negro soul - the
tom-tom of revolt against weariness in a white world, a world of subway trains, and work, work, work; the tom-tom of joy and
laughter, and pain swallowed in a smile. Yet the Philadelphia clubwoman is ashamed to say that her race created it and she does not
like me to write about it. The old subconscious "white is best" runs through her mind. Years of study under white teachers, a lifetime of
white books, pictures, and papers, and white manners, morals, and Puritan standards made her dislike the spirituals. And now she turns
up her nose at jazz and all its manifestation - likewise almost everything else distinctly racial. She doesn't care for the Winold Reiss
portraits of Negroes because they are "too Negro." She does not want a true picture of herself from anybody. She wants the artist to
flatter her, to make the white world believe that all Negroes are as smug and as near white in soul as she wants to be. But, to my mind,
it is the duty of the younger Negro artist, if he accepts any duties at all from outsiders, to change through the force of his art that old
whispering "I want to be white," hidden in the aspirations of his people, to "Why should I want to be white? I am a Negro - and
beautiful!"
So I am ashamed for the black poet who says, "I want to be a poet, not a Negro poet," as though his own racial world were not
as interesting as any other world. I am ashamed, too, for the colored artist who runs from the painting of Negro faces to the painting of
sunsets after the manner of the academicians because he fears the strange un-whiteness of his own features. An artist must be free to
choose what he does, certainly, but he must also never be afraid to do what he might choose.
Let the blare of Negro jazz bands and the bellowing voice of Bessie Smith singing Blues penetrate the closed ears of the
colored near-intellectuals until they listen and perhaps understand. Let Paul Robeson singing Water Boy, and Rudolph Fisher writing
about the streets of Harlem, and Jean Toomer holding the heart of Georgia in his hands, and Aaron Douglas drawing strange black
fantasies cause the smug Negro middle class to turn from their white, respectable, ordinary books and papers to catch a glimmer of
their own beauty. We younger Negro artists who create now intend to express our individual dark-skinned selves without fear or
shame. If white people are pleased we are glad. If they are not, it doesn't matter. We know we are beautiful. And ugly too. The tomtom cries and the tom-tom laughs. If colored people are pleased we are glad. If they are not, their displeasure doesn't matter either. We
build our temples for tomorrow, strong as we know how, and we stand on top of the mountain, free within ourselves.

JUNE 16 - THE NATION
THE NEGRO-ART HOKUM by George S. Schuyler - Negro art "made in America" is as non-existent as the widely
advertised profundity of Cal Coolidge, the "seven years of progress" of Mayor Hylan, or the reported sophistication of New Yorkers.
Negro art there has been, is, and will be among the numerous black nations of Africa; but to suggest the possibility of any such
development among the ten million colored people in this republic is self-evident foolishness. Eager apostles from Greenwich Village,
Harlem, and environs proclaimed a great renaissance of Negro art just around the corner waiting to be ushered on the scene by those
whose hobby is taking races, nations, peoples, and movements under their wing. New art forms expressing the "peculiar" psychology
of the Negro were about to flood the market. In short, the art of Homo Africanus was about to electrify the waiting world. Skeptics
patiently waited. They still wait.
True, from dark-skinned sources have come those slave songs based on Protestant hymns and Biblical texts known as the
spirituals, work songs and secular songs of sorrow and tough luck known as the blues, that outgrowth of ragtime known as jazz (in the
development of which whites have assisted), and the Charleston, an eccentric dance invented by the gamins around the public market-
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place in Charleston, S. C. No one can or does deny this. But these are contributions of a caste in a certain section of the country. They
are foreign to Northern Negroes, West Indian Negroes, and African Negroes. They are no more expressive or characteristic of the
Negro race than the music and dancing of the Appalachian highlanders or the Dalmatian peasantry are expressive or characteristic of
the Caucasian race. If one wishes to speak of the musical contributions of the peasantry of the South, very well. Any group under
similar circumstances would have produced something similar. It is merely a coincidence that this peasant class happens to be of a
darker hue than the other inhabitants of the land. One recalls the remarkable likeness of the minor strains of the Russians mujiks to
those of the Southern Negro.
As for the literature, painting, and sculpture of Aframericans - such as there is - it is identical in kind with the literature,
painting, and sculpture of white Americans' that is, it shows more or less evidence of European influence. In the field of drama little of
any merit has been written by and about Negroes that could not have been written by whites. The dean of the Aframerican literati is W.
E. B. Du Bois, a product of Harvard and German universities; the foremost Aframerican sculptor is Meta Warwick Fuller, a graduate
of leading American art schools and former student of Rodin; while the most noted Aframerican painter, Henry Ossawa Tanner, is
dean of American painters in Paris and has been decorated by the French Government. Now the work of these artists is no more
"expressive of the Negro soul" - as the gushers put it - than are the scribblings of Octavus Cohen or Hugh Wiley.
This, of course, is easily understood if one stops to realize that the Aframerican is merely a lampblacked Anglo-Saxon. If the
European immigrant after two or three generations of exposure to our schools, politics, advertising, moral crusades, and restaurants
becomes indistinguishable from the mass of Americans of the older stock (despite the influence of the foreign-language press), how
much truer must it be of the sons of Ham who have been subjected to what the uplifters call Americanism for the last three hundred
years. Aside from his color, which ranges from very dark brown to pink, your American negro is just plain American. Negroes and
whites from the same localities in this country talk, think, and act about the same. Because a few writers with a paucity of themes have
seized upon imbecilities of the Negro rustics and clowns and palmed them off as authentic and characteristic Aframerican behavior, the
common notion that the black American is so "different" from his white neighbor has gained wide currency. The mere mention of the
word "Negro" conjures up in the average white American's mind a composite stereotype of Bert Williams, Aunt Jemima, Uncle Tom,
Jack Johnson, Flrian Slappey, and the various monstrosities scrawled by the cartoonists. Your average Aframerican no more resembles
this stereotype than the average American resembles a composite of Andy Gump, Jim Jeffries, and a cartoon by Rube Goldberg.
Again, the Aframerican is subject to the same economic and social forces that mold the actions and thoughts of the white
Americans. He is not living in a different world as some whites and a few Negroes would have us believe. When the jangling of his
Connecticut alarm clock gets him out of his Grand Rapids bed to a breakfast similar to that eaten by his white brother across the street;
when he toils at the same or similar work in mills, mines, factories, and commerce alongside the descendants of Spartacus, Robin
Hood, and Erik the Red; when he wears similar clothing and speaks the same language with the same degree of perfection; when he
reads the same Bible and belongs to the Baptist, Methodist, Episcopal, or Catholic church; when his fraternal affiliations also include
the Elks, Masons, and Knights of Pythias; when he gets the same or similar schooling, lives in the same kind of houses, owns the same
makes of cars (or rides in them), and nightly sees the same Hollywood version of life on the screen; when he smokes the same brands
of tobacco and avidly peruses the same puerile periodicals; in short, when he responds to the same political, social, moral, and
economic stimuli in precisely the same manner as his white neighbor, it is sheer nonsense to talk about "racial differences" as between
the American black man and the American white man. Glance over a Negro newspaper (it is printed in good Americanese) and you
will find the usual quota of crime news, scandal, personals, and uplift to be found in the average white newspaper - which, by the way,
is more widely read by the Negroes than is the Negro press. In order to satisfy the cravings of an inferiority complex engendered by the
colorphobia of the mob, the readers of the Negro newspapers are given a slight dash of racialistic seasoning. In the homes of the black
and white Americans of the same cultural and economic level one finds similar furniture, literature, and conversation. How, then can
the black American be expected to produce art and literature dissimilar to that of the white American? Consider Coleridge-Taylor,
Edward Wilmot Blyden, and Claude McKay, the Englishmen; Pushkin, the Russian; Bridgewater, the Pole; Antar, the Arabian; Latino,
the Spaniard; Dumas, pere and fils, the Frenchmen; and Paul Laurence Dunbar, Charles W. Chestnut, and James Weldon Johnson, the
Americans. All Negroes; yet their work shows the impress of nationality rather than race. They all reveal the psychology and culture of
their environment - their color is incidental. Why should Negro artists of America vary from the national artistic norm when Negro
artists in other countries have not done so? If we can foresee what kind of white citizens will inhabit this neck of the woods in the next
generation by studying the sort of education and environment the children are exposed to now, it should not be difficult to reason that
the adults of today are what they are because of the education and environment they were exposed to a generation ago. And that
education and environment were about the same for blacks and whites. One contemplates the popularity of the Negro-art hokum and
murmurs, "How come?"
This nonsense is probably the last stand of the old myth palmed off by negrophobists for all these many years, and recently
rehashed by the sainted Harding, that there are "fundamental, eternal, and inescapable differences" between white and black
Americans. That there are Negroes who will lend this myth a helping hand need occasion no surprise. It has been broadcast all over the
world by the vociferous scions of slaveholders, "scientists" like Madison Grant and Lothrop Stoddard, and the patriots who flood the
treasury of the Ku Klux Klan; and is believed, even today, by the majority of free, white citizens. On this baseless premise, so flattering
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to the white mob, that the blackamoor is inferior and fundamentally different, is erected the postulate that he must needs be peculiar;
and when he attempts to portray life through the medium of art, it must of necessity be a peculiar art. While such reasoning may seem
conclusive to the majority of Americans, it must be rejected with a loud guffaw by intelligent people. (An opposing view on the subject
of Negro art will be presented by Lanston Hughes in next week's issue.)

JULY - MUSICAL OBSERVER
OPINIONS OF MODERN COMPOSERS ON DANCE MUSIC - Dance music in both its practical and artistic forms
continues to arouse discussions amongst all classes of musicians and composers to a greater extent than ever before. It seems
particularly noteworthy, however, that the more serious-minded music lovers as well as composers are devoting more and more
attention to the higher forms. the greater artistic possibilities as well as to the future development of dance music.
I was considerably interested in a special issue of a German music journal, Die Blatter des Anbruch, recently received, which
contained a large number of personal opinions of prominent modern composers sent in reply to a questionnaire asking for their views.
Among other things they were asked whether a composer should himself be a dancer; what was the aim of present day dancing and in
what essentials did the ballet of the present day differ from the ballet of former generations. Alfredo Casella, Ernest Krenek, Egon
Wellesz, Felix Petyrek and Heinz Tiessen, all but the first-named little known in the United States as yet, offered interesting opinions.
All of these composers are classed among the most advanced of the latter-day progressives in Europe and their views on this account,
are particularly worth-while owing to the musicianship and contemporary activity of each of the composers.
Alfredo Casella considered that the best music was always choreographic, that is to say, fit to dance to. "Time" he said, "was
the essence of musical dynamics and its climax lay in the rhythm, nothing else has so much potential movement." All dynamic music
inevitably presented to him the conception of corresponding imitative action. That idea was at the bottom of today's renaissance in the
dance. "I believe that it is possible to dance to a piece of music which was not originally written for the dance; I believe that to write
intelligently for the dance, composers must themselves be able to dance, just as a good opera composer must know the fundamentals of
opera technique. It is essential that the composer be able to imagine the action and the music simultaneously. That is what I did in 'La
Giara.'" Casella found it difficult to prophesy the future of the ballet. New forms of ballet had sprung up in the last twenty years, from
tragic pieces like "Petrushka," to comedies like "La Giara." This extraordinary renaissance of the dance offered composers who write
for the theatre unending possibilities. Casella thought that the mimic dancing and the ballet have a great future.
Ernest Krenek also thought that the dance had great possibilities. "Modern dance music is the most popular of contemporary
music forms, but dancing as an expressive art has its limitations, it is not entirely satisfactory by itself, and therefore it should not be
substituted for the drama or the sung or spoken word."
In the theatre the ballet was only conceivable as an aid, an interlude or an enhancement, a climax to the dramatic picture;
within the drama it became an ornamental decoration.
Egon Wellesz wrote that dance music was governed by the same principles that governed all other kinds of music. He
affirmed that there was no particular formula for dance music, it followed the same structure as the suite or the symphony. "The
composer who writes for the dance must have a clear optical vision of the dance itself. He must understand the technique of the dance.
It would be well for him to consult an experienced dancer and get from him a sketch of the gestures and movements."
Felix Petyrek agreed that the principles of dance music did not differ from any other kinds of music. "It is curious," he said,
"that the greater part of the music I have written, although not directly intended for that purpose, has been taken over by dancers.
Modern dances are a mixture of pantomime and dancing; the pantomime corresponding to program music, the dance to absolute music.
The composer of dance music must understand its technique. The present jazz dances," he thought, "had emphasized the value of
rhythms."
Heinz Tiessen said that dance music obeys the same laws as any other music; "the composer must think of his dancer, just as
the writer of a violin sonata must consider his violinist. The ear must be gratified as well as the eye. All must be plastic, rhythmic. The
more suggestive the rhythm, the stronger the amalgamation between the dance and its music."

JULY - THE MUSICAL OBSERVER
CREOLE FOLK SONGS by Maud Cuney Hare. - Aiding materially in the perpetuation of Creole folk song, and one, if not
the first to proclaim its charm to the world, was George W. Cable whose death occurred on the last day of January, 1925.
Together with the names of Henry E. Krehbiel and Lafcadio Hearn, his name will be long remembered as one of three friends,
the foremost, scholars to whom English[speaking people are indebted for their knowledge of the folk music of the Creoles.
That his passing occurred on the eve of the season which America devotes to honoring the memory of her martyred President,
Abraham Lincoln, and the first father, George Washington is not without significance, for many Creole folk-songs connect the stormy
periods in American history by the fine strand of song.
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Concerning this history, interesting facts are brought to the public thought by the honored names of the war presidents. heroic
deeds performed by the black soldiers in the War of Independence are brought to light through the medium of song and verse.
In 1779, when Spain declared war against the British, the small army of volunteers composed of whites, Indians and free men
of color, led by Bernado de Galvez, son of the viceroy of Mexico, captured the forts at Manchac, Baton Rouge and Natchez and drove
back the English. The bravery of the white and colored soldier was immortalized in a poem "The God of the Mississippi."
The Drummer Boy
A hero of thirty years later, was the young drummer boy, Jordan Noble, of whom Grace King wrote "No one, not even the
grand officers nor grand visitors in the parade ever fired the childish heart so much as he-the young mulatto drummer who beat the
drum during all and every fight, in the hottest hell of the fire and was complimented by Jackson himself after the battle."
In 1815, we find Gen. Jackson issuing a proclamation. "To the free colored Inhabitants of Louisiana" asking their support "to
defend our most inestimable blessing." Equipped and armed at their own expense, the Savary Brigade, a company of free men of color
who fought under the leadership of Capt. J. B. Savary, a colored man from San Domingo who had been educated in France, fought
bravely and fearlessly and was personally congratulated by Gen. Jackson.
A Creole poet of the time, Hippolyte Castra, wrote a poem of many verses which commended the bravery of the patriots. The
refrain ran "Je combattis comme brave Guerrier."
In the famous Battle of New Orleans, Jan. 8, 1815, the men of color came marching down the old Bayou Road singing Le
Marseillaise, "dry so," and their own war song "En Avan' Grenadie." Although sung at that time, the old song originated at an earlier
period. It sprang into life as a battle-cry of the native San Dominicans when they were fighting the mother country (France), for their
political freedom.
There were early French and Spanish revolutions and counter-revolutions in San Domingo, as in other West India Islands.
The free people of color were an important factor. Before 1794, when the French revolution started in earnest, the mulattos and other
free people of color joined the Negro slaves in an insurrection which was later, in 1795, to be followed by a declaration by the French
Assembly emancipating the slave. Many disturbances ensued between the French and the Spanish: Then came the heroic figure of
Toussaint l'Ouverture and after his tragic death, Dessalines who succeeded in defeating the French.
"En Avan' Grenadie, Ca qui mouri n'a pas ration"-"Go forward Grenadiers, he who is dead requires no ration," was brought to
New Orleans by the refugees and to another generation lent fearlessness throughout a desperate carnage. It is therefore, not a song of
mockery extemporized by a folk inexperienced in war, but a desperate battle cry. All folk song is delightful in its sincerity and naiveté,
any attempt to distort its meaning is easily discerned by that part of our public who by birth and environment has known and absorbed
the life in its intricate intimacies.
Mr. Cable quoted a Creole folk song that commemorates the battle of Chalmette:
"Fizi z'angle ye fe, bim, bim!
An hi! Qui ca qui rive!
C'est Ferraquitt et P'i Bottair, qui rive!"
The song describes Farragut's victory when the English muskets went bim, bim, and the coming of Butler.
Mr. Cable noted an old folk song, "The Dirge of St. Malo" (Quarro St. Malo) which grew out of the slave insurrection of
1811 at which time five hundred Negro slaves from the Parish of St. John the Baptist attempted a revolution. Suppressed by the

- 796 -

garrison from St. Charles Fort, the brave leader was executed. The lament describes in detail the fate of the revolutionists and the
leaders.
This was but one of many insurrections that were to culminate in John Brown's heroic attack on Harper's Ferry. Visiting this
point sometime ago, I was disappointed not to find more relics of the noted abolitionist housed in John Brown's Fort which passed
from Kate Field's hands and now stands at the bend of the river on the campus of Storer College. There is a copy of an address by John
Brown to the Virginia Court November 2, 1859-a plea for the oppressed; a poem by Mrs. Mary Wingate of Pittsfield, Mass. dated
October 16, 1789 and sundry pictures and photographs.
Lacking material reminders, the memory of the martyr is best preserved in the spirit of the colored youth who is found seeking
an education at this Baptist institution which owns the old fort. Here the lines of the English poet, Fred G. Bowles, ring true:
"Where dreamers only trod
Builds up the realm of God!
thought and action, work and play
Lead them nearer God each day!
Creed and colour count no longer,
Manhood has the right to be
Something better, something stronger,
One with all humanity!"
A rare document that touches upon the conflict which John Brown foretold is a letter written by Abraham Lincoln, one of a
number of original letters and manuscripts by great Americans-martyrs, soldiers, statesman and poets-embraced in the Pierpont
(Morgan Library in New York City). It reads:
Private

Executive Mansion, Washington
March 26, 1863

Hon. Andrew Johnson,
My dear Sir:
I am told you have at least thought of raising a Negro military force. In my opinion the country now needs no specific thing
so much as some man of your ability and position to go to this work. When I speak of your position I mean that of an eminent citizen
of a slave-state and himself a slave holder.
The colored population is the great available yet unavailed of, force for restoring the Union. The bare sight of fifty thousand
armed and drilled black soldiers on the banks of the Mississippi would end the rebellion at once. And who doubts that we can present
that sight, if we but take hold in earnest?
If you have been thinking of a plan, do not dismiss the thought.
Yours, truly,
A. Lincoln
The records of that period assure us that Pres. Lincoln's wishes were realized. Already, in 1861, there was a regiment
composed of 1,400 free men of color. On the banks of the Mississippi, two regiments and officers for a third were formed under
command of Gen. Butler. Their notable assault on Port Hudson, May 27, 1863, excited the admiration of all Americans. The Creole
historian, R. L. Desdumes, writes in nos Hommes et Notre histore that "Colored patriots, descendants of 1815 and 1845 fervidity
desired to take arms for liberty. Six times they rushed against the murderous batteries at Port Hudson singing "En Avant, mes enfants!
Allons, encore une fois!" He adds that there were many brave Creoles of the "Premier Regiment de coulier" whose names should live
in history. Their memory is perpetuated in chant and song.
Throughout Mr. Cable's romances we find mention of the folk music of the South and that of the Creole in particular.
Connected with happier or perhaps more careless times, is the song "A Comin' Dow de Lane" which he has told me was typical of the
songs and dances played by Negro fiddlers who made the music for social affairs.
The unique river songs too, were not unminded by Mr. Cable. "O Rock Me, Julie," a typical song of this character was given
to Mr. Krehbiel who published the chantey in "Afro-American Folk Songs." A second verse, he gave to me in 1919. His interest in the
old songs never waned.
A popular folk song "Lisetto" is known in Martinique and San Domingo and in New Orleans in slightly varied form. The last
two verses"Dipi mon perdi Lizette
Mon pas souchie Calinda
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Mon quitte Bram-bram Sonette
Mon pas batte Bamboula" (or the Haiti version)
"Mes pas loin de ma Lisette
S'eloignant du Calinda
Et ma cinture a Sonnette
Lanquit sous mon Bamboula."
Both tell of the old African dances Calinda and Bamboula which were performed alike in the West Indies and in Louisiana.
In translating Calinda to read "belles," is to lose the true import of the folk song. In annotating Creole folk songs it is quite impossible
to ignore the history of the south-western section of this country, for Creole song closely follows the customs of the older periods in
American history. It is necessary, too, to understand the peculiar condition of that Spanish-French country of over a century ago in
order to interpret the songs of the people.
A situation which has been immortalized by a folk song has been frankly discussed by Miss Grace King. She tells of the
ambition of the unmarried quadroon mothers of the ancient regime, to have their children pass for white and thus become one of the
privileged class.; "To protect society against one of their means, a law was passed making it a penal offense for a public officer in the
discharge of his functions when writing down the name of any colored free person to fail to add the qualifications 'homme' or 'femme
de couleur libre.' But the officers of the law could be bribed, even the records of baptism tampered with; and the qualification once
dropped acted inversely as a patent of pure blood."
A Well-Known Folk Song
This practice gave birth to a well-known folk song called "Toucoutou," which amusing to say, has lately been described as
dealing with plantation hands and overseers! The old song is based on an incident which took place before the Civil War. Two wellknown free families became involved in a quarrel which became so intense that epithets were passed and one was accused of having
Negro blood. Since it was customary to have judicial decision as to whether persons belonged in the white or colored rank, a lawsuit
was undertaken, and the Court decided that the family who had appealed was of African descent. Now this was the time of lampoons
and satires. As early as 1763 they were written and posted on corner posts and in other public places and sung by the populace.
Joe Beaumont (1820-1872), called the "Beranger of the Creoles," himself a quadroon, did not approve the denial of African
blood in one's racial admixture. Satirizing the family who had lost their case in Court, and their social position, he wrote an ironic
ballad of numerous verses. An original copy of this old pasquinade which I saw in New Orleans (in the possession of Dr. H----)
contains the following lines:
"Mo sorti la cour Supreme
Pour voir ca ye ta pre fait,
Mo tande juges loyes meme
Dit nous perdi non proces."
Out of this lampoon of Beaumont's grew the old song as extemporized by the people and which is sung as a Creole folk song
today.
"Ah! Toucoutou, ye conin vous,
Vous ce tin MoricoNa pa savon qui tace blanc
Pou blanchi vous lapo.
Au Theatre meme quand va prend loge
Comme tout blanc comme y fot,
Ye va fe vous prend Jacdeloge,
Ne pas pace tantot.-Ah! Toucoutou.
An elderly Creole neighbor in Texas used to sing"Aurelia, mo nonnai toi,
Toi ces tin Morico
-Aie, Aie, Aie, to tin Morico."
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The humiliation is patent-the morico (maid of dark skin) could not find soap white enough to bleach the skin that she may be
eligible to the pleasures of the ball. Beaumont declared that the lesson-would never be forgotten, but he was mistaken.
When the late Henry Krehbiel in July, 1922 wrote to the writer from Blue Hill, Maine, where he was summering: "The last
book of Creole songs which came under my eyes, tried my patience a good deal." I was led to wish that it were possible for persons
interested in Creole songs, that follow so closely the customs in the early period of the southwest and in the French West Indies, to
secure first-hand information concerning this distinct class of American citizenship. Creole folk-song touches intimately the life of the
affranchis of the West Indies and of Louisiana
The Code Noir of Louis XIV in 1865, and the decisions of Napoleon in 1804 corrected the many irregularities of social life
and throw light upon the condition of the affranchis of the West Indies and the gens de couleur of the southwestern colonies. The use
of the term Creole by affranchis of Latin blood is discussed by Mr. Cable in his History of the Creoles.
In pursuit of Creole color much that is illuminating can be gleaned from the writings of this sympathetic historian, as well as
from the works of Charles Gayarre, Grace King and Lafacadio Hearn, many of whose Creole sketches are now available to the reading
public.
N. B. "Code Noir"- additional documents 1671 to 1762, "Ordonnance du roi," relating to treatment of slaves in San Domingo
and the Windward Islands, Dec. 17, 1784.

OCTOBER 15 - THE MUSICAL OBSERVER
JAZZ-OUR RACE EMOTION by Grace Dickinson Sperling. - As I was passing the Court House Square in Birmingham one
day last summer, a burst of weird music suddenly arrested my attention.
It seemed mysteriously projected from the air itself, but I quickly discovered that it issued from the upper windows of the old
court house. Unconsciously reacting to its primitive call as does the old war horse to an all but forgotten bugle note, I retraced my
steps, repassing the aggregation of closely parked cars interspersed with discouraged looking mules drowsing in the sunshine, and
hurriedly ascended the time worn steps of the venerable building. As I did so, the phrase "Where all is peace and love," became
indelibly impressed upon my consciousness as it floated down the hallways and filled the place with melody. Persisting further in my
search, I soon found myself before the entrance of a large upper room filled with men, women and children.
*Quite overcome with curiosity and astonishment, I sank into a seat near the door while the closing bars of "Where All Is
Peace And Love" were song; only to hear another song immediately announced. At once a cherished sentence of my lisping childhood
flashed through my mind "And a little child shall lead them"-for, before me stood a child leading in song. As no musical instrument
was used, the key was "taken by ear" and with the usual signal "chord," uttered in a think childish treble, he commanded their attention.
This fair tow-headed young native had but recently attained his ninth year. Notwithstanding this seeming handicap, he stood
there with no music whatever before him and conducted with the assurance of a master. He appeared totally unembarrassed. Not the
faintest trace of excitement was reflected in his young emotionless face. His blue eyes were unwavering and steady, bright as polished
steel, as he looked through large rimmed glasses at the crowd eagerly awaiting his signals. Suddenly raising his small slender arm, with
a downward sweep from the shoulder that carried authority in its swing, he "set them singing"; and through the intricacies of four part
song, guided them with a surety and an aplomb that bordered on the sensational. There was an angular unconscious grace, an entire
absence of self, a fervor and sureness in his beat that kept the nerves tingling. And when at the close of several numbers, he held them
in a last chord, his palm dramatically upturned, the voices were as true to pitch as though an orchestra had guided them; and the effect
infinitely more novel, for it held intonations of weird beauty all its own.
This performance was not unusual. I soon learned that these singers were the "Original Sacred Harp Singers" of America, and
that I had unwillingly stumbled into one of their conventions. I also learned that among them it is not uncommon for children of tender
age to be entrusted with leadership as soon as their abilities will warrant. This little chap was one of the regularly appointed leaders for
that day. His home is in Winston County, Ala., the most illiterate county in Alabama but back of this lad are native American
musicians who have been singers, leaders and composers in the singing societies of the south for generations. It is needless to say that
the traditions underlying the construction of their songs and singing methods, have become inherent in each succeeding generation.
Annual Conventions
These annual conventions are the result of efforts on the part of large numbers of religious people. They have formed
themselves into singing societies for the purpose of cultivating tunes and melodies which will be the means of building up and reviving
spiritual conditions in the south. In 1869 Sacred Harp Songs were collected and printed in book form. Another and later edition with
added songs was gotten out in 1911 and is now in use. These societies were organized by native composers and have been active for
several generations; younger composers taking up the work relinquished by their elders. Their methods have been handed down by rote
as well as by note and this custom still prevails.
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Once every year at least, conventions are held; entire families journey to the appointed place of meeting and remain thorough
the several days of the convention. Community singing forms their principal amusement, and throughout the year each local
organization meets for regular practice. Contests between different societies are arranged, judges appointed and awards given to the
group scoring the best points. There were 125 leaders present on this occasion, not to mention the large number of laymen singers in
attendance; men, women and children, ranging in age from eight to eighty years. At these gatherings they sing all day, beginning at
nine o'clock in the morning and continuing until four or five in the afternoon. Leaders are appointed for each day and the enthusiasm
continues unabated. There is no sex distinction in regard to the different parts sung, the men sing bass, tenor, soprano, or alto as suits
each particular voice, the women and children doing likewise with the possible exception of the bass parts. One young girl, a daily
attendant, possessing a very high soprano voice, invariably sang tenor, and where the time was broken or a syncopation occurred, the
effect was startling in the extreme.
One afternoon on this same occasion, after they had been singing almost continuously for fully eight hours, the leader drawled
in his best Georgian accent- "Now take the pitch carefully, friends, you've been a sinin' quite a spell an' I notice some of you air gettin'
a leetle mite tired."
Pure Anglo-Saxon Stock
Certain regions of Alabama, Georgia, Tennessee, the Carolinas and Virginia, are inhabited by Americans of pure AngloSaxon stock, who, through national and local environment, are recognized as native Americans. To this class the Sacred Harp Singers
belong. These Anglo-Saxon are the lineal descendants of the first English speaking white people of America with traditions that date
back several hundred years. Their isolation has prevented foreign customs or patriotic desires other than American from taking hold on
their daily lives. They form a part of the 55,000,000 Anglo-Saxons in the United States, of whom the vast majority are direct
descendants of old British stock and who now constitute a type of people recognized as the "distinct American type."
It would be an error to confuse these southern Anglo-Saxons with the so called ignorant whites of the mountains. They are
neither rich nor poor; nor ignorant in the strictest sense. They are well dressed, well mannered folk, possessing some considerable
education; they exhibit no apparent self consciousness and are earnest, soft spoken, yet firm in their decisions. Nor are they without
their first families; among them are numbers of famous composers and singers of this and past generations.
The well known Daniel and James families of Georgia, the Denson families of Alabama, the McWhorter, Farris and Everett
families and others, possess a genius for music that places them foremost among these religiously musical people. The music
composed by both men and women, is still in the old original form, called old harmony or dispersed harmony, written in four shaped
and seven shaped notes.
These systems are relics of an ancient style in writing notes that grew out of signs in use between the years 500 and 900. The
signs were called neumes and were placed over the syllables to be sung, in order to assist the memory before notes were invented. As
the staff was then in use syllables were placed upon the staff. Gradually neumes were abandoned and the characters or notes became
square, lozenge shape or round.
The Four Shaped note system employs the syllables,-Me, Fa, Sol, La;

The song "Where all is peace and love," is written in four shaped note system. It is in the key of G, having for its signature F
sharp. In this system, me is the leading tone and this syllable is not used except on the leading tone. This rule prevails in all keys. Me
has the distinction of being in both four and seven shaped note systems. In this piece, Me is found in the bass. It does not occur in the
treble in these measures, but is used elsewhere in the song. In the four note system Fa takes the place of Do in the seven and round note
systems.
The seven shaped note system employs the characters,-Do, Re, Me, Fa, Sol, La, Se; the shape of the note designating the
syllable to be used. The modern or round shaped note system is exactly like the seven shaped system, with the exception that all notes
are round. When tunes are written in four and seven shaped notes, the names of the notes are known by the position they occupy on the
staff and also by the shape of the heads of the notes.
The seven shaped notes are written thus:-

When round notes are used, the names are known only by the positions they occupy on the staff.
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The Sacred harp Singers sing all tunes through the first time with syllables, then with no alteration in time, repeat the same,
using words. Accelerations, diminuendos, soft or moderate tones, seem to be unknown mediums of expression to them. Forte (loud)very loud, and great vivacity characterizes their universal mode of expression. Their facility in handing syllables is astounding. The
leaders sing vigorously as they mark time with every nerve alert to the least irregularities in rhythm, and the unbounded delight of all in
syncopation and difficult broken time is very apparent. The laymen themselves often noiselessly spatting their own hands together and
indulging in other movements of head or hands, that vary with the mood of the singer. Many sing ecstatically tune after tune, with eyes
closed and body swaying rhythmically. Others make not the slightest movement, singing with stern stoicism; but how they do sing.
When one listens to the timbre of these untrained voices, an insight is gained into the fundamental urge which actuates them
musically. Here some idea of the inherent urge for jazz that Americans possess, may be gained at first hand. For it must be borne in
mind that these sober folk, are Simon Pure Americans; and to join with them in the singing of those remarkable songs is an experience
not soon forgotten. One is irresistibly carried along in a swiftly moving stream of primitive music, with an utter inability to withstand
its stern rhythms, angular square cut melodies and fierce fervor. There is an irrepressible desire to sing as they sing; all attempts to sing
with what is known as a modern scientific method is lost in this unconscious effort for rhythmic expression. A novice in this kind of
singing has no time in which to think of well placed notes, and the strange part of it is, he doesn't care a straw either. The great
underlying need of the moment is rhythm-driving and swinging rhythm. This effort usually proves too strenuous for the highly
cultivated singer, who generally arrives at the conclusion of the piece, breathless and bewildered. The speed and accuracy with which
they render the syncopated tunes, fugues and anthems, would indicate a national aptitude for syncopated rhythms; and it is because of
this innate tendency, noticeable in descendants of the early English, scattered over our vast country-that jazz has taken such deep root
upon our nation. Their religious nature would seem to preclude a characteristic of this kind, but hearty abandonment to rhythm seems
to act as a release from an existence of constant repression which has been characteristic of them for generations, and provides an
outlet for pent up sensibilities. Apparently, only in music, do they give way wholly to their emotions.
General John J. Pershing remarked in the course of an address a few months since, that in communities where the highest
percentage of Anglo-Saxon stock was found, the nation looked for the lead to be taken in Americanism;-and that Alabama contained
the highest percentage of Anglo-Saxons in the United States. To the well informed, this is a significant statement. Naturally the
question arises, why may it not take the lead in music as well as in other endeavors? Why may not the true American Symphony be
evolved from conditions such as are to be found there,-where music forms a part of the every day life of native inhabitants and where
music with American traditional characteristics is composed and sung every year?
There is sufficient foundation in the secular and sacred music of these native musicians, on which to build great music. From
its study may be gained an insight into the spirit that has made America the generous, fearless nation she has proved herself to be.
Good music of a high order has been inspired by tunes so simple as the one known as "Spring," a lively melody in use before the early
part of the nineteenth century and still a great favorite. It is an air so ancient that neither the author of the words nor the composer of
the music is known. As it is highly reminiscent of the English oratorio, doubtless its origin is English. Another song that has been a true
folk song in America for more than fifty years is "The Hebrew Children"; one of the oldest tunes in America. Peter Cartwright, the
great revivalist, used it in his camp meetings between the years of 1820 and 1825, long before it was placed in notation.
"The Indian's Farewell," a lugubrious song in E minor, but thoroughly old time American in text and music, is also of interest.
It was written by William Walker eighty-three years ago and is particularly characteristic of those times. To one endowed with the
requisite imagination, much could be made out of material of this kind; having for background a combination of the religious zeal of
the early American missionary and the ancient tribal superstitions of the red man.
Abundant Material
Should old time melodies prove uninteresting, there is abundant material in the newer music. In a modern song called
"Arbacoochee," F, minor, by S. M. Denson of Alabama, we have a theme comparable to the Russian folk song, "Down By Mother
Volga," used so tellingly by Tschaikowsky in his C, Minor Symphony

In comparison a few measures of Arbacoochee are given below, written in Old Harmony employing four shaped notes,
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"Arbacoochee," composed by Sam Denson, "Logan," by Tom Denson and "Burdette" by Wit Denson, are all themes
admirably suited to symphonic arrangement. These have been taken at random merely as examples. There are many others quite as
worthy by Sacred Harp composers. One feels that such a genius as John Alden Carpenter might convert those simple airs into works of
great beauty, that would smack of Americanism as completely as does his "Pilgrim Vision." Many tunes constantly in use, that are
local and strictly American in spirit could be cited, but useless repetitions will not make the meaning more clear.

The southern Negro melodies and spirituals, and American Indian tribal songs need no discussion here; they are racial, but
belong to the black and red races. The question to be answered is, whether or not the whites of America possess a strictly racial music
of a kind, out of which a national school might grow. To many thinkers the answer is in the affirmative. It is an indisputable fact that
there are native white composers writing four part music today that is distinctly a product of American soil. This music is so good in
quality and it reflects so clearly the American spirit, that out of it great symphonies might be wrought, or original themes inspired by
the dauntless freedom of its native utterance.
Much is being written concerning the origin of American Jazz. The general impression seems to be, that we have filched it
bodily from some locality bordering on the tropics or from the Orient itself. Perhaps color was given the idea from the fact that, in the
language of the desert folk, jazz means-"the trembling trot of the she camel." It is certain that the oriental use of the worked fitly
applies to our modern dances. It is not only possible, but more than probable that the insistent rapid beat in jazz, is an echo of the red
man's drumming, its syncopation of both grafted upon the soaring inspirational songs of the Anglo-Saxon psalm rhythms, has finally
resulted in American Jazz.
Marked Jazz Tendency
The jazz tendency is strongly marked in the southern Anglo-Saxons, and is recognized more readily because of their group
activities and their isolation. But in the millions of Anglo-Saxons scattered into every corner of America, these same tendencies exist.
There is unquestionably a fundamental reason underlying our ready acceptance of strong syncopations, peculiarities of rhythm and
musical dynamics now recognized as inherently American and called Jazz! The reason is, that American jazz (and I purposely make
use of the term American jazz) had its origin here in America and it springs from the soil itself! It is not the result of the influence of
the "melting pot" upon America, but it is the outgrowth of the musical spirit of America, and it leaves its impress upon whatever
musical idioms with which it comes in contact.
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Why otherwise, have not different forms, other rhythms, taken hold of us as a nation? Why have we not instead, nationalized
the standards of the German, French and Italian forms? Why has this sensuous appealing thing that we call jazz, developed here until it
has become an American institution, known as such the world over? The older countries have long led the world in musical thought,
why did it not take root there first? That foreign countries are utterly unable to interpret American jazz "as is," seems to be the
testimony of all those competent to judge. No less an authority than Frederick Stock, conductor of the Chicago Symphony Orchestra,
has pronounced such attempts on their part, lamentable failures. Why do these conditions exist? Why, but because we have developed
jazz within ourselves, not imported it, and it belongs to the soil from which it springs.
The present vulgarities in jazz are to be condemned and the degrading uses made of it are to be deplored. It bears the same
relation to the higher impulses of good music, that the practices of voodooism bear to the more refined forms of religion. It represents
the crude efforts of a nation to express itself fundamentally. It is a phase of race emotion characteristically American. having passed
the lowest stages, it is now moving upward. Through the muck and grime of its development, the refining process is constantly going
on, and it should finally emerge triumphant into a clear atmosphere of great musical forms.
A well known musician said recently, that, "if we ever have a distinct American music, it will arrive from the popular songs."
This would be true, provided, the popular song could be made a stable entity, but the popular song constantly changes in style and
quality, leaving no fixed basis on which to form a beginning. This is not true of the songs of our native people. They remain stable, and
are representatively American.
Native Music
There are composers in this country who are writing excellent music, but, with a few exceptions, it is not music of native
character. There are doubtless courageous spirits like Deems Taylor, producing genuine American music that abounds in original
themes of great melodic beauty, but opportunities for its production are few. It is a sad truth that much fine music, characteristically
American, reposes on dusty shelves. Only time coupled with a dogged perseverance will solve this problem. Deems Taylor, a product
of the schools of this country and a genius, was born in 1885. His suite "Through the Looking Glass," built around the adventures of
Alice in Wonderland, combines insistent melodies, jazz rhythms and characterization so skillfully, that one is hardly aware of the fact.
This is particularly noticeable in the jabberwocky movement, where jazz rhythms predominate; in fact it is the essence of the whole
thing and makes of it native American music.
There are several noteworthy instances in which the American punch has been delivered most forcibly in lighter forms for
orchestra, one of which is a paraphrase on the time worn theme, "Turkey in The Straw," arranged by Nathaniel Finston. The manner in
which he has treated this hackeyed theme is fundamentally American.
Another case in point is the transcription of the jig. "The Irish Washerwoman," possessing a still stronger American flavor. It
was done by Leo Sowerby, a native of Grand Rapids, Mich., and played by the Chicago Symphony orchestra, in October (1923),
Frederick Stock conducting. The origin of "Turkey in the Straw" is unknown. The composer of "The Irish Washerwoman"-an
Irishman-lived in the middle of the eighteenth century. These last two tunes are not native to America; however, they have been
transformed into native creations by the very spirit of America that has been put into the scores, thus making them strictly national in
character. The person who succeeds in doing with the larger, more serious forms, what Taylor, Finston and Sowerby have
accomplished in the above mentioned pieces, will give to the world American music of a high order that will need no label, not
because of the themes employed, but because of the way in which it will be done. One does not argue in favor of jazz in its present
crude form, one merely contends that an intelligent understanding of our race emotion that has made jazz possible, will inspire better
music of a higher order, and of a wholly distinctive American type.
To the young composer seeking material that will result in works of native character, no field offers better opportunities to the
discriminating, than a serious study of the fundamental characteristics that underlie the original music of the Sacred harp Singers. Our
love of close harmony and our flare for syncopation, come through the influence of that Anglo-Saxon stock which represents the very
backbone of our national character. The distinct American forms to be evolved, will necessarily reflect this influence to a very great
degree. That jazz rhythms can be made beautiful, exhilarating and classic has already been demonstrated by a few of our native
composers. That great symphonies, tone poems and operas will be founded upon clean American jazz rhythms, is the expressed
opinion of those highest in the confidence of the musical public. Neither is it among the impossibilities of the future, that our greatest
composers may eventually emerge from the obscure ranks of the Sacred harp Singers.

JULY 1 - METRONOME
NEVER HAS POPULAR MUSIC BEEN AS CLASSICAL AS JAZZ by Percy Aldridge Grainger. - It is natural that Jazz first
broke out in the melting pot of America. And just as natural that from there it spread all over the world. As a matter of fact, Jazzaccording to its nature and its sociological import-does not differ from the dance music of all ages that is spread over all parts of the
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earth; for it was always the aim and purpose of dance music to create animation and relaxation. In this respect Jazz does not differ from
the music of the Chinese or the native Indians, the Halling of Norway, the tarantella of Italy, the Vienna waltz, the Spanish dances or
the Hungarian Csardas.
When I speak of Jazz, I refer above all to the remarkably clever Jazz adaptations of popular themes with marked rhythm,
which in the course of the last few years have been taken up a great deal. These orchestra arrangements are often made by musicians
with an unusual wealth of experience. In my opinion this form of Jazz is the most beautiful popular music which any country has
brought forth, in the present or even in the past. Its advantages consist mainly in a happy mixture of northern wealth of melody with the
rhythmical polyphony of the Negro races, as well as in the great musical refining and caricaturing which this music has found through
the many Jazz playing sterling musicians of cosmopolitan tendencies. There never has been popular music that was so "classical." One
of the main characteristics of Jazz has been adopted from the improvisations of Chinese and other musicians of the Far East. These
elements, called "seductive", exotic and anti-social, which musical ignoramuses claim are inherent in Jazz, simply do not exist. From
the musical standpoint, moreover, the main characteristics of Jazz are: Unity, power, refinement, feeling, warmth. Taken as music, Jazz
appears to be much less sensuous, passionate or emotional than a good deal else.
What is there new about Jazz? All its rhythms have existed before. Only their combination is new. The strong Anglo-Saxon
element mingled with the likewise virile, rhythmic tendencies of the Negroes. In a broad sense the Negro at birth is not melodically
gifted. His melodies for the most part are merely a development of the airs which he has absorbed from his white surroundings.
His musical instinct is primarily one of rhythmic feeling. Added to this a certain amount of Asiatic influence was doubtlessly
felt in San Francisco. Oriental music is distinctly confined to the unison form. A great many people play the melody at the same time,
or at least they try to. As a matter of fact they seldom play together in the same key, whereby a very odd effect is brought forth. This
gave to the Jazz melodies unlimited individuality, although it did occasion certain inharmonious features. Thus it is a characteristic
peculiarity of many aboriginal tribes, like the Maoris of New Zealand, that many individuals in unison singing, always sing a quarter of
a tone higher or lower. The effect, especially when heard at a certain distance, is anything but uninteresting. There is always a kind of
vibrato about the tone. This is purposely effected by jazz orchestras in America.
The musician is interested mainly in the instrumentation of the modern Jazz-orchestra. This instrumentation is in every respect
significant. To me it represents the progress made in the technique of instrumentation, which in its scope can be compared only to that
which took place in another field, between the art of instrumentation of a Beethoven and a Wagner. Glorious possibilities lie open. To
me it is surprising that the saxophone, this perfect creation of the great instrument-maker, Adolph Sax (inventor of the bass-clarinet)
had to wait until this late day before it came into its own through this popular music of America. The same genius which Sax showed in
regard to the wind instruments, developed in America with reference to the percussion instruments, like the Deagan xylophones and the
marimbas, which I have required for the score of my symphonic poem "The Warriors." Instruments have been adopted from Africa,
Asia and South America, and used in a fixed tone range, so that they can now be used in symphonic music also. Most of the ancestors
of these new American instruments can be found in the great musical instrument collections-like the Ethnographic Museum at Leiden,
Holland, or the Crosby-Brown Collection in New York.
The Jazz orchestra has shown us how the percussion instruments can heighten the clear alignment of the orchestral mass. The
instruments of the conventional symphonic orchestras lack the sharp, decided tone quality of the bell xylophones and marimbas, which
when well played seem to float above the mass of the orchestral tone colors like oil on the waters. The Russians have realized the
effective possibilities of bells in their orchestral music. The bells and percussion instruments I have mentioned "cut" through the
masses of tone, as it were, without affecting them in a disturbing manner, however. They seem to be in a different dimension of tonal
space.
One other feature that has been perfected in Jazz music is the introduction of the vibrato in the wind instruments. All wind
instruments should be played with vibrato-at least to the same extent as the string instruments.
Jazz will not influence classical music. Musically speaking, we are in an epoch that is not unlike the time of J. S. Bach. An
enormous number of musical influences of greatest variety seems to be pouring in on us. Jazz also is one of these manifestations. But
Jazz will hardly affect the classic music very fruitfully. On the other hand it has borrowed to a large extent from classical music. The
public likes Jazz because of the brevity of its forms and the slight mental demands on the listener. No music is ever popular that is too
long or too complicated. On the other hand, lengthiness and the ability to handle complicated forms of music are the invariable marks
of the really great genius. Consequently the laws of Jazz can never govern music that has "depth" and "meaning." It is not my intention
to disparage Jazz or any other popular music. The world needs popular music, and we should gratefully appreciate is that the ragtime
of years past was transformed into the Jazz of today; but between the best popular music and classic music there will always be the
same difference as between a pretty country cottage and a cathedral.

JULY 3, - COLLIER'S
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WHERE HAVE I HEARD THAT TUNE BEFORE? The Jazzhound is becoming a highbrow and jazz-on-the-radio has to
answer for it. by Robert Haven Schauffler
Doornails, Dundreary whiskers, solid-tire bicycles, John Brown's body. None of these seem any more defunct, to most of us,
than a piece of cast-of jazz like "Yes, We Have no Bananas."
After all, are we right? Nothing, of course, could be more hopelessly dead than the purely jazz part of "Bananas." But its soul,
which it stole from the classics, is like John Brown's. It goes marching on. Every time a lover of popular music hears the Hallelujah
Chorus out of Handel's "Messiah," or that thing about marble halls from "The Bohemian Girl," he recalls where the soul of Bananas"
came from. He tingles with that pleasure of recognition which does so much to make the arts and life itself agreeable. And his liking
for the classics goes up a peg.
Of course all right-thinking musicians deplore the vicious way jazz has of taking its tune where it finds it, and perverting the
classics to its own purposes. But even this vice has something to be said for it.

At least it deftly smuggles bits of the world's greatest music into everybody's system.
A famous musician tells me that one of her more frivolous and backward piano pupils recently surprised her by begging to
play the four-hand arrangement of Schubert's "Unfinished Symphony." The teacher traced this sudden, astonishing enthusiasm back to
a certain jazzy waltz built on the most famous tune in the "Unfinished." The jazz part had evaporated, leaving in the girl's mind a
residue of pure Schubert.
There is an undeniable something about jazz rhythms that helps the mind to remember tunes.
"Seven Inches Nearer to Heaven"
The essentially jazz part of the piece is highly perishable and vanishes, leaving behind in the brain the beginnings of a choice
collection of mental phonograph disks of the classics. Then, the first time you hear one of these classics adequately given in its original
form, you have an agreeable shock of surprise and delight. I know a teamster who became an opera fan. He grew into it from liking
that popular song about Caruso, "My Brother Carus' " which brought in a quotation from the prologue to "Pagliacci."
I have just been turning over the files of one of the largest broadcasting stations in America. Hundreds of thousands of radio
fans keep writing to tell this station of their musical likes and dislikes.
These letters have strengthened by conviction that, during the last five years, the world has been fast growing to like good
music. And the chief cause of this astonishing change has been-jazz-on-the-radio.
Letters like this from a Minnesota doctor are typical:
"Radio has made me a highbrow in a musical way; jazz and just ordinary music fail to hold any interest for me. A few years
ago grand opera went entirely over my head. I suppose this is also true of many other listeners."
A Connecticut housewife wrote her thanks for the broadcasting of a Philharmonic concert, and told of its effect upon her
sixteen-year-old brother, a typical jazz fiend:
"When they started he asked me whether it would be all like that, he thought it was pretty dry; but when John Powell began to
play he sat like one spellbound, and so did It, and I thought how like the brother and sister in the picture called "Beethoven's Sonata'
we were.
"Well, I never saw such a change come over anyone as came over that boy; he just sat there, eyes closed, with his hand over
his mouth for fear he would make some utterance and so mill one note of that music. Every once in a while he would look up as if to
heaven and raise his hands and then drop them in perfect awe. Every move he made was a picture. And when it ended he kept saying
over and over, 'Oh, I feel about seven inches nearer to heaven.' "
And this is from a Washington flapper:
"My musical knowledge was rather limited to jazz....... I didn't know the higher class of music. About a year ago I became
interested in radio and built myself a cheap crystal set.
"Certainly was surprised how little good music I had heard before getting that set. I have kept a list of selections I have liked
which I have heard over radio and it runs well over 400, and not one is jazz, so you can see how my musical taste has improved."
Radio has ground jazz almost to death. The job had not taken long, because the grinding has kept on with such untiring vigor
and because the music was made of such shoddy materials.
As late as last year, everywhere you tuned in you picked up a different piece of snappy syncopation. But they all sounded like
the same piece. Presently people began to sicken of the monotony. And then the astonishing change in popular taste began to be
noticeable.
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The fact is that jazz-plus-radio is rapidly adding an upper story to the brows of your cook, your plumber, your newsboy and
your garbage collector. The other day my friend Gooch's iceman inquired, as he filled the refrigerator:
"Say, bass, what's your job?"
"I'm an announcer."
One touch of radio makes the whole world kin. Mike grinningly confessed that he was nuts on this subject.
"I made me a fine set fer $12 out o' parts from the fi' and ten cent store."
"Well, Gooch asked, "what tunes do you like best? Jazz, I suppose."
"Naw!" said Mike with disgust. I used ter. But now I likes Tschaikovsky."
As an educator jazz is a brilliant success. In itself it is nothing to write home about. So far as its poor, flimsy subject matter
goes, it is little better than the poverty-stricken ragtime of ten years ago. But the soul of jazz goes marching on because it has a
surprising power of impulsion and enlightenment.
Take this business of harmony. The old ragtime had just about one-third more variety than that monotonous instrument, the
mouth organ, where you blow for one kind of chord and inhale for a second.
Ragtime stupidity stuck to those three indispensable chords. Sometimes, as a terrific sensation, it rang in a stray barber-shop
chord.
Even Wagner Didn't Get It All
Jazz was not satisfied with any such cheap outfit. Beginning with that epoch-making trick harmony in "The Magic Melody," it
gradually brought in all the rich and subtle harmonies of modern symphonic music.
Incidentally, a slapstick effect, which was first used merely to raise a laugh, has also raised the popular appreciation of
harmony. The jazziest feature of jazz is the so-called "smear," or slow slide of the trombone and saxophone. Quite by accident it has
given people a liberal harmonic education.
Why, the up-to-date jazzite will go further and calmly stand for effects which would make the most hardened habitue of the
symphony bound up as if from a sharp tack. For instance, that place in "Kitten on the Keys," where major and minor keys
simultaneously mix up in a free-for-all , with the good furflying free.
Then jazz raised the ante. It slipped the world, in hypodermic form, something with an even more forbidding sound.
When the two vaudeville artists come out, one playing "The Old Folks at Home" with a violin bow on a carpenter's saw, while
the other does Dvorak's "Humoresque" on a bicycle pump, the lover of popular music likes it unrestrainedly. He is pleased to hear how
drolly well these two pieces pair off, like a couple of friendly pups in a basket.
He enjoys himself when the jazz band's clarinets lets himself go and improvises, above the established melody of the latest hit,
a new and florid tune.
If you had told him that he was about to hear a thing known as counterpoint he would have looked about hastily for his hat-or
perhaps for a lethal weapon. If you had assured him he would like it, he would have given you the laugh.
The terrible word probably means to him an extra dry thing called a fugue, where, as Daniel Gregory Mason once remarked,
the voices enter one by one, and the audience walks out one by one.
He does not realize that counterpoint simply means making two or more tunes, or different parts of the same tune, go together
simultaneously, and set each other off to advantage. But in time he will enjoy that witty stroke of genius near the end of the
"Meistersinger" overture, where the three principal tunes are all going at once and bringing out each other's fine points. Most
fascinating is this cross-tone-puzzle business of weaving melodies, which gives music a more durable fiber. By slyly coaxing the world
to like counterpoint, jazz-on-the-radio has immensely widened its possible range of enjoyment.
Besides showing people how to relish two keys and two tunes at once, this new educator has even shown them how to enjoy
two different rhythms at once. Jazz took up syncopation where ragtime left off and worked this primitive effect up into a system of rich
and complex rhythm worthy of the great masters of classical music. Then it forged ahead on pioneer lines and struck out an original
thing that might be called rhythmic counterpoint. Aaron Copland, the brilliant young American composer, feels that the essence of jazz
is a steady, formal, basic rhythm, with another rhythm, strange and florid, gamboling fantastically above it, like a small monkey doing
stunts on the back of a St. Bernard.
This is new stuff. It is so advanced that there is precious little of it to be found, as yet, in even in the most modern highbrow
music.
Jazz has also been a pioneer in another field, the jazz band which has proved a source of eager inspiration to the classical
composers of Europe.
Ten years ago the average man found it hard to tell the different instruments apart. Then jazz came along and now in picking
up a symphony orchestra on the radio, his unconsciously trained ear can distinguish between the tone quality of flutes, oboes, trumpets,
clarinets, and French horns, and can tell a xylophone from a set of chimes. Instrumentally speaking, he is now in a position to tell the
birds from the wild flowers and a bee from a bull's foot.
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I was at a six-table bridge party the other night where they fell to discussing the composition of the jazz orchestra coming over
the radio. Only two instruments, the viola and the double bass, were not correctly spotted. Such a thing could not have happened in the
old ragtime days.
Here, for the first time, is a popular music which has become a persuasive advance agent of the highbrow. It educates its fans
to understand, and stand for, the tunes, the harmony, counterpoint, rhythm and instrumentation of the classics. Jazz ragged the classics.
Now the classics are turning around and reducing it to rags.
Two of our leading broadcasting stations find that the demand for jazz has sunk, in the last five years, from about 80 per cent
to about 10 per cent. The demand for the classics has risen sharply, but not quite at a corresponding rate. The difference is accounted
for by the constantly diminishing body of lovers of what might be called jazzies-or jazzed classics and by the growing demand for talks
by prominent persons.
These figures are a striking endorsement of jazz as a self-effacing uplifter of taste. I cannot agree with the well-known
national woman's club official who declared that it had "put the sin in syncopation." That would be as reckless as to claim that Deems
Taylor and Igor Strawinsky had put the phony in symphony.
Paul Whiteman was right in describing jazz as "a suspension bridge to better things."
This state of affairs reminds me of a Lincoln story which I know to be true, and believe to be new. I had it from an old lady in
South Orange, N. J., who once kept a small store near the Capitol and sold Lincoln his socks.
One day she was sitting in a Washington park near a gang of urchins who were fighting over an apple. The President was
sitting on a bench, reading the Bible to Tad.
"What's the trouble, boys?" he asked.
"These kids want bites out o' my apple," complained Jimmie, the owner. "Want to leave me just the core!"
"Well," drawled Lincoln, "what's the matter with letting them have bites? The core's the best part." (This was a new one in
those days.)
At length Jimmie succumbed to the President's charm. But, having fed the gang, he came running up ruefully and exhibited
the core with a fat green worm in it.
"See, now," he cried bitterly, "I ain't got nothin' left!"
He was on the point of squashing the enemy when Lincoln said:
"Oh, come, Jimmie, let the worm enjoy that core."
When the worm was reluctantly spared the President pulled out a dime and gave it to the boy, who ran off happy for more
apples.
Well, the phonograph, the cabaret and radio have all taken large bites out of jazz, until now the former jazz fan thinks he
discovers the worm of familiarity at the core. But the worm has undergone a transformation, and on its new gorgeous wings he has
flown from the harmonica to the Philharmonic.
Very possibly the jazz fan may discover with a start that he is the musical double of the Frenchman who was astonished to
find that he had, without knowing it, been talking prose all his life. He may find that he has become unconsciously a highbrow.
If you know any self-styled lowbrow who has grown sophisticated of jazz, and then grown sick of it, try an experiment on
him. See whether his brow has not unconsciously acquired altitude while he slept.
Try him out on the classics. Only do not get his back up by calling them that. Ask him if he likes this super-jazz that
everybody is raving about.
Then test his new harmonic sense on a good version of "Finlandia" by Sibelius. Only give it some snappy name like
"Midnight on Broadway," by Gershwin.
Try out his recently acquired relish for counterpoint with the end of the "Meistersinger" overture. But call it Irving Berlin's
"Jazz Millennium."
Tickle his new rhythmic sense with the scherzo of Beethoven's sixth string quartet, labeling it "The Coral Gables Shudder."
Flatter his new zest in crisp instrumentation with the fourth movement of Tschaikovsky's Fourth Symphony. Only call it Zez Confrey's
"Jazzody in Bright Yellow on the Theme 'Everybody Works But Father.' "
If he enjoys these, break gently to him the secret of their real names. And if he rallies from the shock, put on a short piece of
conventional Negro jazz.
Then, by contrast to this warmed-over music hash, with its stale bits of chopped tune, let him see if he is not ready for the pure
delight of Schubert's "Unfinished Symphony."
The Uplift of Agony
A phonograph saleslady in Birmingham, Ala., was trying to sell a selection from a cheap Italian opera to a girl jazz fiend who
"wouldn't hear to any of that dry stuff." But the saleslady persisted. Finally she pointed out that the high note corresponded to a shriek
of agony. This caught the fiend's attention, and she took the record.
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In a week she came back and eagerly demanded "some more with them there high notes of agony. I'll say it's sure made a hit
with me and me friends. At first I thought it was jest squawkin'. But now I see it means somethin'!"
It is a long step forward in appreciation when an art begins to mean something. The average lover of popular music has been
laboring under the impression that jazz is "jest jazz." It is a dramatic moment for him when, after what he considers an everyday climb
among the foothills of popular syncopation, he suddenly realize his where-abouts-in the sparkling ether with the whole world of music
at his feet.

JULY 8, - MUSIC LEADER
JAZZ IN ITALY - One wonders whether the status of jazz will ever be decided. Now, while everyone is chuckling over Mr.
Paul Whiteman's genial apologia for his high art, a cry comes from Italy excoriating this delectable musical idiom in no uncertain
tones. The spokesman for the infuriated classicists is no other than Pietro Mascagni. What he doesn't say against jazz is nobody's
business.
"When I listen to the howling, groaning, brutal noise-making of a jazz band," declared the composer of "Cavalleria," "it
makes me unutterably ill. Especially the saxophone players who try to imitate the voice of the most ignoble animals.
"Let us get rid of it and go back to Johann Strauss, who knew how to write dance music full of charm and abandon."
Mario Corti, famous violinist and professor of the Cecilian Academy, is less violent in his denunciations, and his explanations
go far towards clarifying his colleague's advanced views. He even admits a fondness for American jazz, saying: "We love its vigor, its
novelty, its gaiety and freshness, but"- and here is the key to the entire turmoil-"it is too much from the path of our traditions to be
fused with or into our music. Indeed, it represents a danger which we must avoid."
It is obvious that Signor Corti considers jazz the indigenous idiom of these United States, for he continues: "Italy does not
have to look to America for fuel for her musical genius."
Signor Corti, enumerating the "Big Nine" in the renaissance of Italian music, says that none of them are influenced by jazz,
although his inclusion of Casella with these uncontaminated ones makes us suspect that his analytical sense was on a vacation. The
case of Respighi, too, presents food for thought, for here is a truly great composer who, unaffected by jazz, yet introduced the tawdry
device of a phonograph record in one of his best symphonic poems, in order that verismo might be attained.
American Negro spirituals and Negro work songs are becoming increasingly popular in Germany. Critics there are not often
friendly to jazz, although five concerts given in Berlin recently by Paul Whiteman. The Herr Doktors of the critical profession consider
the spiritual the greatest American contribution to music.

JULY 14, - THE NEW REPUBLIC
SHANTY-BOY BALLADS AND BLUES. - The present writer has recently complained in the pages of the pedantic
treatment which popularly receive at the hands of the folk-lore scholars. He especially deprecated the anti-literary policy of the
collectors which leads them to neglect the more interesting versions of ballads preserved in printed books or originated and made
famous by particularly gifted ballad-singers and to put a premium on the commoner versions which have been nuded of their wittiest
lines or their most pictureque details by the erosion of unretentive memories and inaccurate ears. He suggested that it might be at least
as valuable, from the literary point of view, to put on record the real poetry of the people, as it could be, from the scientific one, to
collate all their banalities and stupidities,
Since he wrote, two new books have appeared, one of which perfectly meets his requirements and the other of which,
although following the formula of traditional ballad scholarship, shows real literary appreciation on the part of the editor. Professor
Rickaby, the compiler of a collection of Ballads and Songs of the Shanty-Boy (Harvard University Press), has evidently worked in the
shadow of the Child tradition: he states an original intention of excluding from his book all songs which, however popular among the
lumberjacks, should not deal directly with their life work and of "including all obtainable variants and fragments of all of these"; and
he apologizes for ...admitting one of the very best ballads of a lumberjack master composer on the ground that, though it was
frequently sung by the latter on his rounds, he cannot be sure that it had any "folk-currency." Professor Rickaby has however, inhibited
both these scholarly impulses; and the written ballads of W. N. Allen, the master composer referred to, constitute precisely one of the
most interesting features of his collection. Professor Rickaby, stumbling upon evidence that Mr. Allen was the original author of a
certain popular ballad, took the trouble to look him up to interview him at his home in Wausau, Wisconsin, and discovered that Mr.
Allen, who is now in his eighty year, was the creator, not only of the ballad in question out of a number of others as well and that the
original versions of his songs, in their treatment of pathetic situations, showed a strange vein of ironic humor (plainly traceable to the
author's Irish extraction), which had become obliterated in the course of their transmission through simpler minds. Of one of his tragic
heroes, for example, Mr. Allen had written as follows:
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His pants were made out of two meal-sacks, with a parch a foot square on each knee.
His shirt and his jacket were dyed with the bark of a butternut tree.
He wore a large open-faced ticker with almost a yard of stell chain,
When he went away with Ross Gamble from the banks of the Little Eau Pleine.
And of the death of another:
The bold Wisconsin River is now roaring o'er his bones.
His companions are the catfish, and his grave a pile of stones.
For he fell off a rapids piece on the falls at mosinee,
And ended thus his faithful love and all his misery.
Mr. Allen, Professor Ricaby tells us, always describes his compositions as "poems"; and we do not feel that he is justified in
doing so. Here is the curse of the bereaved heroine of The Banks of the Little Eau Pleine:
My curses attend you, Wisconsin! May your rapids and falls cease to roar.
May every tow-head and sand-bar be as dry as a log schoolhouse floor.
May the willows upon all your islands lie down like a field of ripe grain,
For taking my jolly young raftsman away from the Little Eau Pleine.
And his apostrophe to the Noble Big Pine Tree has a genuine poignancy with its vision of the gigantic trunk, it whose
magnificence the lumberman sees only money, first brought thundering down to the consternation of the birds and squirrels which have
lived in it, then laid out in a winding-sheet of snow, then cut up, then rolled into the river, then goaded down to the mill, then sawed
into planks, then rafted through dams and rocks, then sold to build a lonely farm-house, then bleached by the sleet and the rain, then
burnt by a prairie fire.
The other collection, Blues: An Anthology (A. and C. Boni), is a monument to an even more remarkable composer of popular
ballads. Mr. W. C. Handy, a Negro, enjoys the undisputed distinction of having, by dint of this individual genius, brought the "blues"
from their comparative obscurity as folk-songs to their present pitch in popularity, and his admirable selection in this volume exhibits
in brief the whole history of the form, from its first beginnings in spirituals and "pats," through the more sophisticated developments of
Handy and other Negroes and its later phases in the hands of white composers, to its final "highbrow" metamorphosis in Gershwin and
Carpenter. There is an introduction by Mr. Abbe Niles, who, standing outside the university tradition, has written an excellent critical
essay full of literary and musical appreciation and based on an exhaustive study of his subject. Here we watch the evolution of a
popular for, not in its decadence toward folk-lore, but in all its flowerings, vulgar and polite. Mr. Niles has supplied a history, not
merely of the blues, but of the whole growth of modern jazz, with an analysis of its nature, both intelligent and scholarly, and an
account of its principal exponents. The career of Handy himself is particularly interesting as an example of the conscious use by a
gifted ballad-writer of folk-material. Mr. Handy, the son of a Methodist minister in Florence, Alabama, and a man of some musical
education, has not only laid under contribution blues and spirituals already developed, but has seen the value of all sorts of scraps of
music and poetry picked up in all sorts of corners: the chant of a Negro Elder urging his congregation to contribute to the plate, the
drone of an old blind beggar-woman on a street corner in Memphis, a pianist in a Memphis saloon, and even the improvised song of a
Negro housewife overheard to exclaim, while she was a hanging out clothes, "I wonder where's my good ole use-to-be!" On another
occasion, Mr. Handy heard a drunken woman sing, "My man's got a heart like a rock cast in de sea!"; he asked an onlooker what this
meant and received the reply, "It's hard-an' gone so far she can't reach it." He used the figure many years afterwards in the words of
one of his blues.
The anthology of Blues, which includes complete musical texts of all its songs, and a set of drawings, some of them excellent,
by Covarrubias, is thus the most satisfactory work in the field of American balladry that I have recently seen. it makes one wish for a
general anthology compiled on the same principles. Will not Professor Louise Pound, or someone else, some day give us one? Such an
anthology should contain examples of British ballads brought to America, of the type of Johnny Randall and Lord Lovel; The
handman's Song and Billy Boy; songs of our wars, Yankee Doodle, Hunters of Kentucky, John Brown's Body and The Bonny Blue
Flag; cowboy ballads, Git Along Little Dogies and Bury Me Not on the Lone Prairie; songs of the hard life of the pioneers, Starving to
Death on a Government Claim, The Arkansas Traveler and The Dreay Black Hills; Stephen Foster, Francis Scott Key and Julia Ward
Howe; ballads of celebrated criminals, Captain Kidd, Jesse James, Frankie and Johnny, and Stagolee; and of tragic accidents, Fair
Charlotte and Casey Jones; ballads of shipwrecks and prize-fights; a comprehensive Negro selection, beginning with the remnants of
African slave-songs, and proceeding through Creole songs in French, work-songs of the steamboat and the railroad and religious
spirituals, to minstrel songs, modern blues and modern "baptism'' ballats"; lumberjack ballads from Washington to Maine; sailors'
chanties; temperance songs, Oh, Don't Go Out Tonight, Dear Father; sentimental ballads of the end of the century, My Mother Was a
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Lady and A Bird in a Gilded Cage; rakish songs from Jolly Dogs to The Man Who Broke the Bank at Monte Carlo; Sweet Marie,
Walking Down Broadway and the Sidewalks of New York; college songs, My Last Cigar and the nonsense parody of Excelsior;
Chauncey Olcott, George M Cohan, Montgomery and Stone: political songs; Irving Berlin and the best lyrics of Wodehouse; the
mournful narratives of Charley Case and the snappy wisecracks of Eddie Cantor; songs of the War, The Little Marine, Beautiful Katy,
Oh, How I Hate to Get Up in the Morning, Keep Your Head Down, Alleman', and Beautiful Paris; and, finally, the most amusing jazz
ballads, Hard-Hannah and Louisville Lou. Nor do I see why it should not be possible to follow the example of Bishop Percy and to
enrich the collection by the inclusion of poems which have affinities to popular balladry: certain pieces of Bret Harte, Field and Riley,
John Hay, Henry Drummond, Robert Service and the Negro poets. If such a collection were as well selected and the well annotated and
introduced as the Handy-Niles anthology, it would supply a whole history of the continent and constitute a valuable contribution to our
literature. Edmund Wilson.

JULY 15, - METRONOME
ARE THEATRE AUDIENCES LISTLESS TO THE ORCHESTRA? by J. Wilson Roy. It seems to be a well-established fact
that our present mode of living borders on neuroticism; this is the age of restlessness; jazz, gin and jargon may be largely responsible
for this quest for something bizarre. Conservatism has been eliminated from our modern existence; our younger sets-and even our
middle-aged-have announced their slogan in terms of "down with everything that's up," and, whether we will or not, we must keep pace
with the new order of things or fall by the wayside, the while we ruminate over the so-called "good old days."
Probably the answer to our caption-"Are Theater Audiences Listless to the Orchestra-can be found in these preceding lines.
There is undoubtedly an indifference among playgoers to the work of our musicians in the theater, and the reason may be logically
traced to this craving for "something different."
As we view the situation, it is debatable whether our boasted advancement in theatrical affairs is real. It is questionable
whether our stage entertainment of today can be correctly scheduled as either intelligent or satisfying, yet there can be no doubt that
considerable progress has been made in the orchestral part of the performance.
For may generations the orchestra has always been accepted as an attribute to the theater; the overture has been used to create
an atmosphere relative to the play, and, generally speaking, this motif is still in vague. The utility of the orchestra never has been
questioned. Is not our "melodrama" a derivative of "melody" and "drama?" There is as much need of musicians in the theater today as
ever before, yet this generation of "revolutionists" looks askance on the orchestra.
It was thought that with the passing of the thirst-quenching places, the male portion of our audiences would feel an aching
void that would be filled by sweet melody, classical selections, or ear-tickling ragtime music, but has that hope been realized? Did you
ever watch the scramble up the aisles following the drop of the curtain on the first or second act? The anxiety to reach the foyer before
the orchestra leader swung his baton for the opening bar of music was almost feverish.
One would think several hours had been consumed in "planting the plot" instead of the customary 40 or 45 minutes since the
rise of the curtain. The remnant of the audience is composed of ladies and "obedient" husbands, and only a small percentage of these
seems interested in the work of the orchestra. In the majority of instances, "L'entracte" music is the signal for garrulity and gossip, and
this is generally loud and long enough to disturb those who would give ear to the orchestra.
Is It probable that a deeper reason may be offered for this listlessness? We know of none beyond that we have suggested. It
has not been because of any short-comings on the part of the leader or his orchestra. In Cleveland we have orchestra leaders who keep
pace with the latest music; many of the newest orchestrations find places on our programs, and in too many cases merely a lukewarm
interest is shown in this or that selection.
The thought comes to us that much of this listlessness is found in our legitimate theaters and that a better feeling exists in our
motion picture houses. There seems to be more emphasis put on the musical part of the entertainment offered in screen palaces than in
the temple of the drama. This is not confined to jazz tunes, but we find that operatic selections and melodies of the great composers are
given attentive audience and receive the plaudits of the crowd when played by orchestra in our film palaces.
There is only one conclusion that seems reasonable to us. The legitimate theater audience looks on the overture and
"l'entracte' selections as merely "fillers" in order to set the stage for the succeeding action, whereas the musical program in the motion
picture houses in an integral part of the entertainment. Whether or not the number of musicians used in the film houses has any bearing
on the interest manifested by the audience we cannot say, but it is possible that an orchestra composed of a score of real musicians does
bring a certain amount of prestige and command attention because of its evident importance.
In any case, it cannot be gain-said that legitimate theater audiences are listless in the matter of the orchestra. There is little
incentive given orchestra leaders to provide first-class numbers, yet they bear this listlessness with a certain degree of stoical heroism.
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AUGUST 19, - MUSICAL COURIER
THE SPIRITUALS COME INTO THEIR OWN J. Rosemond Johnson and Taylor Gordon Unique Interpreters of the Negro
Folk-Songs-A New Johnson Book of Spirituals.
J. Rosemond Johnson dropped in at the Musical Courier office the other day and the conversation naturally turned to the
second book of Negro Spirituals, which, following the marked success of the first book, that has already sold some 15,000 copies, will
naturally follow. Publication will come in September from the Viking Press. The new volume, said Mr. Johnson, will have more
Spirituals of a philosophic turn and less prayerful ones, than the first volume. "I think on the whole it will be better than the first book."
said he, "It has fewer of the best known Spirituals, most of which were included in the first volume, but these others are equally fine
and a great many of them have never been set down before." Among them are: Sometimes I Feel Like a Motherless Child, Walk
Together Children, I Want God's Heab'n To Be Mine, Zekiel Saw De Wheel, A Little Talk Wid Jesus Makes It Right, Daniel Saw De
Stone, Same Train, I Want To Die Easy When I Die, Walk Down De Lane, Members, Don't Get Weary, and That Great Gettin-up
Mornin'. Mr. Johnson quoted a couplet from one of the songs in the new book, which has a strikingly poetic beauty:
Death been to my house: didn't stay longLooked in the bed, and my mother was gone.
"What started you making this collection of Spirituals, Mr. Johnson?'
It was a promise I made to a man who was always very friendly to me, the late Henry Edward Krehbiel, for many years critic
of the New York Tribune. He said to me once, 'Johnson I think you are more fitted than anybody else to do justice to those splendid
folk songs, now so rare, which we know as The Spirituals, and I want you to promise me that when you have an opportunity you will
set them down so that they may be preserved for posterity.' I never had the chance till after Mr. Krehbiel died."
That Mr. Krehbiel, himself particularly interested in Afro-American music and author of books on the subject, was right in his
feeling that Mr. Johnson was particularly fitted for this work is proved by the result. He is a thoroughly practical musician, a native of
the south, and was for ten years supervisor of music in all the colored schools of the State of Florida.
He and his associate, Taylor Gordon, a colored tenor with a most unusual voice, won striking success in the series of recitals
of Spirituals they gave last winter in New York and other large cities of the East. W. J. Henderson, writing in the New York Sun of
January 2, after their first New York recital, paid the two men an extraordinary compliment:
"Swinging the lantern through the shadows of the week, one discovers that the outstanding personality is Rosemond Johnson.
Of course Taylor Gordon occupies a place in the light, but somehow that crouching figure at the piano and that low, faint, sepulchral
voice chain the thought. This writer knows no other artist who can equal Rosemond Johnson in his particular accomplishment, which is
not easy to define. He is too young to have known slavery days and conditions. He is an educated man and a trained musician. Yet he
sings and plays accompaniments for spirituals as if he had lived through a whole library of Uncle Tom's Cabins. But always behind
everything he does, no matter how realistic, and in some moments even seemingly elemental, there lurks the spirit of the artist. Yes,
Rosamond Johnson was the foremost personality of the last week and together with Taylor Gordon he has revitalized the spiritual,
which was pretty nearly drowned under the flood of sophistication." Their audience was not content with hand-clapping but time after
time burst into vocal applause and cries of bravo. Next season they will be heard in numerous cities throughout the country, their
itinerary including appearances on the pacific Coast. They sing Spirituals as they should be sung. There is no softening them, or
turning them into art songs. The Boston Globe said of one of their programs:"......an evening more spiritual than many church services,
more dramatic than many plays, more truly musical than most concerts." Above all their offering is unique, something new on the
concert platform, with a feeling of genuineness that is too often lacking in recital halls. Without doubt they will enjoy the same
popularity in the South and West that is already theirs in the East.

SEPTEMBER 11, - LIVING AGE
THE GERMAN SIDE OF JAZZ by Paul Bernhard. Students of the times are all much excited about the sudden break in the
fence which has been set up between European music and the vulgar public. The culprits, it has been proved, are bold sailors, the
instigators and instruments of all kinds of uprisings and revolutions. Their chief activity is poking their noses into shady American
waterfront saloons, where they fritter their time away in immoral occupations.
Just as in the time of Louis XIV, when the European arts of sculpture, architecture, painting, and literature were suddenly
refreshed by oriental discoveries and broke out in Chinese Rococo, and just as the recently discovered art of Africa and the South Sea
Islands opened up new fields to men like Gaugin, so do we now stand in a new relation to musical ideas. For the first time in the
history of Western music we are being subjected to an influx of non-European elements. The general widening of all human interests
brought about during the last war, and the common economic struggle since, extends to European music-the racial expression of our
culture.
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This is inevitable. The kindly muse has deserted church and cathedral, and the romantic balconies of knights and troubadours.
From the homely folk song's fruitful soil, this music developed in the palaces of an artistically sophisticated aristocracy Haydn wrote
for it, and Mozart's charming orchestral music was composed for a select public. But the Revolution has opened a breach between
music and the social aristocracy. Our spiritual attitude has changed from the ground up. Hitherto each man had to apply himself
zealously to climbing up one more rung of the social ladder. Nowadays there is less prejudice, and for the first time in history the
people are allowed to listen.
Beethoven reached the popular audience; it was sophisticated enough to understand his symphonies. But music is now played
before still larger assemblages, to which everyone has access. The orchestra adapts itself to the dimensions of the hall, and the number
of listeners grows apace. The light rests of the gavotte and minuet have disappeared. Rhythm and time remain. The scherzo, derived
from the minuet or the slow waltz, persists in a new style that appeals to the people.
All boundaries are wiped aside. Tendencies that go down to the very basis of our social structure have for the last fifty years
been on the decline. Iron necessity splits musicians into little groups. The audience constructs its own conceptions, and the
composition is addressed to it alone. A tiny fraction of Europe is still the heir, the echo, and the incentive of musical production. But
the ordinary people, with their new supply of ideas, are very backward and incompetent. Their ego is incapable of grasping the
challenge of common enterprise that only the writers of their music can understand.
In Germany, beer-garden music is a factor in our culture. In an atmosphere of steins, hot-dogs, and sauerkraut, the ability to
appreciate it is being developed. The director of a military band steers his artistic course in constant danger of running aground. His
programme is made to include numerous elements, ranging from Parsifal to military marches. The latter are naturally reminiscent of
1870, and in their performance the kettledrum makes a continuous noise like the shooting of guns. Part of the band must, in the interest
of realism, sing or whistle at intervals.
We also have singing clubs, and even merry-go-round music, whose rhythm is formally set. True folk music is heard only in
the mountains, where clog dances and little ditties take their traditional place in the spiritual life of the people. Long ago these forms
congealed too solidly for any national music to spring out of them.
Jazz has adapted itself to the different countries that have taken it up, which have behaved as they always do during and after
a war. They are now all simplifying matters by taking the same direction. The old rhythms are dead so far as everyday use is
concerned. A single rhythm, simpler and more fluent, exists, and it is understood by all men, from the most primitive to the most highly
civilized. It has a quick march time. Not only are gavottes and minuets historical, but polkas and waltzes are becoming so too. The
national tunes of Italy, Spain, Scotland, Bavaria, and Hungary are disappearing. subsidized by foreign tourists, they eke out a brief life
in the hearts of the older generation. European youth knows only the rhythm of the modern dance-a combination of walking and
dancing.
In the years of the war and the Revolution, when there were no musical concerts, no beer or restaurants, the beer gardens
disappeared one after the other. Our new aristocracy of young workers, who had money to spend on pleasure, passed their leisure in
cafes, cabarets, and bars. There the piano player held sway in a so-called Paris setting, with first and second violins, cello, and flute.
The programme of this little orchestra, which naturally availed itself of national airs, had no connection with the old-fashioned styles.
In our larger towns the tendency will soon be toward a compromise, introduced by clever business managers, in the form of an
American variation of piano technique know as the jazz band. Through it Germany will understand the character of the new popular
dances in their full vehemence. There are scores of new compositions somewhere in the West being played in their original style and
setting, and all the restaurant and cafe orchestras are picking up refrains from them. The well-remembered dance craze has found a new
stimulus and breaks out in a regular epidemic.
The jazz band is an orgiastic dance orchestra such as Europe has never before seen. It is the instrumental and rhythmical
expression for bestial instincts in all their primitive force. Originating among American Negroes, and taken up by sailors and the mass
of the people, the jazz band as we know it to-day has developed along Anglo-Saxon lines into an art some-what similar to chamber
music-an art in which naive but stupefying instrumental qualities are violently brought into play. Since its first appearance in Germany
during the Revolution, it has enormously improved, and into the outburst of anarchy that followed the war the jazz band has step by
step brought reconciliation's. When we lived on rations or margarine and smuggled supplies from neighboring States, it occupied the
whole picture, and spiced our evenings with dance and song.
Cowbells, children's trumpets, and automobile horns were the fare that the returned warrior and his lady of the evening
demanded. The noise specialist unexpectedly cranked his klaxon and unleashed a continual clatter, or our ears were greeted with
rhythmical hammer-beats from a single iron bar. The originators of such novelties were at once accorded special favors by the
management. With the progressing tendency toward city life, when crowded conditions forced us to set up house-keeping in public
buildings where the temperature was sometimes below freezing, or even when we were forced to sleep out of doors, we had to confine
ourselves to the so-called spiritual weapons in order to make life bearable, and the jazz band became a stimulating influence. People
were apt to insist that the bass drummer, during his realistic reproduction of pantry noises, should at least stand on his head now and
then, and that the snare drummer, as a true artist, should throw his sticks in the air, hit his bass kettledrum with his foot and his triangle
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with his head or hip, and ring a bunch of cowbells, all within a hundredth of a second, while he still kept up a continual roll with his
drumsticks.
As the technique grew more complicated and the dictates of society more exigent, the jazz acrobats appeared in dress clothes.
They abandoned their elementary din. Their repertory became quieter, and appropriate music was provided for refined people at a
reasonable price.
The present make-up of the jazz band consists of a piano as the cornerstone, a violin, a banjo,-especially a five-stringed banjo,
or sometimes a banjo mandolin,-a high-E saxophone, a C or B saxophone to carry the melody, a bull fiddle, and a drum. The
secondary instruments may also include a cornet, bassoon, cello, Japanese or lotus flute (Suwanee whistle), and a flexatone. The lotus
flute is a long wooden tube, which is made to run through the scale by varying the air space with a plunger running the length of the
instrument. It has somewhat the same tone as our flute, and is also made in a similar shape. The flexatone-or tone swinger-is a kind of
metal castanet. When shaken it brings two clappers in contact with a tongue of metal. It sounds like a loud electric bell, but the pitch
can be varied. One of the most famous jazz bands has a singing saw-a toothed sword of steel which is either hit with a hammer or
plucked, and sings with a peculiar ghostly majesty.
The piano is the true leader, but the score and effects are entirely different from what we are accustomed to. It is degraded to
the role of a motor, an automatic piano, a London hurdy-gurdy. The left hand plays the part of a percussion instrument, a sort of deeper
drum, while the right hand executes wild runs like a mechanical piano, providing a tone background and leaving the melody to the
violins or the saxophone. The heavily impressed accompaniment, with its unshaken mechanical rhythm, is typical of this kind of music.
It follows that the noise of the tune-carrying instruments should be extremely think, so that the melody may make itself heard through
all variations. This is the part the violin plays in its runs and trills, or in its countermelody when the saxophone takes the lead. The
greatest possible contrast in tone is always sought for, together with increasing movement.
The banjo works on an entirely independent scheme. This long keyboard attached to a drum gives forth a hard metallic throb
when plucked. Its harmonizing functions are to provide a mezzo-soprano accompaniment and to fill in for the second violin and viola.
But what one gets from hearing the banjo in the jazz band is anything but varied. Its noise blends into a single din along with the
beating of the snare drum, and its enervating sharpness and monotony produce purely rhythmical effects.
The jazz band received its un-European, grotesque, and noisy character through the introduction of the saxophone. This was
invented by a Parisian manufacturer named Sax about 1840, and is named after him. It is unlike the classical metal wind instruments
employed in big orchestras, being more like the wood wind. It has a reed mouthpiece, and its horn is like that of the clarinet, though its
tone has a peculiar nasal quality. The competent jazz saxophonist brings to bear a comical technique-a nasal art, a dissatisfied, abusive,
wailing speech, which the composer occasionally allows to carry a solo part.
Weighty and important is the development of the drum. It requires an especially experienced, even refined and tasteful,
specialist. He is the man of surprises, the evoker of changes and jokes. No laws are set on his improvised fantasies. He represents the
musical prima causa, sitting, rhythm in hand, beyond the boundaries of noise and tone, He beats his instrument as if he were killing the
grandfather of all his enemies. he is the god of thunder and storm. He summons the dead from their graves and leads their skeletons a
clanking dance. He sets ghostlike birds swirling in the air with shrill cries and whistling, flapping wings. he rings deep underground
bells, and is a friend of blacksmiths, an old hand on the threshing floor, and knows the song of the motor. But he can also reproduce the
twittering of tiny birds, the cooing of doves, and suddenly we see deep-green almond trees under the azure dome of heaven and listen
to the lowing of herds. What is his musical equipment? The bass drum, with its cymbal on top and Tyrolese cowbell beside it. Next to
the drum, two differently pitched tambourines, like kettledrums without any bells. To the left a wooden, four-cornered tom-tom, or
Indian drum, either flat or composed of two tubes bound together. To the right of these is a little chime. At his feet is a pedal with
which he sets in motion a drumstick and a cymbal-beating apparatus. There is also a flat snare drum and a singing saw. All about him
lie castanets, rattles, tone-swingers, and such things.
As the ever-moving, magical figure of the bartender, all-knowing and sovereign, uncorks this bottle and that, shakes a drop
here and a drop there, crushes, grates, squeezes, and mixes everything into the drink that he is preparing, so sits the stoically moving
drummer among his acoustical ingredients and seasons the musical brew with kettledrum, thunder, screams, bells, rattles, cymbals,
whistling, singing, clapping, drumming, beating, scratching, rumbling, scraping, and smashing.
Only a few words about the composition. The best melodies are built on two motives, one high, the other low. But whatever is
sunk or beaten into this musical mess comes out admirably. It is full of all kinds of devilish syncopation, rhythm-veiling, and stops. No
tone or figure, however inharmonious, is avoided. A glistening mantle of the wildest colors is thrown over methods that are hopelessly
banal and a technique and rhythm that are purely mechanical. One feels the orgiastic emotions of primitive slaves breaking through.
Music? Certainly, though perhaps no more music than the Punch and Judy show is theatre. Was not Faust born from such a
background? May not these pieces be produced even now in Krakow, Lemburg, or Berlin, with English titles to boot? They do not last
long, but they represent the best-known European popular music. They have done away with national boundaries, and announce a
common driving-force of the same living civilization. As English clothes for men once influenced all popular dress, so in another
historical moment a similar manifestation of popular psychology is showing itself.
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The psychological side of the problem is best illustrated in a study of the decay of gypsy music, so similar externally to the
jazz band. The true gypsy band, with cymbals, tambourines, and gypsy clarinets, is to be found only in large inland country estates.
Many an aristocratic generation heard its music. The players were not slaves, but the rich man's palace was the spot where their art
originated. If the player were sick, he remained at his post with his instrument and knowledge. The little troupe hung on as the last
survival of a private orchestra. Heredity and tradition, convention and prejudice, made it the inheritor and guardian of a universal
music. They men can neither read nor write; they have no system of notation; but they master their instruments as poachers know their
preserves, and they alone of all musicians in the world can take any melody they have heard even once, harmonize it, instrumentalize
it, include it in their repertory, and never forget it.
Yet for all this artistic appearance, their music lacks the harmony essential to our epoch. In spite of the extraordinary ability of
these naive masters, they lack initiative. They fall short of artistic freedom. As long as the gypsy players perform for neighboring
gentlemen and tenants, their work remains as fettered as the course of a thoroughbred by the curb of its rider. These little groups
always receive their impulses from without. Their ears are always turned in that direction, and are continually alert to the influences
around them. The tempo and passion of gypsy music does not spring from their own restricted musical knowledge. Courtly tradition,
the position and age of the dancers, and the occasion of the feast, go to make up the form and substance of their playing. Often the
master of the house runs around behind the man at the cymbals and directs the evolution of the dance from the background. Thus the
confined creatures are still disciplined, and their artistic existence would be impossible if their homelike ways and rhythms were not so
deeply in their peasant blood, and if the character of their music were not of just such a nature that their playing has a personal and
appropriate quality. With the soul knowledge of the poor, they tickle the fancy of the aristocrat, improvising well-remembered
passages in the hope of a good financial reward.
The inexorable critic cannot but regard the passing of such a perfect and complete artistic technique. Here stands a real flower
of human culture. Being music of the eighteenth century, it is in a state of decay and must die. We have progressed beyond it, half glad,
half sorry. As we no longer see beautiful horses in public parks, but insignificant, impersonal automobiles, so have we left behind the
individual atmosphere of music, which was developed, to perfection by gypsy orchestras. The new music of democracy swings into
another sphere. Here there are no more masters or servants, no subjects and no objects, for the tones to express. The new musicians
don't care a hang whether their hearers and dancers are barons or bartenders, marquises or masseurs, but they accept them on sight on
the strength of appearance and general bearing . Their rhythm rolls over their heads with a crash. The piston strokes of the machinemen work inexorably. Is there a soul here? There is something human, anyway. The musical epoch expresses itself in sound. The forest
primeval is now a mere childhood memory dragged across marshes, hauled to and from over battlefields. Now it is lost in the
complicated tempo of asphalt streets. History goes forward. Here is life, bitter and unpleasant. Are we men with feelings? We do not
show them. Soul-stirrings? We twist our lips into a grimace. Pathos? We are worth what we are. Love? Yes, as a feast of spiritual
fulfillment. Shall we be drowned in it? No, we are not poets; we must work. But we are apostles and very wise. Our speech is the
speech of fools, but not the aristocratic speech of Shakespeare's fools. The world is no theatre; it is a circus. Only the clown can speak
the truth unrebuked.
It is clear from such comparisons that gypsy and jazz are two opposite poles of musical expression. In analyzing each we find
in the older from an overemphasis on feelings, and nowadays an overemphasis on will. Popular music is the mysterious expression of
the deep soul of the mass. This music is not an essential, but a meaningful expression of the entire spiritual life of a people. It is not an
accident that gypsy music has failed to take Europe by storm. The people, broken by machines, must logically bring forth other
elements of a mechanical civilization and so fulfill their destiny. But it is for the good of the new European popular style to make so
essential an element into art of the highest order. Here and there new flowers are sprouting. In lands unburdened with any traditions of
their own-Russia, England, and America-trumpets and drums begin to supplant the string quartette.
The great masters of the future will no longer composer German or Roman, but European, music. Its home will be Europe and
its ideas European. In the symphony of the future the dance step will appear improved, as the country and German dances were
developed by Beethoven. The new rhythm, the gift of Africa and America, loosens European soil like a plough and makes it fruitful for
a fresh crop. But in order to plant good seen in the native soil a noble personality is always required. The creative artist of any country
will flourish if he carries his work and music with him from his youth up. His visions should always be colored with the inheritance of
his forbears, scented with the fragrance of his home. People can distinguish Easterners from Westerners, the seafarer from the
mountaineer. The creator will always draw his strength from his native soil, though his visions and dreams may wander over far
unknown countries. Europe will be the one mother of all, and her children will understand her word, wherever it comes from. No more
national music will be written, yet national works of art will remain. The creator is eternally an individual. Indelibly marked with his
own land, his native themes, he is like a tree with the wind whistling through its branches.
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SEPTEMBER 18, - MUSICAL AMERICA
NEWMAN EXCORIATES JAZZ - From his exalted position as dean of the English music critics, Mr. Ernest Newman has
attacked jazz with as furious a lashing as the barbaric type of music has ever received since Apollo, the first classicist, flayed marsyas,
the first practitioner of jazz, for his presumption in challenging established usage. Portions of his article in last Sunday's London Times,
cabled to the New York Times, contain the essence of his virulent animadversions:
"Jazzists make a great point of their rhythmic innovations and the freedom of their rhythms. If they had any idea of what
rhythm meant, they would know that in comparison with the rhythms of any of the great composers from the sixteenth century onward
their own rhythms are merely as the sing-song of a nursery rhythm to the changing subtleties of a page of Shakespeare.
"Your typical jazz composer or jazz enthusiast is merely a musical illiterate who is absurdly pleased with little things because
he does not know how little they are. Had he any knowledge of history, he would know that all that is now happening in jazz happened
many centuries ago in vocal music, and that the end in the present case will be the same as in the earlier one.
"Jazz, in fact, is on the horns of a dilemma. You cannot have music without composers, and at present jazz has no composers
in the full sense of the term. The brains of the whole lot of them put together would not fill the lining of Johann Strauss' hat. At present,
jazz is not an art, but an industry; the whirring of a standardized machine endlessly turning out a standardized article. There is dancers
like it there is no reason why .... should not have it. But the day has gone by when musicians can even take a languid interest in the
thing, for musical people it is now the last word in brain lessness and boredom.
"Jazzists flatter themselves that they are the latest thing. the truth is that they are already the most tedious of back-numbers.
We all found jazz amusing for a little while-it was like a new cocktail-but most of us now would walk ten miles to escape hearing it.
"What should we say of a man, who would undertake to make Shakespeare acceptable to the masses by re-writing him in the
language of a New York Eastsider? For 'to be, or not to be: that is the question' let us say 'Yer for it or yer ain't; J'get me, kid.
"Mr. Whiteman's ideas on this subject are illuminative. He would not have 'Onward, Christian Soldiers' jazzed because this is
a 'sturdy majestic tune with a religious connection,' but the "Peer Gynt' suite and the 'Poet and Peasant' overture, why not jazz them?
Mr. Whiteman is to be thanked for letting us see so clearly the constitution of the jazz mind. He would not jazz a wrecked hymn tune,
but he regards Grieg and Suppe and Chopin and Handel and a few dozen others as fair game.
"Argument would be wasted on him and people of his way of thinking. All we musicians can do is to say to him and them:
'Jazz hymns, ancient and modern in future, as much as you like-most of them are hardly above your own intellectual level-but keep
your dirty paws off your betters,' "
Mr. Newman's bitterness would seem to arise more from personal exasperation than from cool critical judgment. Whatever
the cause of his irritation-be it Paul Whiteman's recent visit to London. Mr. Whitman's jaunty defense of his methods, or a temporary
surfeit of jazz-he has launched as violent a polemic as though the citadel of musical art were in imminent danger of being captured and
sacked by the syncopating host. The peril is not so grave as all that. No popular fad has ever yet succeeded in obscuring the beauty of
art or in checking its continuous development, and there is no reason to believe that in this case the forces of conservatism will be
routed by jazz in a catastrophic charivari.
His position in regard to the jazzing of the classics, major and minor, is a sound one, and is exactly the position which has
been maintained by MUSICAL AMERICA. His reference to the modernizing of Shakespeare was, in fact, anticipated by Mr. Oscar
Thompson, who wrote in our issue of Feb. 13 of this year; "If George Ade had rewritten Shakespeare in the slang of the day he would
have approximated the offense of the jazz hacks, who, for the sake of a new pot-boiler, take the melodies of great composers and bring
them down to the level of the musical ignoramus by means of their jazz restatements."
As we go to press, Mr. Whiteman has not yet been heard from in rebuttal. George Gershwin has stated that Mr. Newman's
criticism "is one of the most important things that has been said about jazz. I think he was talking more about jazzing the classics than
about jazz itself. Of course, it is argued that by jazzing the classics you introduce them, even in revised form, to many persons who
would not otherwise come in contact with them. But let Mr. Whiteman answer that. As for jazz itself, certain types are in bad taste, but
I do think it has certain elements that can be developed. I don't know whether it will be jazz when it's finished."

SEPTEMBER 19, - THE LITERARY DIGEST
ON WITH THE "CHARLESTON!" "The Dance That Demolished a building," as some writers name the "Charleston," has
received the approval of the Dancing Teachers' Convention, in session recently at the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel, New York. Against it
was quoted the accusation that its stamping rhythm had caused the disastrous collapse of the Pickwick Club in Boston, whereby fortyfour people were killed and many injured. Following that catastrophe, the Boston building department received a request from the
Mayor's office to issue an edict barring the "Charleston" from public dance-halls. But the extraordinary popularity of the new favorite
among dances was not abated, we are told, by its presumed guilt of the Pickwick Club slaughter. "Practically all dance teachers in New
York and other cities of the East," we read, "are forced to teach the Charleston." One teacher is quoted as saying that "while she did
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not greatly relish the Charleston, she thought a modified form of the dance, minus superfluous jazzing, would add life to an occasion,"
and that the Charleston "was distasteful to her only as it is danced by very young and over exultant flappers." In an article syndicated
by the International Feature Service we read:
From coast to coast the "Charleston" has caught the country swaying to its curious rhythm. No dance, since jazz first came
into vague with the "bunny-hug" and the "turkey-trot," has created such a furore.
Enthusiasts ecstatically stamp to its syncopated measures, while others, equally in earnest, denounce it. But the controversy
that is carried on everywhere concerning this latest mania has failed to stem its tide of popularity, America is "Charleston" mad.
After recalling the facts of the Boston tragedy, the article continues:
There were many similar cases cited to substantiate this supposition. The description in the Bible of the taking of Jericho tells
how, when the seven priests, proceeded by a force of armed men, compassed the city seven times "the wall fell down flat." Even to-day
when soldiers march across a bridge they are required to break step, for engineers assert that the strongest bridge built can not
withstand the strain of rhythmic vibration. A violin chord, if tuned to exactly the right pitch, will shatter a vase. It is regarded by some,
therefore, as not only a possibility but a fact that the "Charleston" was responsible for the Boston tragedy.
But for each one who believes the "Charleston" to be a dance of death, there are thousands who blithely trip its measures and
proclaim it the most harmless, tho fascinating, stunt that has yet been introduced.
Emil Coleman, famous orchestra leader, who has played at the Montmartre, club Lido, and other fashionable night haunts of
New York City, to admiring throngs of smart patrons, declares that the "Charleston" is the most characteristically American of any of
the modern dances. According to Mr. Coleman, the peculiar accent in time is the musical expression of the native temperament.
The "Charleston" is said to have originated on a little island off the coast of South Carolina. From there it found its way to the
city of Charleston, where it was first taken up by the Negroes. It became so popular among them that they inaugurated it in the muchfrequented night clubs of Harlem, New York City.
Bee Jackson, well-known dancer, is said to be the first white girl to feature the "Charleston." She saw it danced in "Runnin'
Wild," the colored musical show that became the rage of Broadway, and immediately decided to learn it. She took lessons from Lyda
Webb, dancer at the Club Alaham, and soon became an expert. She first put on the dance on Broadway in February, 1924, when she
appeared in "The Silver Slipper." Later she introduced it at the Club Richmond and the El Fey Club.
According to Miss Jackson, the "Charleston" is a very smooth dance when properly performed. people who are
inexperienced, she says, do a sort of clog, which is not, according to her, the correct way to dance the "Charleston." Miss Jackson uses
the original "Charleston" music from "Runnin' Wild" and "Georgia Brown" for her numbers.
The orchestration for the new "hoofing" mania is distinctive. According to Emil Coleman, the time and rhythm are the same
as in the fox-trot, but the accent, being oddly placed "between beats," makes the curious syncopation that has so violently taken the
country by storm, In the fox-trot the accent comes on the first and third beats; whereas in the "Charleston" it occurs on the first beat
and an eighth before the third beat. it is that little eighth "off-beat" that fascinates the lovers of jazz so that they just can't resist this
latest terpsichorean craze.
Another distinctive feature of the dance is that it is "flatfooted."
For the benefit of those optimistic persons who feel themselves capable of learning to dance by correspondence course, the
following information is given:
Oscar Duryea, American authority on modern dances, describes how it is actually performed. The position at the start is as
follows: Man's left foot behind the right, left toe at the heel of the right, both toes turned out-his partner's right foot in front of her left,
her right heel at the toe of her left foot, both toes turned out. The man raises the left foot and at the same time raises on the toe of the
right, turn both toes in, twisting on the ball of the right foot. With the feet in this position, both toes are twisted out, with the man's left
heel in front of his right tow-his partner's right heel in front at her left toe.
The man raises his left foot, at the same time rising on the ball of the right foot, and twists both toes in, then puts his left foot
behind the right one, and on the balls of both feet twists both toes out-his left toe behind at the right heel. His partner raises her right
foot, at the same time rising on the ball of her left foot and twists both toes in, then puts her right foot in front and on the balls of both
feet turns both toes out-her right toe in front at her left heel. A toddle movement is taken throughout all the "Charleston" steps, on the
foot on which the weight happens to be.

SEPTEMBER 19, - LITERARY DIGEST
THE NEGRO AS AN ARTIST. The Negro as "A Possible Artist" has never before excited such acute interest, says one of
their number, Mr. Countee Cullen. "Literary, musical and theatrical doors are opening for him at the touch of the knob." What the
Negro is to jazz and dancing needs no explaining. in the higher forms of music there is Roland Hayes and latterly Marion Anderson,
who was the only singer chosen out of some hundreds of contestants at the auditions for appearances in the summer Stadium Concerts.
She drew one of the largest audiences and acquitted herself with honors and applause. Mr. Cullen himself is a recent prize-winner in

- 816 -

the field of poetry; but he writes of all these things with just a touch of skepticism. "With some people this interest is a fad, transient as
Mah Jong or any other momentary escape from boredom. With others it is a serious attempt to delve into a mine of rich and varied
one." Of the latter, Mr. Cullen counts a book from the University of North Carolina Press on "The Negro and His Songs, by Howard
W. Odum and Guy B. Johnson. It is done, he says in The Survey (New York) , with "a scholarly acumen for detail, and a dispassionate
notation on the specimens." Mr. Cullen's own comments also indicate a point of view:
"Since even the most cultured and emancipated Negro can not plead absolute dissociation from his Southern brother, however
fettered, and since these songs are indigenous, root products, chips from the rock out of which the race was hewn, they may be taken
broadly as an index to the race life with the emphasis on the South. The Negro's inherent tendency to sing at all times, as well as his
earnest, heart-and-soul performance, is proverbial; and so a careful analysis of these songs furnishes light on the race not otherwise to
be gotten. When the Southern unlettered Negro sings in that low mournful tone with which he has made the modern 'blues' songs so
completely his own vehicle-You hurt my feelin's but I won't let on
Or when he announces, less elegantly but more forcefullyGot de blues but too damn mean to cry
his complaint assumes larger proportions than a personal attitude. he is voicing in his limited and untutored way a wholesale
race reaction to oppressive conditions. The racial stand of bearing and forbearing, with the silent determination to overcome, is no less
clearly exprest by him than by those who put their trust in modern princes, in religion, and the arts.
"Negroes, whom distressing conditions and daily disillusioning experiences have made extremely bitter, are often heard to
say, with more than a surface significance and with no reservations-'A white man is a white man every time.' To those of us who harbor
a belief in the divine fatherhood and human brotherhood such a doctrine is disturbing. The same thought, less poignant and apt to be
overlooked in its comic setting, is in the Southern Negro's song.
Well, it makes no dif'unce how you make out your time,
White man sho' bring nigger out behin'
If you work all the week, and work all the time,
White man sho' to bring nigger out behin'.
"The singer is aware of conditions against which he can not effectually protest, but finds satisfaction in showing there is no
wool over his eyes."
The section of religious songs is naturally larger than the others, and considering the appeal which the "spirituals" make in
current concerts, Mr. Cullen's comments are particularly interesting:
"It is to be doubted that the African ancestors of the American Negro worshipped their pagan deities with the same zest and
credulous dependence that the transplanted Negro bestowed upon the Christ whom he so completely took over to himself. Man,
whatever his pigmentation, seems scarcely ever as religious in prosperity as in adversity. So the Southern Negro, once having adopted
the Nazarene, keeps Him and His commandments to the letter, since emancipation for him has been really no more than a change in
nomenclature. The Northern Negro is, in general, less religious for the obverse reason.
"This observation is by no means to be taken as critically destructive. Whatever emotional attraction the Negro has lies in his
religious intensity, which keeps him from becoming apathetic under the enervating influences of too intense a civilization. Moreover,
the Negro's finest esthetic and artistic properties seem to spring from this fountainhead. The young Negro writers of too-day owes
much of their heritage of color and sound, of dramatic sensitivity, and rich imagination to these very properties in the southern Negro's
sacred songs. If the spiritual fire of the shoutin' Methodists and Baptists, to which two sects most Negroes both North and South
belong, can evoke such a vivid picture of conversion as: My feet got wet in de midnight dew ; An de mornin' star was a witness too, or
so subtle an innnuendo as: You may talk about me just as you please: I'll talk about yu when I git on my knees a safe conjecture would
be that Jean Toomer's color and dash, the severity of Claude McKay's denunciations, the white heat of Walter White's intense novel,
and surely much of Langston Hughes abandoned fervor, hearken back to this enthusiasm. And modern jazz, with its verve and highpulse beat, is Negro religion turned into another channel
"Of course, it is an extreme gesture that the Negro makes when he sings (probably with a bulging check):
Give me Jesus, Give me Jesus, You may hab' all dis worl'.
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"Mr. Odum and Mr. Johnson find that there are more vulgar songs among the southern low-type Negro than among other
people. If this be true, a layman's apology for it, or explanation, may be suggested in the fact that people under severe strain often find
relaxation in a good round of cussin'-not necessary, but apparently natural. And barring the Israelite, with whom he so often identifies
himself in his songs, the Negro surely hears the palm of ill-treatment.
"The fear has been exprest that the Negro spirituals are passing deathwards. Such an apprehension need give little concern.
The Negro considers these songs his most precious gift to the American artistic field, and if he frowns upon them at all, it is when they
are too elaborately tricked out in an artificiality that robs them of their sturdy simplicity. These songs interpret the Negro's life with the
accuracy of an index-finger, and not even the most violent alterations of superior art or jazz shall completely subdue them."
The Negro literary renaissance is not confined to New York, tho, naturally, since so many Negroes from the South have come
to live here in recent years the stimulus of city life has brought out more literary expression here than elsewhere. Upon this the New
York World comments:
"Seven hundred Negro writers and artists competed for the Amy Spingarn prizes, awarded at a Harlem meeting under the
auspices of The Crisis. It was not the only occasion in recent months when eminent white authors have joined in praising the fruits of
the new Negro literary movement. Older writers, like Stanley Braithwaite in criticism, Du Pois in the essay, James Weldon Johnson in
poetry, rose to distinction slowly and singly. But since 1920 there has come forward a group remarkable for its vigor, originality and
racial flavor. In fiction it includes Jessie Fauset and Walter White, whose novels, 'There is Confusion' and 'The Fire in the Flint,' are
able studies of race problems. In the short story it has produced Jean Toomer. it counts such poets as Claude McKay, the Jamaica-born
author of 'Harlem Shadows,' and two of the Springarn prize-winners Countee Cullen and Langston Hughes. These and others are
gaining the Negro a recognized place in contemporary letters.
"In the literary movement New York may feel a special pride. We have 175,000 colored residents packed into the Harlem
district, or 100,000 more than in any Southern center. Here a people whose American history till a generation ago was exclusively rural
have been given the stimulation and cultural advantages of the metropolis. They have now a number of their own intellectual, social,
and financial leaders to guide them. The response to the new environment is already striking, and promises to affect the Negro all over
the United States. Other arts-music, with Burleigh, Roland Hayes and Nathaniel Dett; the stage with Paul Robeson-have welcomed
Negroes, but perhaps naturally they find their fullest voice in literature."

SEPTEMBER 21, - THE MUSICAL DIGEST
JAZZ MUSIC, AND ITS PARTICULAR STING. Nothing published recently concerning jazz music and musicians has
caused quite the stir attributable to the comments of Ernest Newman which appeared a few days ago in the Sunday edition of the
London Times. Wearied of jazz, and the mistreatment of fine compositions by jazz "arrangers," the celebrated English music critic and
author spoke his mind. He spoke, moreover, with a freedom which disturbed followers of jazz, including Paul Whiteman, who
happened to be the individual on whom Newman lighted with particular vehemence.
"Jazzists," declared Mr. Newman, "Make a great point of their rhythmic innovations and the freedom of their rhythms. If they
had any idea of what rhythm meant they would know that in comparison with the rhythms of any of the great composers from the
sixteenth century onward their own rhythms are merely the sing-song of a nursery rhythm to the changing subleties of a page of
Shakespeare.
Typical Jazz Composer
"Your typical jazz composer or jazz enthusiast is merely a musical illiterate who is absurdly pleased with little things because
he does not now how little they are. Had he any knowledge of history he would know that all that is now happening in jazz happened
many centuries ago in vocal music, and that the end in the present case will be the same as in the earlier one.
"Jazz, in fact, is on the horns of a dilemma. You cannot have music without composers, and at present jazz has no composers
in the full sense of the term. The brains of the whole lot of them put together would not fill the lining of Johann Strauss' hat.
"At present jazz is not an art, but an industry; the whirring of a standardized machine endlessly turning out a standardized
article. There is no hope of salvation for it until a real composer takes it up, and no real composer would touch it because it is too
feeble and limited an instrument of expression for anyone who has anything to express.
"The thing is already dead from the neck up," continued Mr. Newman. "That it will remain popular for some time among the
musical illiterate is quite possible, and if the dancers like it there is no reason why they should not have it. But the day has gone by
when musicians can even take a languid interest in the thing; for musical people it is now the last word in brainlessness and boredom."
So far so good. But the metaphorical straw that broke the camel's back was Paul Whiteman, against whom the English critic
delivered the most bitter portion of his invective. Mr. Whiteman has had considerable to say in defense of jazzing the classics.
"What should we say," argued Mr. Newman, "of a man who would undertake to make Shakespeare acceptable to the masses
by rewriting him in the language of a New York East Sider? For to be, or not to be: that is the question,' let us say, 'Yer for it or yer
ain't J'get me, kid?'
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"Mr. Whitman's ideas on this subject indeed are illuminative. He would not have 'Onward Christian Soldier,' jazzed because
this is a 'sturdy majestic tune with a religious connection,' but the Peer Gynt Suite and the Poet and the Peasant Overture, why not jazz
them?
"Mr. Whiteman is to be tanked for letting us see so clearly the constitution of the jazz mind. He would not jazz a wrecked
hymn tune, but he regards Grieg and Suppe and Chopin and Handel and a few dozen others as fair game.
"Arguments would be wasted on him and people of his way of thinking. All we musicians can do is to say to him and them,
'jazz hymns, ancient and modern and future, as much as you like-most of them are hardly above your own intellectual level-but keep
your dirty paws off your betters.' "
No Whiteman Reply
Paul Whiteman could not be found to speak in his own behalf. He had gone to the Pacific Coast. George Gershwin, another
noted exponent of jazz, was willing to express himself on the subject, however.
Mr. Gershwin considers Mr. Newman's criticism as "one of the most important things that has been said about jazz," but
refused to comment on the attack on Mr. Whiteman. "The criticism is frankly directed at Paul Whiteman," he said. "Let him answer. I
am not even mentioned...... I think he was talking more about jazzing the classics than about jazz itself. Of course it is argued that by
jazzing the classic you introduce them.......as for jazz itself , certain types of it are in bad taste, but I do think it has certain elements
that can be developed."

MARCH 13, - LIVING AGE
FRANZ LEHAR ON JAZZ . Still another good word for jazz comes from the pen of Franz Lehar, the composer of The Merry
Widow and- most recently-Paganini. Writing in the Neue Freie Presse, Herr Lehar says: 'Every musical creation of one people may
have a stimulating and fruitful effect on the music of other peoples. The gypsy music of Hungary is a sufficient proof of this. After
being for centuries outlawed from serious consideration, and scorned by professional music critics, it was at last utilized in a variety of
ways by Liszt and Brahms,-to name only the greatest figures,-and is to-day fully recognized; its rhythms have been adapted by Johann
Strauss with the happiest results. I cannot see, therefore, why the melodies and harmonies of jazz-strange as they sound to our ears
now-should be forever excluded from the concept "music."
'In London I have heard Negro songs of so strangely melancholy a charm that I have been profoundly moved. They were like
the sounds of nature itself, outcries of a soul in despair, notes of mother-love or home-sickness so genuine, so penetrating, that one
could not turn a deaf ear to them. Must we deny that this is music, simply because its inventors were born with black skins? Yet if
Shakespeare could make a Negro the chief figure in one of his plays, why should we regard it as improper for Richard Strauss to
introduce a couple of measures of Negro music into an opera?
'Even the dance rhythms of jazz seem to me to deserve a word of defense. They are too natural, too obvious and convincing,
ever to disappear entirely from our music once they have been made at home in it. We have only two legs, and for that reason we had
to move almost entirely in two-four time. At any rate, it is the easiest time in which to dance, and the best suited for sustained dancinga point not to be scorned in a period when the age-limit for dancing is being extended upward so dizzily.
Of course the transposition of jazz rhythms into our own music presupposes a feeling for style, a solid taste, and great cultural
restraint. But given these things, there is no serious reason to object to enriching our powers of musical expression by adaptations of
jazz.
'This sort of addition to our store of musical forms will certainly not mean the abandonment of our own indigenous songs and
dances. I don't think there is any danger that in fifty years nothing but Negro songs will be sung in Vienna. And I think there is just as
little danger that the waltz-step-which is musically more valuable- will ever become archaic. The waltz-form, in spite of Johann
Strauss, is not yet exhausted. The present generation and its successors will write many charming waltzes, and the waltz will be danced
in Vienna as long as there are Viennese orchestra.'

OCTOBER 1, - METRONOME
IMPROVISATION IS INTRODUCED AT PEABODY. - Bach is no less the despair than the delight of musicians, Bach and
Beethoven and Schumann and the rest.
For one no sooner plays lovely and soaring music than one is beset by the intolerably impotent urge to create like music to
trouble the stars.
By the same token those who have most the musician's envy are not, as with the layman, the performers-the interpreters, but
the improvisers who have devised some one thing or another to break the tonal silence that has grown about us of late. For the urge to
speak one's own thoughts, however negligent, drives us all.
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There was a time when musicians improvised naturally as they played. So every student was a potential composer. But the
evil days of pen and ink befell the student and only genius withstood the strain. Music became mathematics-a problem, not a language.
This is the opinion of Frederick Schlieder, now a member of the faculty of the Sutor School of Music in Philadelphia,
formerly organist of one of the biggest churches in New York and before that a student under Guilmant.
Now Guilmant was one of the greatest of the almost present-day improvisers, and it was in Paris that Mr. Schlieder conceived
the idea of teaching improvisation to students, even beginners. This idea is today responsible for some four classes a week in
improvising taught at the Peabody Conservatory by Miss Katherine E. Lucke.
Now Miss Lucke is a true disciple. Mr. Shlieder's teachings do not come from her hands dry bones. She gives them the flesh
of real comprehension and a real enthusiasm. An evidence of this is the answering enthusiasm with which her students go through the
rhythm exercises oddly suggestive of an estheticized Daily Dozen, and the simplest of sequenced melodies.

OCTOBER 1, - METRONOME
AMERICAN JAZZ IS NOT AFRICAN. An Investigation as to the Real Origin of jazz, Its Rhythm and General character. by
Nicholas G. J. Ballanta.
Africa has a jazz investigator of her own-a man whose job it is to examine the relationship of jazz to the music of her jungle
tribes. Nicholas George Julius Ballanta of Sierra Leone has penetrated the reluctant hinterland of the dark continent's western coast and
brought out some secrets of its native music; and from Maine to Florida he has sought what traces of it, having found their way to
America, survived slavery to break out with renewed vigor in this generation.
Instead of investigating Africa music scientifically, however, this student remarked the other day, on arriving in New York,
that he might merely have been carrying on as a singer of "coon songs" in Southern cotton fields or as a member of a "spirituals"
quartet. but for the timely intervention of England, his grandfather would have been born to slavery on American soil. His greatgrandfather, a member of the Eboe tribe, was rescued by the British from a Portuguese slave vessel and brought to land, far from home,
in Sierra Leone.
This ancestor presently, became known as Taylor, for the British missionary who baptized him deemed Ballanta too
outlandish a name for a Christian convert; but his descendants, having found many true Christians with names equally odd, have gone
back to ballanta.
At the prosperous little coast settlement of Freetown the family fared well in a time when England searched diligently for
talent among her black dependents and sought to develop it. The grandson of the prospective slave received an education in England as
an engineer and violinist. his son in turn was educated as a musician. When he was graduated from the Freetown branch of Durham
University, Nicholas George Julius Ballanta directed his energies toward the study of the music of Africa's black people. he tried to set
down native songs according to the musical principles he had learned, but found that mind and ear would not work together. if he put
down what he really heard, the result violated all musical principles he knew.
A Different Scale
He read every available book in Freetown in search of reasons for this discrepancy. later he discovered for himself that
African music is not amenable to Western forms, requiring a seventeen instead of a twelve note chord, which he proceeded to work. he
first came to America, hoping that authorities here could help him from their own studies of the music brought over by the slaves. he
found no satisfactory books, but his articles on African music for an American publication brought friendships with Walter and Frank
Damrosch and George Foster Peabody. It also led to his working on his theories for two years as a scholarship student at the Musical
Institute of America, followed by a year in the Southern part of the United States and on the islands off the coast, where he
concentrated on the music of the American Negro.
Returned to Africa, Ballanta found his way back to the hinterland, where the black tribes had changed little in centuries. Last
year he stayed among them, making intensive studies of their music and bringing away much information never sought before. Music
he found inextricably intertwined with the lives of the people, each variety mistakable in function according to its particular rhythm. A
war song might be played at a festival, but no one danced. Merrymakers waited for the wonted four beats of the dance tune, knowing
instinctively that the seven-beat rhythm is only to stir up the blood for battle.
They have songs, handed down from time immemorial, but they also have their popular airs-their own "We Have No bananas"
and "All Alone"-as much in vogue as these for a season, and equally as passing.
The foreigner thinks of African music as little more than the monotones beating of the ton-tom; but, as a matter of fact, the
chief's musicians have instruments with as many as twenty-one strings and play them elaborately. The art is taken seriously, learned by
diligent application, and exhibited with pride. He who would become a musician to the chief enters when a child the hut that serves as
the music institute of the village, and remains for many years devoting himself entirely to the mastery of drum or flute. The teachers
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work full time training these boys in the technique of their instruments, imparting to them all the age-old tunes and signals they must
know, and teaching students of various instruments to play in collective harmony
A System of Its Own
African music, Balanta found, is not the hit-or-miss expression of noise-loving savages, but a definite painstakingly developed
system rooted in centuries of what might be called a species of culture. From it jazz need not be ashamed to be sprung. Ballanta,
however, is not prepared to claim jazz as African. it is essentially Western in everything except its basic principle-rhythm-which he
feels is unmistakably African.
Suppose an American jazz orchestra, in a Nigerial forest clearing, produced saxophones and trap drums and struck up some
tune that Broadway loves. Woolly heads would be sure to pop out of huts; and, if their owners were not too astonished or frightened at
the visiting apparition, black feet would soon be beating in time with the measures. In other words, the natives would respond to jazz
strains and the effect would have much in common with an American dance floor the one-step and the fox trot are seen in Africa, and
the Charleston, or something so like it that Ballanta could not tell the difference, he asserts, is Africa's own. The African, catching
enough of the spirit to go ahead, would yet feel that there was something wrong with the music, something he could not explain.
Likewise, says the man from Sierra Leone, if some black chief's hand were suddenly transported to the platform of New York dance
hall and bidden to give forth their best, the dancers would continue stepping; but they would have a similar feeling that something had
gone wrong.
"If African music had never come to this country," says Ballanta, "there would be no jazz. The rhythm is the fundamental
thing and that is African. Over and over again, all along the Western coast, you hear it wherever the natives dance. But the rhythm is
the only African thing about jazz. The synchronization, the harmony and so on are purely Western. The two forms do not go together.
"American jazz is built on a simple rhythm; African dance music starts out the same way, but soon becomes more and more
complex. The musicians begin, hardly noticeably at first, to introduce another rhythm, then another. The dancer, starting out to keep
time with his feet to the first, uses his body to keep time with the second, his head with the third. When feet go in one-two rhythm,
body in triple and head in quintuple, you have something different. American jazz never goes that far. it presumes that you have but
two things to dance with, your two feet; and the rhythm remains simple.
Rhythm Only Likeness
"In everything but that basic rhythm American music is different. Your music has been developed so scientifically that it is
most difficult to understand. Ours has a scientific basis, but it is altogether more natural. An African dance tune, for instance, speaks
not only to the African but also to any human being and prompts him to dance. But jazz has done this for you; it has developed the
American sense of rhythm. You seem to have much more of the feeling for rhythm than was evident when I first came to America.
"In America everything is individual; in Africa it is communal.." Our music is developed in the group. You always have a
director to stand up in front of your orchestra; but although we have a band leader, giving directions through the beat of the drum, the
audience is not aware of him. In singing, you have tenor, bass and so on, but in Africa no one sings just one part. He may drop from
tenor to bass on successive notes, just because he feels that such and such a note is lacking in the whole. he takes it upon himself to
supply what others do not. We know nothing of your 'do, re, me" but sing all around the scale. Again, Western music requires balance
and form. But African music makes no such demands; it knows nothing of chord progressions and the like, but proceeds in the way the
musician judges best.
"The place where you may look for the real survival of African music in America is not in jazz-that has grown up too much in
the western way-but in the 'coon songs' of the South. Many of the 'spirituals' still heard in the South, too, may also be heard-the
identical melody-in the jungles of Africa."

OCTOBER 16, - MUSICAL AMERICA
NEGRO WORK-SONGS PROVE TREASURE HOUSE OF RACE CHARACTER. On the illuminated page of song the
Negro has written the story of his life among us. His is by no means a completed history, nor have the last stanzas of his songful
chronicle been flung into the unimpressionable air. The Negro is still singing, and the style of his musical speech is changing with the
times-just as he changes. he is spreading his lore all over America, wherever he wanders to take up work in factory, furnace,
construction gang, field, or levee.
It is the workaday songs that make up the diary of the Negro's everyday experiences, and they constitute a chain that binds the
present with a past as old as that of the spirituals. They are the alluvial deposit of all the emotions that have possessed generations of
laborers; and they range from religion to romance.
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In the workaday songs, the complete Negro character is adumbrated, for every facet of his volatile spirit is reflected in one or
another. Sociologically, then, they are of more value than the spirituals, and many of them are as rich musically.
The University of North Carolina, through Howard W. Odum and Guy B. Johnson, has made an attempt to compile a
representative collection of this secular music. The gleanings are published by the University of North Carolina Press in one volume,
entitled, "Negro Workaday Songs."
All the sons in the book were collected by the authors at first hand from the Negroes themselves. Concerning their task, they
say:
"Perhaps the most striking observation that comes from the whole experience is the seemingly inexhaustible supply of songs
among workaday Negroes in the South. We have yet to find a 'bottom' or a limit in the work songs among the crowds of working men
in one community. . . Likewise we have yet to find an individual, whose efforts have been freely set forth in the offering of a song,
whose supply of songs has been exhausted. Time and time again the approach has been made, with the response, 'Naw, sir, cap'n, i
don't know no songs much,' with an ultimate result of song after song, seemingly with no limit. Partly the singer is honest; he does not
at the time think of many songs, nor does he consider himself a good singer; but when he turns himself 'loose' his capacity for memory
and singing is astonishing."
"Careless Rapture"
Into these everyday songs, wanderer, ditch digger, chain gang worker, have all thrown their unconscious, unguarded feelings;
thus are they perfect artists; so are these songs the true ghosts of the race.
The Negro with the pick is no less poetic than the Negro at camp meetin' for he can sing:
Ev'ywhere I look this, Ev'ywhere I look this mo'nin', Looks like rain.
I got rainbow tied 'round my shoulder, Ain't gonna rain, Lawd, ain't gonna rain.
For humor,, the wanderer has tossed off this bit from the roadside:
I done walk till, Lawd, I done walk till Feet's gone to rollin',
Jes' lak a wheel, Lawd, jes' lak a wheel.
"No story of the workaday song life of the Negro can proceed far without taking into account the kind of song known as the
blues," say the authors, "for next to the spirituals, the blues are probably the Negro's most distinctive contribution to American art.
They have not been taken seriously, because they have never been thoroughly understood...... Behind the popular blues songs of today
lie the more spontaneous and naive songs of the uncultured Negro. Long before the blues were formally introduced to the public, the
Negro was creating them by expressing his gloomy moods in song. To be sure, the present use of the term 'blues' to designate a
particular kind of popular song is of recent origin, but the use of the term in Negro songs goes much further back, and the blue or
melancholy type of Negro secular song is as old as the spirituals themselves."
Lonesome
The blues cover any kind of loneliness or sadness. Many tell of "po' boy long way from home" yearning for his "babe" and a
place to lay his weary head. In such sentimentalities a heart-felt "damn" or stronger expletive often finds a place.
Other blues are those songs which the authors describe as "Songs of the Lonesome Road." The following lonesome note
comes from a present-day wanderer's song:
Freezin' ground wus my foldin' bed las' night
Got up in the mo'nin', couldn't keep from cryin'
Shoes all wore out my clothes done tore to pieces
Trouble gonna follow me to my grave.
Vivid self-pity is expressed in the tramp's reflections on his hard life. He sees himself at his own funeral, the most important
figure, of course, receiving the elaborate last rites of a crowd of friends and mourners:
Look down po' lonesome road, Hacks all dead in line;
Some give nickel, some give a dime, to bury dis po' body o' mine.
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Bad Man Ballads
In the bad-man ballads we find some folk portraits as picturesque as Paul Bunyan on this side of the Atlantic or Ilya
Mourometz on the other. For delicious exaggeration, we place the narrative of Travelin' Man alongside the story of how Paul Bunyan
got the ox team out of the frozen soil. Travelin' Man "Made a livin' stealin' chickens an' anything he could see," and the police could
not kill him. He even disappeared from his coffin. "Ran so fast that fire came from his heels, and he scorched the cotton and burnt the
corn and cut a road through the farmer's fields." Then
The coon went to spring one day to get a pail of water;
The distance he had to go was two miles and a quarter.
He got there an' started back, but he stumbled an' fell down;
He went tot he house and got another pail, an' caught the water 'fore it hit the ground.
There are others just as miraculous: Bad Man Lazarus, Billy Bob Russell, Dupree, Bolin, Jones, Roscoe Bill, Slim Jim from
Dark-Town Alley, etc.
Referring to the Bad man Lazarus ballad, the authors say:
"It would be difficult to find a scene and setting more appealing than this ballad being sung by a group of Negro workingmen,
in unison, with remarkable harmony, fine voices, inimitable manner. Doesn't this singing hinder you and your work?" We asked one of
the pick-and-shovel men, just to see what type of reply he would make. With first a slow look of surprise, then a sort of pity for the
man who would ask such a question, then a 'Lawdy-Lawd-Cap'n outburst of laughter, 'Cap'n, da's whut makes us work so much better,
an' it nothin' else but."
The subject comes far enough up to late to indicate that the creation of songs among the Negroes is still in motion. Perhaps
the Negroes possess the most extensive active folk-lore that is to be found in this country. A cursory dance through the specimens
given in the chapter, "Just Song to Help with Work," will show this clearly. The poetic imagery, the humor, the abandon, the
plaintiveness are just as rich as in the older creations.
Man and Woman
"There is probably no theme which comes nearer being common to all types of Negro songs than the theme of the relation of
man and woman," we are told. "It is the heart and soul of the blues. The Negro bad man is often pictured as being bad because of a
woman. The jail and chain gang songs abound in plaintive references to woman and sweetheart, and the worker in railroad gang and
construction camp often sings to his 'Cap'n' about his woman. Likewise, in the songs of woman, man plays the leading role......
"Conflicts, disagreements, jealousies, and disappointments in the love relation have ever been productive of song. They are
the chief source of 'hard luck' songs or blues, and the Negro's naive way of singing of his failure and disappointments in love is what
has made the blues famous. Sometimes his songs portray vividly, often with a sort of martyr-like satisfaction, his difficulties with
women. At times his song is defiant. At other times it is merely a complaint. Again it is despondent, in which case he is going 'to jump
in the rivuh an' drown' or 'drink some pizen down' or do something else calculated to make the woman sorry that she mistreated
him........
"Woman's song of man is in most respects parallel to man's song of woman. Her themes are about the same. She sings of her
'man' or 'daddy,' of her disappointments and failures in love, of her unfaithful lover, and of her own secret amours.'
Here is a man's song of woman"
De women don't love me no mo'
I's a broke man from po' man's town.
De women don't love me no mo',
Cause I can't buy her stockin's an' a gown.
I don't keere, don't matter wid me,
i don't love to work no mo'.
Got to have money, got to have clo'es,
Don't a feller can't make no show.
De gal love de money
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An' de man love de gal;
If dey bofe don't git what dey wants,
It's livin' in hell.
The pain is experienced by both sexes, though, and the woman sings of hers thus:
When de man dat I love says he didn't want me no mo',
I thought it was the hardest word i ever heard befo'.
I give myself to de sick an' my soul to de God above.
If you quit me, daddy, it won't worry me now,
Because when we are together I am worried anynow.
There's a note of victory along with a lament in this song of a woman:
Leavin' here, i sho' don't wanta go
Goin' up de country, Brown-skin, i can't carry youl
Don't write me no letters, don't send me no word,
I got another daddy to take your place.
The influence of the ordinary popular song of the whites is noticeable in several of the folk minstrel types given by Messrs.
Odum and Johnson
Religious Element
Religious emotion, today as well as yesteryear, is still giving birth to song. The authors have this to say about this phase of
modern Negro folk-song:
"There seems to be an impression abroad to the effect that the making of Negro spirituals stopped long ago. On the contrary,
it is quite probable that more spirituals are being made today than during the days of slavery. As a matter of fact, the old spirituals have
never been static.
"Among the lowly Negro folk of the South the making of spirituals is still a reality. Every community has its 'composers.
Often they are supposed to possess some special gift of the 'spirit.' From sermon, prayer, and crude folk wisdom they draw
ideas and inspiration for their compositions. Sometimes the results are pathetic, but not infrequently there springs up a song which
would compare favorably with the old spirituals."
Left Wing Gordon
These two folk-lorists have been fortunate in having been able to find a flesh-and-blood representative of the wanderer on the
"lonesome road." His name is John Wesley Gordon, and he has worked and sung all over the country, practically. Negroes know him
as Left Wing Gordon, of Wing, for short. Wing epitomized his history to Messrs. Odum and Johnson in these words:
"You see, boss, I started travelin' when I was 'leven years ol' an' now I'll be thirty this comin' August 26th. I didn't have no
father an' mother', so I jes' started somewheres. I'd work fer folks, an' they wouldn't treat me right, so I moved on. An', lawd, Cap'n, I
ain't stopped yet."
"And so he hadn't," the authors add. "for when on the morrow we came to put the finishing touches on his story, a fellow
laborer said, 'Law,' boss, Wing done gone to Philadelphia.'"
We are told that Wing is really a great songster. "When de "Wing Blues' come out, dat's me," he would say. His chief refrain
was always:
O my babe, you don't know my min',
When you see me laughin' laughin' to keep from cryin'.
He has many versions of this, we are told.
The mythological John Henry is given a chapter after the very real Wing. John Henry would hold his own beside Paul
Bunyan any day.
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The authors give thirteen of the actual tunes. There are some wonderful ones among them. Your preference will naturally be
dictated by your taste, but we offer the John Henry tune to the American composer who is looking for good material for his next
symphonic work. Stuart Mims.
AN ANTHOLOGY CONCERNING "BLUES" - MORE SPIRITUALS - edited by W. C. Handy
Vastly entertaining is the volume of "Blues" edited by W. C. Handy which comes from the press of Albert and Charles Booni,
New York. An anthology of the native creations which go by its title, "Blues" presents an absorbing survey of the birth, adolescence
and apotheosis of a "form" which was first appreciated by Mr. Handy, according to the foreword by Abbe Niles which is one of the
ornaments of the book.
Mr. Niles tells the story of the blues thus: "They began as a sort of Afro-American folk-song-a 'form,' since they were
distinguished primarily by their peculiar structure. The form became popular among Southern Negroes (not of the highest class), as a
vehicle for expressing the individual's mood of the moment." In regard to Mr. Handy, of whom Mr. Niles speaks as "a colored
musician with creative as well as analytical powers," it is recorded that his first published blues began "a revolution in the popular
tunes of this land comparable only to that brought about by the introduction of ragtime."
A spiritual, Mr. Niles observes, is matter for choral treatment; a blues- the word "blues" seems to be perfectly good for either
singular or plural usage-was a one-man affair, which had its origin as the natural outpouring of the singer's feelings, reaching its
glorious, inglorious, or vainglorious finale in a single verse. A blues might start as a phrase, an ejaculation, sung because singing was
as natural-more natural, probably-a means of expression as speech.
There continue notes on the folk-blues as verse, and as music; their harmony, tunes, the origin of their names. Mr. Handy and
the history of his creations are discussed in vivid style.
"The Memphis Blues"
The story of the "Memphis Blues" is of particular interest:
"In 1909 the fight for the Memphis mayoralty was three-cornered, the corners being Messrs. Williams, Talbert and E. H.
Crump. There were also three leading Negro bands: Eckford's, Bynum's and Handy's. As a matter of course the services of these three
were engaged for the duration to demonstrate to the public the executive ability of their respective employers; through Jim Mulcahy, a
ward leader before whose saloon the handy forces had often serenaded, his candidate turned out to be Mr. Crump. This was a matter of
moment, involving the organization of sub-bands in order to cover all possible territory, and Handy was spurred to creative effort,
which he happened to exercise through the aid, not of remembered tunes, but of that blues form which had, without analysis, somehow
imbedded itself in his thoughts. His band opened fire at the corner of Main and Madison with a piece (named, of course, 'Mr. Crump'),
of such vivacity that it caused dancing in the streets and an outbreak of public whistling. With such a song, and none like it
forthcoming from Eckford's or Bynum's, the popular choice (Crump and Handy) was a foregone conclusion; the one became mayor,
the other locally famous, the sought-after for all celebrations, the writer of manuscripts of his one lion-child for the belles between
numbers at the dances, the magnificently tipped accordingly by their beaux; the proprietor of a whole chain of bands, sending out
nearly ninety men to this quarter and that of a single night." Thus did a new form win immediate recognition for itself and its instigator
and a political conflict at the same time.
With an introduction of such attractiveness, added to the printed script of over forty-five blues or near relatives of blues,
including excerpts from Gershwin's "Rhapsody" and his Piano Concerto, and Carpenter's delicious "Krazy Kat," "Blues," which is
illustrated with some of the most perfectly priceless examples of Miguel Covarrubias art, is a book to have and to hold!
Second Folk-Book
"The Second Book of Negro Spirituals," edited and with an introduction by James Weldon Johnson, with musical
arrangements of J. Rosamond Johnson, continues the work of putting this music, characteristically treated, in a permanent form. The
new volume contains many of the favorites that were omitted from the first because of the exigencies of space.
It would almost seem, as Mr. Weldon Johnson remarks, that the number of beautiful spirituals is inexhaustible. And this is
true with regard no only to the number, but also to the variety of moods and thoughts which are expressed in them.
The numbers contained in the Second Book are as thrillingly sincere and moving as those which caused general rejoicing
when the preceding volume was issued by the Viking Press. Mr. Rosamond Johnson has done his customary artistic arrangementsarrangements which consist largely of lightly suggested harmonization which in no case mars the naiveté, the simplicity, or the power
of the original utterance.
Included are "Nobody Knows De Trouble I See,' "Sometimes I Feel Like A Motherless Child," "I Want To Die Easy When I
Die," "Members, Don't Get Weary," "Were You There When They Crucified My Lord?" "Same Train," "Walk in Jerusalem Just Like
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God," and many others, all of tenderness, rejoicing, reverence, wistfulness, indignation, of humanity that is remarkable-and a little
terrifying. William Spier

OCTOBER 20 - NEW REPUBLIC
JEROME KERN - From "I'm Here and You're Here," at the beginning, through "Ka-lu-a" a few years ago, to "Who" (from
Sunny) last year, Jerome Kern has composed hits with admirable consistency; yet his work is far from being in the category of
American popular music as it is now spoken of, as a national art, forerunner of a national opera. In choosing the men who are available
to develop our music one thinks of the names of Berlin and Gershwin, of Confrey, Conrad and Donaldson, all among the composers of
rag and jazz; Deems Taylor, Emerson Whitehorse, and John Alden Carpenter come in from the more serious side; Antheil and Copland
are among the modernists. Kern is seldom mentioned, perhaps because he came very close to composing operetta, almost as close as
Victor Herbert when Herbert wasn't actually succeeding, and then withdrew.
Kern is an erudite among the popular composers, having learned twenty years ago what Gershwin is more rapidly learning
now about the structure of music. He had, I believe, a German schooling and likes to write, and writes well, in the manner of Mozart;
he had also experience in English musical comedies and in his collaboration with P. G. Wodehouse reminded one, without any
suggestion of pilfering, of Gilbert and Sullivan. These are exceptional models in popular music; they and his own temperament have
given him a quality which, until Gershwin arrived, was entirely his own - the quality of grace.
The sensation song a few years ago was Yes, We Have No Bananas; the typical song of last season was Yes, Sir, That's My
Baby; both have energy to the point of violence, neither has a touch of grace, of lightness. They are the models for revue music; The
Charleston, the song which is stamped and shouted, is the hit, and only a few composers can compose this type and still manage to do a
ballad. The gentler emphasis of the musical comedy type, the song which is airy and delicate, which woos and does not rape the ear,
makes it a poor competitor; the song of Dionysos conquers the casual hymn to Apollo.
Yet it is impossible today to listen to the Banana song, which seems older, more specifically outmoded, more "quaint," than
the Bowery; and I have never met anyone who experienced the delights of the Princess shows who did not want to hear again the
pleasant cadences of The Sun Shines Brighter, The Siren Song, The Rain song, and the fifteen or twenty others which made that series
notable. There is something of the quality of a carol in the best of Kern's songs; they are so distinctly written by a man who knows what
can and ought to be sung, who wrote before the era when songs were meant to be danced. The sentiment which Wodehouse provided
and which Kern set with unerring musical taste was always night and seldom silly; the music had always style.
Kern, in his business of supplying scores for the Dillingham shows, has to follow prevailing fashions; he was very early in the
field with an adaptation of the blues and rather late, if I recall, in a not too successful Charleston. in these and in minor pieces his own
quality is corrupted; Raggedy Ann is hammer and tongs work compared with anything in the period of Leave It to Jane. Other
composers are not even tempted to write with the clarity, the flowing line, the sheer tunefulness of Kern; our popular music becomes
snappy and broken, following not the capacities of the human throat, but the demands of the human foot; rhythm supplants melody.
(Witness the change in Gershwin between innocent ingenue, Baby and Sweet and Low Down, and remember that Gershwin is
exceptionally gifted in creating melody, has a vast endowment of tune; in the others the case is more marked.)
The disappearance of a kind of loveliness from popular music is the price we pay for the emergence of the expressive
qualities which make jazz important; it is, perhaps, the work of a moralist to determine whether the price is too high. What interest me
is that the absence of that quality is in itself a comment on those forms of entertainment which, if I may coin a phrase, may be called
the lively arts. The downrightness, the smash and bang and excitement of these arts express one side of our present character to
perfection; other sides we find in anaemic novels and epicene sentimentality. But one feels at times that the lively arts are a shade too
lively, that the movement is more jerky than energetic, the force less vital than galvanic. In the ease and mastery of the great
practitioners we get an artistic quality which gives us repose. No matter how violently a Jolson leaps, you can distinguish always the
underlying intention of the dance, no matter how loudly he shouts he is always singing. But in the majority the shout drowns out the
song, the splash of color overruns the line.
Yet I think that an artificial restraint is probably the worst thing one could counsel these artists. The result of such a counsel in
certain jazz bands has been that the ancient fervor of jazz has gone and has been replaced by the dreary correctness of the genteel
concert hall. It is almost as dangerous to wish that these artists should think more of what they are doing, for obviously some of their
rarest contributions are entirely impulsive and have as little to do with thought as the lapse into beautiful poses of a Siamese cat. One
wishes that they would develop in accordance with their own genius and in keeping with the capacities of their art - a formula which
effectively bars social refinement and is warmly hospitable to refinement of method.
The difficulty is that no lively artist has, as yet, the consciousness of a major artist, a feeling for his art; they are all therefore
open to perversion by any passing mode, since popularity is the essence of their success. The qualities which are disappearing have a
greater appeal to the cultivated than to the rough, and it is the peculiar success of a few that they have managed to hold their popularity
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and hold to their style, of fewer still that their style itself has created their popularity. But hardly anyone, with a capacity to do many
things, has obstinately said, "This thing I have to do."
There is, I think, room for the minor qualities even in the minor arts, the popular ones. There is room, certainly, for one major
quality, simplicity. It is because Kern has this that I have chosen him as a peg for discourse; it is the quality which will keep popular
arts living. Yet even here there are qualifications. There is, nothing essentially complicated in Yes, Sir, That's My Baby, but compare it
with any European folksong or any American, with Frankie and Johnnie, and the difference is instantly apparent. Compare it, on the
other side, with non piu andrai in the Marriage of Figaro and you arrive at the same result. The beat and the bang of yes, Sir, That's My
Baby seem simple enough, the sentiment is only a shout of pleasure. But it is uneasy, and simplicity is not. Gilbert Seldes

OCTOBER 30, - THE LITERARY DIGEST
WHY NOT MIX JAZZ AND CLASSICS? - Jazz is "A Brazen Little Hussy, with jewels on her heels, and a cigarette between
berouged lips," but, just the same, her vivacity and charm may some day find expression in the best music of the future. Dance
rhythms, from time immorial the foundation of classical music, may again be called upon to revivify over-used forms. Just at present,
however, there is absolutely no contact between jazz and the classics, and therefore there can be no conflict. As for the "brazen little
hussy" who has made glad so many of the peoples of the earth. "the Muses pass her by on the other side of the great white way, and
their holy skirts will not be contaminated." Such, at least, is the argument, in summary, of W. J. Henderson, veteran musical critic of
the New York Sun, who introduces himself as a kind of peacemaker in the present wide-spread unpleasantness between the "high hat"
and "brown derby" schools of music. Mr. Henderson recalls that Ernest Newman, a leading news critic of London, "lately exprest
himself ...... anent the playboy of Western music named 'jazz.' " With regard to this jazz 'irritation in general, writes Mr. Henderson:
"Popular music has existed from remote antiquity, and yet the artist composer managed to flourish. Just think of all those
centuries during which the scholars of the tonal art were occupied in constructing gigantic masses in polyphonic counterpoint destined
to swell in the stained-glass light of cathedrals and never touch the life of their time.
"Meanwhile the folk song and the rustic dance made glad the peoples of the earth, so that the children of the happy valleys
and the snowy mountains did not care on obolus whether the music schools kept or not. A different life entered the soul of the art when
in the pulsing days of the fourteenth century folk-song married the fugue. A new child came into the world, a child with the blood of
the open air in her veins and the rhythm of the world's dance in her heels.
"The severer forms of instrumental music have never rid themselves of the dance. Why should they? Haydn wrote minuets
into his symphonies till his own head reeled and he wailed his prayer that someone would show him how to make a new one. Well,
Beethoven attended to the by converting the minuet into the scherzo simply by eliminating a little more of the high hat (or courtliness,
if you must be polite), and speeding it up. Later gentlemen, who despaired of finding new scherzi, robbed the ballroom of a dance
more modern than the minuet, the wicked waltz celebrated in verse by Byron, and now eschewed by flappers.
"Tschaikowsky wept in slow waltzes and added also to the symphonic treasury the march and the hullabaloo. The last is
neither a dance nor high hat, but an exciting confusion which well-nigh converts the pathetic into a bathetic symphony and evokes
those ecstatic plaudits always bestowed on loud but incomprehensible orchestral noises. Now let us suppose there arises a master of
symphony who can bend the tango to the gentleness of the scherzo movement. Why not? And if there be one who can smooth off the
rigid corners of the fox trot, who should we not have that dance form also in our cultivated suites?"
All the excited comments on jazz "betray a lack of mental perspective," observes Mr. Henderson, who has spent a number of
years watching the musical drift of his time. "There really seem to be no good reason why we should fear that our youth will be
debauched by the siren jazz," he opines further, and as for the artistic qualities involved:
"People who like Mutt and Jeff and don't care for Zuloaga belong to a class as old as art, and thousands upon thousands of
them are fine citizens and play worthy parts in the development of the nation. All music lovers should read Paul Whiteman's book on
jazz and Paul Whiteman. There is much good matter in it. He tells how jazz broke out in its severest form with the World War when
the whole country was seething with excitement.
"Up to the present even such competent Mr. Eismans as Stravinsky and Milhaud have not succeeded in educating jazz out of
the gold digger class. It is still jazz, not 'au naturel' indeed, for it has been nurtured into something like a purple sunflower. But up to
this writing it has not dethroned Beethoven for the simple reason that sane music lovers recognize the fact that jazz and the classics do
not come into conflict or even contact.
"So the Newmans need not rage nor the Engels imagine a vain thing"

NOVEMBER - MUSICAL OPINION
WHAT'S WRONG WITH JAZZ? by Leigh Henry - "Things aren't what they were!....they never were!" There is a rich truth
in this well-known paradoxical witticism which one might recommend to those who are exciting themselves so much over the vexed
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question of jazz. It is true that almost every phase of our musical history has known its newly-introduced types of song and dance and
as equally invariably, the outcry of some, generally sentimental, against such innovation. In this sense it may be said that things
certainly are what they always have been, but with a difference, the humour of which seems to escape many present critics of jazz. For,
without too long a retrospect, precisely the things which the sentimental lament as displaced by the children of Tin Pan Alley are those
which in their day received almost identical attack, almost in identical terms. One need not revert to the contemporary outcry against
the sarabande and gigue, as introduced to our Elizabethan forefathers' social life,-forms now instanced as the grace of a day of faded
glory. We have but to turn to the days of the arrival of polka and valse, to find how degenerate and dangerous were felt to be these
popular dances of our grandfathers, though one is now instanced as a departed and deplored type of delicacy and grace, compared with
the fox-trots and Charlestons of to-day. Gershwin, Kern, Berlin and Confrey, with their like, share amongst them the opprobrium once
borne by Johann Strauss, the father of the Viennese waltz vogue, alone.
Setting aside, therefore, what is a sort of automatic sentimental revulsion of certain types from the new in their generation, let
us try to discern the actual merits and demerits of jazz. For sentiment cannot blind anyone, excepting through deliberate pig-headed
obstinacy, to the hold which jazz has obtained, not only upon the popular imagination but also upon that of many developed musicians.
On the other hand, it is absurd for jazz enthusiasts to make extravagant claims for its musical importance or its imaginative qualities as
popularly purveyed. For while ragtime and jazz have given to popular melody and rhythm those live varieties of syncopated stimulus
known to our Transatlantic cousins diversely as "pep," "zip" and "punch," there is no denying that ragtime and jazz also threaten us
with new monotonies, melodic and rhythmic. Jazz instrumentation, largely by the free tendency towards improvisation which has also
created the naive force of jazz melodic and rhythmic polyphony, has endowed popular-and possibly other-music with fresh hues; but
the first initiative e of the jazz composer is passing and the cheap jazz merchants have neither the mind nor method to attain
development or escape their own limited formulae, which are commencing to bore us.
A repeated gibe against ragtime and jazz is that they are merely crude "nigger stuff." If that was a ever true, taking the
broadest possible outlook, it certainly is not so to-day. The agitated fear of those who saw in jazz a spiritual return to barbarism and
primitive furies fades when confronted with the often jadedly stereotyped products of jazz to-day. Jazz is certainly-in this way at leastnot so black as it has been painted. It might be better for its well-being if it were. True blooded race expression usually has its relative
force and interest; where there is complex grafting the results are always more dubious. The Negro of Africa, so far as research reveals,
is not a melodic being, as Europe understands melody, or even as ...with the melody; he has ..., set our feet beat-rhythmical subtlety
partly through his almost symbolic awareness of dynamic sensation, partly through the use of percussive instruments in communication
by a sort of native Morse code, which offers many interesting traits to even our most advanced musicians. In America, on the other
hand, the Negro, deprived of his instrumental customs, concentrated more on his voice and so became more aware of the expressive
powers of melody. That existent Colonial influences have tinged this through association and environment with minor European traits,
largely Celtic and particularly Scots Celtic, has not prevented American Negro melody from developing characteristics distinctive to
the people of the American-Negro population. One has only to consider the themes brought to us in works by Dvorak, Delius, Deems
Taylor, D. G. Mason and MacDowell himself to realize this, while the plantation songs and spirituals collected by Burleigh and others
make it patent most of all. The beauty and exaltation of many of these is a very far cry from the degenerate tendencies with which the
opponents of jazz would discredit "nigger music." It may be argued that the Colonial influences already alluded to have elevated the
natural Negro musical idiom; if so, the "nigger trash" argument against jazz falls to the ground; for it is precisely from certain of the
more popular forms of plantation song and spiritual that jazz avowedly takes its start. On the other hand, when one considers such
music as Coleridge-Taylor's "Variations on an African Theme" one cannot deny to indigenous African melody, so far as it developed,
qualities at once poignant and poetic and in close affinity to the later American Negro developments.
There is obviously something wrong with jazz as it stands. Even the popular music supply mechanics realize this in their
efforts to produce something ready for the day of its wane. One perceives this already in the appearance of "Valencia," of "Barcelona,"
and kindred types. here, unwittingly, the popular music merchants provide the clue to what is most essentially wrong with jazz.
Jazz, as we have come to know it, is not "nigger music," any more than it is truly "white man's music." Straight Negro models
gave us ragtime, and in so doing opened the door to non-Negroid developments of syncopation and rhythmic freedom hitherto
neglected. The thing that mattered here was a principle,-what corresponds to the principle of the angle in graphic design, not a
precedent, so far as the imitation of Negroid form goes. The realisor of the potential values of syncopation in rhythmic design and
musical dynamics, as so revealed, no more attempted to graft Negro formal types on non-African or non-Negroid music than did such
painters as realized the principles of African folk and fetish design attempt to graft these on European and American art,-with the
exception of imitative minds such as that of Epstein, whose reproductiveness, however, is modified by deliberate or sub-conscious
repetitions of Assyrian, primitive Greek and Egyptian formulae.
Those who did attempt grafting and ...were the musical opportunists,................merchants. But they..............in spite of all that
has been said against ragtime or jazz, there is no mental or musical comparison possible between such inanities as those which figured
as popular tune-music in pre-jazz days-"Take the news to mother," "As you hair grows whiter," "Daddy," "Two little girls in blue," "I'll
be your sweetheart" and "Swing me a little bit higher, Obadiah, do!" and the verve of, say, "The Robert E. Lee" or "On the
Mississippi." If one has to choose between sloppiness and pungency, even if the latter has a vulgar verve, in popular music, sane
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feeling chooses the latter every time. This is one of the many weak planks in the superficially impressive platform of such jazz critics
as Dr. Henry Coward. If one compares jazz with the finished music of classic composers it has, of course, little chance, except on the
merits of its liveliness and such naive revelation in its first spontaneous stages, as a bright boy might make, instinctively penetrating to
something obscured by over-learnedness from his elders. Such comparison, however, is unsound. One can no more compare Bach and
Berlin than one can compare Dante and Ethel M. Dell. The true comparison would be between the popular music of preceding
generations and the jazz which has superseded these to-day. Here, frankly, one can only affirm that Gershwin, Berlin, Kern, Confrey,
and a few others of the more imaginative jazz composers in popular vein (as distinct from the machine product jazz makers now
inundating popular music), are as much in advance of the older types and dance writers as are Bantock, Elgar, Vaughan Williams and
Bax in advance of the Victorian choral composers, such as Barnby, Gaul, Macfarren and Stainer, or almost so; for, to some of us, it is a
moot point whether or no there is not more spontaneous musicality in some popular tunes of today than in such Victorian works.
The difficulty is that jazz is not solely represented in the works of its more intelligent writers,-those named, any more than the
valse-vogue maintained the original high talents of Johann Strauss or Waldteufel. Here again one fields Dr. Coward's lack of
discrimination; he does not differentiate. It is the old loose labeling; all jazz is one thing and it's all wrong,-much the same as the
similar vague attitude to classicism, which can group together as representative of one thing Bach, Beethoven and Brahms (and
possibly, when sufficiently long dead, Bruckner also) as the "Bs," on an alphabetical basis.
So many jazz critics, viewing not the thing itself, but only its deviation from their own particular habits, fail to realize that
jazz itself is suffering from a similar, though vulgarized, dominion of habit. The Bulgarian mind discards habitude last of all types, if
ever. Hence, the moment the popular music merchants and manufacturers discovered the appeal in jazz they chutched at the type but,
unable to penetrate to its spirit, they immediately commenced to debilitate the original stimulus of ragtime syncopation and jazz
dynamics, smothering these in the worse sentimental slaver left over from pre-jazz popular tunes.
So jazz emerges to-day not as "nigger music," but as a half-caste type, with the worst traits of the half-breed. Add to this that
the adulteration is provided in the main, not by the higher Hebrew types, but by the universal assimilators of vulgarian traits in
international life, whom we may term "Yidda," and the result was predestined decline. Hence we have a half-caste music as debilitated
amongst popular types as are the half-caste Portuguese amongst European nations. If further emphasis of this decline was required, as
manifest in the merging phases of jazz which have arrived, it is clear in the rise of a popular music- "Barelona" and its like-which can
only be designated Dago in the most contemptuous sense,-music neither white nor black, but yellow through and through which apes
the true Latin as might a half-breed under a Yiddish producer at Hollywood.
The original stimulus of ragtime and jazz have been reduced by dull, vulgarian and imitative minds to a superficial cheap
sensationalism and an effete swagger, if not to a sheer sloppy slouch, so far as the popular types go. In place of the spontaneous
syncopation of an imaginative rhythmic impulse, we had stereotyped syncopation of a musical slang,-a slang further confused by an
underlying sentimental cant.
Here again we have the hybrid,-the half-cast character of jazz invading alike its musical manners, its moods and its verbal
meanings. There are many who deride the idiocy of the words of popular jazz tunes. There is more than usual ground for such
objection; but it does not lie in the reasons generally put forward. Are any jazz songs more idiotic than such beloved popular idols of
our fathers as "ta Ra Ra Boom Di Ay?" Is any jazz refrain more meaningless than the "Whack fol-di-diddle day," "Ho Derri-Dando,"
"Lillibulero, bullen a-la," or "With a hey-derry-down," which the spinsterly-minded in music cherish now-a-days in folk-song coteries
with a reverence akin to that given by their spiritual sisters to Cheshire cows, Chelsea pottery and kindred folk-craft knick-knacks?
Even the despondency deplored as symbolized in the "Blues" can be correspondingly instanced in classic Elizabethan times, with the
popular "Dumps." The idiocy of jazz words, excepting always, as in most instances dealt with here, the early naiveté of Berlin and the
whimsical fantasy of Gershwin and Confrey,-shows no decline on preceding popular types; it lies in the incongruity with which the
merchant-minds have invested the jazz type, by bringing its vivid syncopated moods under the yoke of conventional sloppy sentiment.
The height of jazz was when it brought irony and parody to bear on precisely such sentimentality,-its schoolboy stage. Now it has
reached the phase of spiritual swank, the callow stage when it assumes the sentiments of its grandfathers with the gait of gawky
adolescence.
What is wrong with jazz is that it has become spiritually parvenu. It denies its own nature to assume the conventional manners
of established precedents, barters its naive dignity for a spurious sentimental style. Virile, forceful as a Zulu impi when it broke its
syncopated wave upon the world, it has sold all for the very messy pottage prepared by the relatives of Esau and appears now as
ludicrously and vulgarly as an African chief decked in anti-macassars and cheap calico-if, indeed, there is still any of the true ebony in
it and it is not merely a burnt-cork pretense as the Christey minstrels- disguise hiding other hybrid features of which the most patent is
painfully symbolized in the adenoid-affected nasalism of the monotonously dominant saxophone and muted overblown trombones.
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NOVEMBER, - THE MUSICAL OBSERVER
ANOTHER WORD ABOUT JAZZ (Editorial Notes) The various discussions for and against "Jazz" which have been going
on in our daily, weekly and monthly papers, have offered no end of viewpoints both serious and humorous. One thing seems certain,
however, and that is that a large amount of thought is given and considerable ink spilled over a subject which, in the end, is only of
passing interest. No less an authority than Olin Downes, contributed another lengthy article in a recent issue of the New York Times to
a discussion of Jazz, and certain "Truths about Composers," which provided interesting reading but offered little that would create the
impression of Jazz being anything but a passing fancy. He again mentions Mr. Newman's "truculent assault upon jazz" as he calls it,
but also speaks of the fact that "there are not lacking musicians of knowledge and accomplishment who disagree with him."
He mentions Carl Engel, composer and musicograph, in particular, whose activities as head of the music division of the
Library of Congress have given him international prominence. Mr. Engel has much to say in favor of jazz and bases his arguments on a
number of interesting and indisputable facts: In regard to using dance music for purposes of higher musical development or employing
it in connection with the higher forms of musical art, Mr. Engel recalls a historical fact which is of such interest that I will quote it here
as mentioned in Mr. Downes' discussion:
"At all times men have clamored against cross-breeding in art as a foredoomed mesalliance. Experience has taught them
nothing. They cling to their prejudices more tenaciously than does the miser to his gold. It is hardly believable that so late as the end of
the eighteenth century there were people who strenuously objected to the inclusion of a minuet in a symphony or a work of chamber
music. They denounced it as an unpardonable outrage. In the Musikalisches Wochenblatt for the year 1791 you will find an article by
Karl Spazier, in the course of which the esteemed composer, prolific journalist and Hofrath to boot, expresses himself as follows: 'I
furthermore hold that minuets are contrary to good effect because, if they are composed straightforward in that form, they remind us
inevitably and painfully of the dance hall and the abuses of music, while, if they are caricatured-as is often done by Haydn and Pleyelthey incite laughter.'"
The moral follows. "If the passage calls for any comment, it is this: Spaziewr lived in a day when minuets had been done to
death, when they were as common as are foxtrots with us. Minuets were a part of 'popular' music. The butcher's boy whistled them, the
elderly maiden lady sobbed to their accompaniment. As the many dance collections of the period amply show, the majority of these
minuets was musically beneath contempt. For every fine and spirited minuet that has come down to us in the works of the masters there
must have been a thousand cheap and vapid minuets which have been mercifully swallowed by insatiable Time."
Therefore, in drawing our conclusions, we will find that, true to the old saying, "there is nothing new under the sun," the same
troubles we are experiencing with the "jazz period" were all gone through in former generations, only with that difference that the
names and character of the dances were different, the circle of influence a narrower one and considerably less importance attached to
the question as a whole, than seems to be the case in our time.

NOVEMBER - THE MONTHLY MUSICAL RECORD
JAZZ AND THE MODERN SPIRIT by Llewelyn C. Lloyd - One of the most arresting and significant pictures exhibited at
the Royal Academy this year was Mr. Souter's "Breakdown," which depicts a nude white girl dancing before a grinning Negro playing
the saxophone as he sits upon a fallen and disfigured statue of Minerva. The picture is, of course, a protest against the widespread
influence in Western countries of primitive rhythms in music and dancing, which we broadly designate jazz. It expresses very
powerfully a point of view-a point of view which is shared by a great many people. But, whether we like it or not, whether we see in
jazz a sinister influence working for the downfall of civilization as we know it, or an important source of fresh inspiration in art, we
cannot deny that it has gripped the minds of what are usually called the civilized peoples of the world and that it has come to stay.
There are those who dismiss it as a passing craze, the rage for an hour, and counts it of no import. It is true that certain jazz songs and
dance-tunes obtain tremendous popularity for a few weeks or months and then vanish, "leaving not a wrack behind," but it is also true
that the jazz spirit remains and goes on its way with unimpaired continuity.
This being so, it may be worth while to consider briefly the nature of jazz and its bearing upon modern developments in
music. It is unnecessary to emphasize the widespread appeal and popularity of jazz at the present time. One cannot get away from it. It
is played everywhere and at all times. It has certainly seized the imagination of people, and, indeed, jazz has a certain attraction.
Rhythm, the life-blood of music, is the backbone of jazz, and rhythm is the secret of its appeal. Its violent and preposterous
syncopations, its insistent and remorseless rhythms, its total lack of nuances of expression, all seem somehow to be an expression of
the spirit of the age-the spirit of hectic hustle and heartless efficiency. Jazz was born in America, and it seems to embody the
quintessence of American slickness and snap. American modes of thought have by now spread over the whole civilized world, and that
is probably one reason for the universal appeal of jazz. It is an embodiment of the spirit of driving power, of the "will to get there," and
as such it is in a way a reflection of the age which has brought it to life.
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While jazz keeps to the ballroom and the "palais de danse" musicians have little concern with it. But when it claims to be the
basis of a new development in the musical art they can no longer ignore it. That is precisely the claim that is being made for jazz by
certain musicians, who are attempting to create a jazz to be listened to rather than to be danced to. This variety of jazz may
conveniently be called "concert jazz," and works falling into this category are Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue," Gruenberg's "Daniel
Jazz" and "Jazzberries," and Eric Coates's "The Selfish Giant." It is difficult to know how to approach this music. Confronted by one
of these works we are compelled to ask how it is to be regarded. Is it put before us as a complete, self-sufficing and self-explanatory
work of art, as an experiment in a new musical genre, or perhaps, merely as a joke?
Concert jazz is yet in only the experimental stage. It is to be expected, therefore, that these works will betray certain
deficiencies if we attempt to judge them by accepted musical standards. The composers have as yet neither mastered their material nor
decided their manner. They are so preoccupied with the purely rhythmical peculiarities of jazz that they cannot worry a great deal
about melodic and harmonic interest. George Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue" may be taken as an example. It is selected because
Gershwin is a jazz composer pure and simple, and the writer of many popular dance-tunes. He is, therefore, more representative of the
jazz spirit than men like Gruenberg, Poulenc, and Leigh Henry- musicians who have written in the more orthodox style and are turning
to jazz perhaps as an attractive plaything, perhaps because they have tired of the older conventions, perhaps because they are seriously
convinced of its coming importance in the musical art.
Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue" gives one the impression of being disjointed and scrappy if one listens to it as to a new work
by a composer who is commonly recognized as "serious," such as Delius, Ireland, or Bax. Something of a virtue is made of the fact
that, as the programme informs us, "no fewer than eighteen themes are used in the work," and this fact probably accounts for the
impression of scrappiness. Beethoven needed only two themes to erect the musical fabric which forms the first movement of the C
minor symphony. Gershwin's themes, too, are not particularly impressive, and one listens in vain for any attempt at "development" or
any endeavour to increase the interest of the themes as the work continues. The whole thing seems more like a musical kaleidoscope
than a unified work of art. That is one of the deficiencies of concert jazz as it exists to-day. Another point to be noticed is that attempts
have been made to cast distinctly jazz music into the moulds of classical forms. That involves an incongruity which at once inhibits
success. If jazz is to be listened to and not to be danced to it must evolve its own forms. It is as hopeless a task to write jazz in the form
of symphonies and sonatas as it would have been for Beethoven to express his tremendous personality through the medium of the old
suite; he might have attempted it, but in the end either he would have failed to express himself or what he had written would not be
suites. When some of these mistakes and limitations have been realized, however, there may be a future for concert jazz, but in the
writer's view it is destined to affect music in a more subtle manner.
Besides the works which are classed as concert jazz, the jazz spirit has entered into the works of other composers. Modern
music is becoming increasingly dynamic; musicians no longer weave the complex contrapuntal textures of Palestrina, Bach, and Byrd;
they are more concerned with giving us startling rhythms and emphatic harmonic effects, and Wagner and Berlioz are as responsible as
anybody for this. But since their time there have been abundant signs that the recognized harmonic system is getting played out. At any
rate, the major-minor convention and the whole structure of harmony known to Day and Macfarren are definitely things of the past.
Debussy exploited the whole-tone scale; Stravinsky and Schoenberg have pushed chromaticism to its uttermost limits. Bartok and our
own Vaughan Williams are seeking new harmonic effects by reviving the modes of folk-music. Other composers are making
excursions into the realms of atonality, polytonality, and the strange and uncharted seas of harmony which involve the introduction of
quarter-tones and other fractional intervals. Modern harmony is something of a chaos, without order or system. Its state reminds one of
a passage in a certain somewhat neglected classic which is worth quoting:
"Would you tell me, please, which way I ought to go from here?"
"That depends a good deal on where you want to get to," said the Cat.
"I don't much care where-" said Alice.
"Then it doesn't matter which way you go," said the Cat.
"-so long as I get somewhere," Alice added as an explanation.
"Oh, you're sure to do that," said the Cat, "if you only walk long enough."
If they go on long enough modern composers are pretty certain to get to a point where harmony is at least a little consistent; at
present it is chaotic. Whether that chaos is a manifestation of the deaththroes of harmony as the predominating element in music, which
position it has occupied for two centuries and a half, is debatable. It is unquestionable, however, that during that time the rhythmic
element has been becoming more and more important. In the polyphonic period melody was the chief consideration, and rhythm
remained subservient and relatively unimportant through the times of Haydn and Mozart. In Beethoven, however, rhythm began to
assume a more important place. only two well-known examples need be quoted: the so-called "fate" motive in the fifth symphony, the
rhythm of which permeates the whole work, and the tremendous rhythm with which the composer begins the "Hammerklavier" sonata.
During the nineteenth century the devotion of Dvorak, Grieg, Chopin, and the Russian nationalists to folk-music brought into
prominence the characteristic rhythms of folk-dances. The ballet has also been a strong influence on modern music, helping also to
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give rhythm a more important place, not only in ballet music, but in concert music . Following all this rhythmic activity came the
discovery of jazz, and it is not surprising that composers have welcomed eagerly this fertile source of rhythmic novelty and variety.
After all, what is more natural than that they should go to the Negro to learn new rhythms? For centuries, while we have been
laboriously building up a harmonic style and system, he has been doing nothing but manufacture new rhythms-some of them so
complex that they have not yet been analyzed by Western musicians. The fascination of these rhythms was first discovered in America,
where it was preserved in the Negro spiritual. Dvorak felt the attraction of the spiritual, and it is well known that he used themes
founded on spirituals in several of his works: but Dvorak had been brought up among the folk-songs and national dances of Bohemia,
and the rhythmic sense had not been crushed out of him by exclusive association with the four-square rhythms which dominated the
art-music of his day. Composers of dance-music in America soon saw the possibilities of these Negro rhythms, and the result was jazz.
And it is not surprising that the jazz spirit should permeate the art-music of the time. The dance has always been a potent influence on
music, ever since the days when Bach and Handel wrote their suites and Haydn and Mozart penned minuets for their symphonies and
sonatas; and it is not surprising that in these days, when composers are paying more and more attention to rhythmic interest in their
work, that they should turn to jazz for suggestions.
Roughly-very roughly-the history of music can be divided into two ages. Up to 1700 musical interest was chiefly melodic and
contrapuntal, and this period may be called the age of melody. After 1700 composers began to take a bigger interest in harmony for its
own sake, and from that time to the present may be called the harmonic age. Will the next era, heralded by jazz, be the age of rhythm?

NOVEMBER 23, - THE MUSICAL DIGEST
JAZZ IS ASSUMING PROMINENCE AS AN AMERICAN MUSIC IDIOM, DECLARES SKY-SCRAPERS' COMPOSER
America has responded to his music because, until Sky-Scrapers, it was typically Cartpenteresque. Its melody and its
harmonic structure were individual. Also considerably above the quality which most serious American creative musicians had been in
the habit of writing. Very early in his career John Alden Carpenter had commanded attention for what he promised, in addition to his
accomplishments of the moment. And so his prestige grew.
Facile in his style, the Chicago musician achieved a certain spontaneity in his music which suggested an easy manner of
setting down his notation. It was apparent in every score he penned, from the outset of his career when-though associated in a thriving
business which had been built by the Carpenter family-he decided that moments of leisure could be put to creative account.
There was the charming Adventures in a perambulator, written for orchestra and strong in his music description and the later
ballet, the Birthday of the Infanta, which the Chicago Opera Association produced several years ago.
Experts had long since selected Mr. Carpenter as one of the outstanding composers of this country- though he scarcely looked
the part. Not that his hair was not long; not that he refused to affect an artistic pose; nor that he was in any way outwardly odd, so to
speak. By his music alone was he judged. Wherefore, it seemed pertinent to quiz him a bit on composition, since he had strayed from
his customary paths in writing Sky-Scrapers, the ballet which had its premiere last season at the New York Metropolitan Opera House
and prompted no end of critical discussion.
The storm raged around the head of the man who had dared to clothe a sixteenth-century tradition of the French courts in the
twentieth-century garb of American jazz, and seemed to make it fit.
So what should be more natural, when face to face with the composer himself, than to have a question turn to thoughts of
jazz?
The courage of his convictions was made apparent by his answer, delivered with the directness characteristic of his mode of
conversation, on "what price jazz" in American music.
"Up to the present time, the sensational side of jazz has been so prominent that the woods could not be seen for the trees. It
seems analogous to the furor created ten years ago by the consideration of the whole tone scale as an influence on the composers.
Today this is seen in its true light as the significance of our syncopation is being understood and felt by our writers of music under
thirty-five years of age. For, in my opinion, the older ones have become too set in the firmly established musical formulas to grasp the
meaning of a newer idiom.
"Because jazz is still in the cradle, and not, as many of our younger generation of composers seem to believe, on a pedestal,
signifying that they should study form and technique to bring it to a higher stage of development.
"If an American youth really has something of importance to say, musically, the conductor, who is vitally interested in our
music nowadays, will be only too glad to give him a hearing."
At this juncture, he proceeded to illustrate by discussing musical conditions in Chicago.
"Music is judged more fairly in this city than by the larger and more cosmopolitan public of New York. Frederick Stock made
a progressive move when he organized one of the first student orchestras in the United States under the auspices of The Civic Music
Association, and then requested his salary check to be used to start a fund for the publication of American music. And the Chicago
Allied Arts, in the past three years, has striven to combine ballet with a small chamber music orchestra, devoting the first half of the
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program; to orchestral numbers, and then the latter part to ballets directed by Adolf Bolm. The public showed its intelligence by even
supporting Schoenberg's Pierre Luniere, which, by the way, was treated as a stage production instead of being presented in its original
chamber music form.
"It is any wonder that Leo Sowerby and other composers are rising to prominence in Chicago?"
This rhetorical question seemed to bring him back to the main topic.
"Florence Mills and a jazz band gave some levee songs in New York last year by William Grant Still, a young Negro, who
studied with Varese without losing sight of any of his racial characteristics, which earned a place for these compositions among the
most interesting musical products of all races.
"Therefore I contend that it is advantageous for Americans to study abroad providing they can return their sense of balance,
so that they may imbibe first hand knowledge of European traits and also increase their sense of beauty.
"For that element of spirituals, is lacking in jazz. It has wit, precision, and excitement, but none of the aesthetic qualities
necessary to fine music. The clarinet, for instance, by being used for "stunts" in the jazz band loses the value it might have as an
orchestral instrument. But if this sort of thing is overcome, as I have reason to hope it will be, why should jazz not have a future place
in the Sun among the idioms of music.

NOVEMBER/DECEMBER - MODERN MUSIC
THE BLUES. - There have been folk songs ever since there have been folk to sing them; but until a generation or so ago,
these folk songs were left to the folk. About that period they first began to be take up in a serious way by our best people-musically
speaking. Some composers took well-known ones and treated them honestly, enhancing their simple beauties; others maltreated them
until they were almost ugly and unrecognizable caricatures of themselves. It became the fad to employ them copiously as thematic
material for works in large form. Some of the masters had done this long ago, of course, but without making so much fuss about it.
Richard Strauss himself mistook Funiculi, Funicula for a genuine Italian folk song and built a whole movement on it.
When the known supply of folk tunes had been more or less exhausted through exploitation, musical entomologists got out
their butterfly nets and began to chase through forest and jungle, seeking rare specimens. Before many years every country in the
Western world had its collections of folk songs. There were British, French, Spanish, Portuguese, Italian, German, Grecian, Austrian,
and Scandinavian folk songs; the numerous countries ending in "ia" proved exceptionally prolific in tunes, generally mournful.
Every country, it seemed caroled out of its inner consciousness-except ours. In nearly three centuries we had not been moved
to enduring song. This, of course, would never do, and, as a matter of fact, it wasn't so. As far back as 1867, three Massachusetts
citizens working among the North Carolina Negroes, out of pure love for music made a collection of their songs and published it under
the title Slave Songs of America, printing merely the vocal line and the words. This little volume has become the Bible of American
folk song.
Back in those days few people in America knew and still fewer people (here or elsewhere) cared what a folk song was, even if
they chanced to know; but when, if we would not blush with shame for our delinquency, it became necessary to have American folk
songs, some ingenious person or persons took out these Sperichils, as the Negroes called them, and nominated them for the basis of
American folk song. In the absence of anything better, let them stand as such, with their secular cousins, the various varieties of "work"
songs, also of Negroid origin. Add to these the few Foster songs which have become genuine folk music, the minstrel song Dixie, a few
country tunes of unknown origin, such as Turkey in the Straw and the Arkansas Traveler, perhaps half-a-dozen universally known
tunes, (so called "college songs," Aunt Dinah's Quilting Party, for instance), a handful of Creole patois songs from Louisiana, and the
tale of American folk song is pretty nearly complete.
It is in one of these secular cousins of the spirituals that we are particularly interested just now because of the recent
appearance of W. C. Handy's book, The Blues, with its introduction by Abbe Niles.
Probably no musician has ever so genuinely and entirely fathered any single form in music as Handy the Blues. Traveling all
through the South for many years as leader of the band of a large minstrel show, his acute ear caught the artless, simple tunes that came
from the mouths of the common people of his race, and whenever he heard a new one, he noted it down, from a collector's love of
collecting and without a thought of putting it to definite use. One evening he saw a hall full of white people dancing, with vast
enjoyment, to the monotonous repetition of one of these tunes as played by an extraordinary orchestra of three Negroes, not one of
whom could read a note of music, performing upon a mandolin, a guitar, and a bass viol. Before long, there came a city election in
Memphis where Handy was living and conducting his own orchestra and band at the time (1910).Three rival candidates hired each a
Negro band. Handy's championed the cause of a certain Mr. Crump. He bethought himself of one of those primitive tunes that he had
jotted down, and elaborated it into a campaign song, "Mr. Crump." It had ribald words, but a catchy tune; and on the back of this tune
Mr. Crump rode into the mayoralty.
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Handy had learned his lesson. He renamed that tune, which became the Memphis Blues. Nobody would print it. It had only a
twelve measure refrain instead of the conventional sixteen. So he printed it himself. it went. It is still going. So are a lot of the others
that he began to arrange and publish from then on.
Though complications in copyright ownership have prevented Mr. Handy from including a number of well-known blues, the
fifty-odd piece in the book give a good view of the available material and its development. Particularly interesting are the examples of
primitive blue themes in the introduction and the first part of the music section of the book. This introduction, by Abbe Niles, covers
the subject with considerable thoroughness, especially when he writes of the texts of the blues. In treating their musical characteristics
he is less exact. He invents the complicated and misleading term, "tonic third," by which he means merely the third not of the scale,
and writes "diminished seventh" for "dominant seventh," though these are minor inaccuracies which would amount to nothing did they
not give on the impression that the author is writing about something with the technique of which he is more or less unfamiliar. The
illustrations by Miguel Covarrubias are superb. The artist has an uncanny power of suggesting motion. His black and white band plays
so that one hears it from the page; his jammed hall full of dancers wriggles and surges before the eye; and there is a portrait cartoon of
Mr. Handy more like him than a photograph.
Blues is a book worth doing, necessary to the library of anyone interested in American music, and one that will be wanted also
just for personal enjoyment. But there will be no need of a second volume. The blues are indeed folk songs, but most of them, to speak
frankly, are pretty poor stuff. As a rule they are improvisations out of the mouths of musical illiterates-and they sound like it. When
Handy had a good theme he knew what to do with it-witness the St. Louis Blues, The Beale Street Blues, The Florida Blues, and a few
others.
The blue clichés- the "blue note" (flatted third of the scale,) the twelve measure refrain, certain oft-appearing melodic
phrases-soon pall on the ear; the harmonic pattern is restricted and monotonous; few of the texts have more than transitory interest or
value, Handy himself, in the refrain of one of his newer songs, The Harlem Blues, (an original composition, not founded on a folk
theme) has written a sixteen measure refrain and dropped the "blue note" entirely. Also it is a comment on the whole material that,
from the aesthetic standpoint, by far the best song in the book is the artificial The Half of It, Dearie, Blues, manufactured by George
Gershwin.
As a document the book was necessary and is valuable. It is the only anthology of a distinct branch of genuine folk music, part
of the very little produced in our country; but it hardly seems material of sufficient strength or value perceptibly to influence in any
way the development of music as an art, here or elsewhere. Henry O. Osgood

NOVEMBER/DECEMBER - MODERN MUSIC
JAZZ STRUCTURE AND INFLUENCE by Aaron Copland - Although jazz has been many months now in the hands of
professional theorists I have seen nowhere a study of its influence upon non-commercial composers. Its structure, which interests me
most as a musician, has received so little attention that it seems to have been avoided. Paul Whiteman admits this in his recent book:
"Comparatively little has been written in an analytical way about jazz." And when asked "What is jazz? "I have been dodging this
question for years because I haven't been able to figure out an adequate answer." Speaking exactly, no one else has. In certain quarters
it has been suggested that the jazz band created jazz. This is confusing color with substance. Although the jazz band is largely
responsible for the present day perfection of the idiom, in the beginning it merely added a distinctive color to what already existed.
One point has been generally made and agreed upon: that the essential character of jazz is its rhythm. Yet no one has carefully
analyzed even this. Virgil Thomson has wisely said: "Jazz is a certain way of sounding two rhythms at once......a counterpoint of
regular against irregular beats." These discerning but epigrammatic investigations have been carried a little though not much farther by
Don Knowlton in an article in Harper's (April 1926). Henry O. Osgood in his book, So This is Jazz, begins by complimenting Mr.
Thomson on his definition: Jazz, in brief, is a compound of (a) the fox trot rhythm and (b) a syncopated melody over this rhythm." But
a few pages later he insists: "Jazz is not to be bound by Mr. Thomson's fox trot rhythm, and ....... it is obvious that syncopation, while a
frequent characteristic of jazz, is by no means an essential factor." He concludes: "It is the spirit of the music, not the mechanics of its
frame......that determines whether or not it is jazz."
This seems to me to be far from the truth. I had rather not let jazz pass too easily as indefinable without first inspecting its
structure. There may be some connection between Mr. Osgood's attitude and that of most Americans, who believe too confidently that
they can tell jazz from what isn't jazz and let it go at that. Such vagueness will do nothing toward a real understanding of it; on the
other hand the very first move toward understanding requires precisely what Mr. Osgood by implication advises against, a study of the
mechanics of its frame. And this can best be accomplished by considering its origin and development.
It began, I suppose, on some Negro's dull tomtom in Africa; it descended through the spirituals, some of which are as much
jazz as Gershwin's newest song. Its nearer ancestor is, of course, ragtime. The rhythmic foundation of ragtime is an unchanging 1-2-3-4
bass in quick tempo (stressing the most obvious beats the first and third--just as 1-2-3 is the rhythmic foundation of the waltz. Over the
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ragtime bass is carried invariably one of two rhythms, sometimes both: either the dotted eighth followed by a sixteenth: or this most
ordinary syncopation:

The former of these produced the characteristic ragtime jerk which is perhaps remembered from Everybody's Doin' It.
Ragtime is much inferior to jazz and musically uninteresting; it consists of old formulas familiar in the classics which were
rediscovered one day and overworked.
Modern jazz began with the fox trot. For this new dance the four-quarter bass was used as in ragtime but at a considerably
slower pace and miraculously improved by accenting the least obvious beats, the second and fourth-1-2-3-4 . With this was combined
another rhythmic element, sometimes n the melody but by no means always there, which is generally supposed to be a kind of 1-2-3-4
and is always written"

This notation, however, is deceptive, as Mr. Knowlton has pointed out. His article reveals the practice followed by popular
music publishers of writing extremely complex jazz compositions very simply so as to sell them more easily to the musically
uneducated. He was the first to show that this jazz rhythm is in reality much subtler than in its printed form and is properly expressed
thus:

Therefore it contains no syncopation; it is instead a rhythm of four quarters split into eight eighths and is arranged thus: 1-2-3:
1-2-3-4-5, or even more precisely: 1-2-3: 1-2-3: 1-2. Put this over the four-quarter bass:

and you have the play of two independent rhythms within the space of one measure. It is the beginning, it is a molecule of jazz.
Whatever melody is subjected to this procedure comes out jazzed. This explains the widespread facile reincarnation of classic
tunes as song and dance hits: It also explains Mr. Whiteman's remark: "Jazz is not as yet the thing said, it is the manner of saying it."
And it should make clear to Mr. Osgood how a melody he cites, that of I'm Always Chasing Rainbows, can show no signs of jazz and
yet be jazz. It is not the melody which determines this point, but the interplay of rhythms around, above and under it.
The next step infinitely complicated these, in fact it produced polyrhythms. In employing two rhythms within one measure
jazz after all merely did something that had been done before, if we remember, for instance, the use by older composers of 3/4 against
6/8. But the next era in the jazz age-typified by the song Stumbling-saw independent rhythms spread over more than one measure, over
a series of measures:

That is, while the conventional 4/4 bass was retained the melody was put into 3/4 time. This particular combination of
rhythms was probably put to best use by Confrey in his Kitten on the Keys:
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Within small limits jazz had achieved a new synthesis in music. It was so difficult for ordinary ears and so exhilarating to
ordinary sensibilities that the jazz composers, always intent upon their public, dared not use it for more than a few measures at a time.
George Gershwin was the composer who took most advantage of the discovery made with Stumbling His Fascinating Rhythm is
rhythmically not only the most fascinating but the most original jazz song yet composed:

With the introduction of the Charleston the most tyrannical element of our popular music-the evenly rhythmed bass-was
eliminated for the space of a few measures at least. The Charleston consists of the upper fox trot rhythm: 1-2-3:1-2-3-4-5 used below
as well as above instead of the formerly unflagging 1-2-3-4 bass"

This old bondage (the unchanging bass) which has probably brought jazz more musical enemies than any other quality, has
been broken in another way by Gershwin in his latest dance hit, Clap Yo' hands. Instead of the 3/4 against 4/4 polyrhythm which in the
brisk competition of Broadway has now become old stuff, he uses this:

That is, he varies a 4/4 rhythm with two measures of 3/4 rhythm. Critically, from the standpoint of all music this may be
counted a step backward, a return to processes already familiar-in the Russian folk-song for example; but from the standpoint of jazz it
means an advance through the relief it offers from the old relentless 4/4 bass.
Polyrhythms are, as is known, not in themselves an innovation. They have been highly developed among primitive races and
have made intermittent, momentary appearances in the works of recent European composers. They have also occurred abundantly in
the English madrigals. The madrigal polyrhythms were the result of the madrigal prosody and therefore an intricate deft interknitting in
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which no single downbeat was too definitely stressed. In a sense, therefore, the madrigal was arhythmic rather than polyrhythmic. In
fact, the madrigalists were charged by later English generations with lacking a proper sense of rhythm.
But the polyrhythms of jazz are different in quality and effect not only from those of the madrigals but from all others as well.
The peculiar excitement they produce by clashing two definitely and regularly marked rhythms is unprecedented in occidental music.
Its polyrhythm is the real contribution of jazz.
This has not been appreciated by modern European composers although in other ways our American popular music has to
some extent influenced them. In the days of ragtime, Debussy and Stravinsky, in the days of jazz, Ravel, Milhaud, Honegger,
Hindemith, Jean IIiener exploited it as an exotic novelty. But with most of them it remained a novelty, a monotonous bass, a whining
melody, a glissando on a trombone......These tricks soon lost their first charm. meanwhile, however, at least one authentic small
masterpiece had been inspired in Europe by America, Darius Milhaud's La Creation du Monde-little known, strangely, in this country.
But according to Milhaud himself, jazz is now distinctly passé in Europe and not a young composer there is interested in it any longer.
This is not so in America, nor is it going to be. Since jazz is not exotic here but indigenous, since it is the music an American
has heard as a child, it will be traceable more and more frequently in his symphonies and concertos. Possibly the chief influence of jazz
will be shown in the development of the polyrhythm. This startling new synthesis has provided the American composer with an
instrument he should appreciate and utilize. It should stir his imagination; he should see it freed of its present connotations. It may be
the substance not only of his fox trots and Charlestons but of his lullabies and nocturnes. He may express through it not always gaiety
but love, tragedy, remorse.

DECEMBER 1, - THE NEW REPUBLIC
JAZZ AND FOLK ART - About a year ago, in a discussion here of what I called The Comedy of Commerce, I referred to
jazz, not in uncomplimentary terms, but critically as an instance of the art of a commerce and industry ridden people. Many readers
gave protest. So far as I could see, the chief point against me was that I had dared be critical at all of a folk art. Jazz, went their
sentimental plaint, was the expression of a people. (I had not denied it.) Hence, hands off! Hence, down on worshipful knees!
There has indeed been abroad for a full century the curious notion that folk art-as once the King-can do no wrong: that folk art
is necessarily good art: that the critic who dares to question folk art commits the unpardonable sin. This is a point I would examine
briefly, forgetting jazz as the mere pretext for it. The notion, to begin with, seems to be quite modern. Before Rousseau, folk art was
known, of course; was appreciated; was indeed taken for granted. It was neither idealized nor despised. It was the art of the folk: the
elite regarded it with the same relative eye with which they looked upon the people. The people was the mass, the soil, the loam,
whence they had sprung; the body, if you will, for the aristocratic spirit. It was indispensable and it was causally, if not finally, good.
No tyrant could think otherwise, without deleting the very substance of his power. Moliere, in the first act of le Misanthrope, expressed
the common philosophic attitude toward folk art. To excoriate the precious nonsense of Oronte, Alceste quotes a popular Parisian ditty,
and declares it vastly better than the sophisticate's sonnet. He shatters the courtier with a point which today would be altogether lost.
For he is uttering a paradox. Here, in our language, is the gist of his attack: "This popular Parisian song-you know its class-may not be
much but it is sincere, sweet, lovely. And your sonnet, M. Oronte, which should of course be an improvement on such primitive traits,
shows but their total loss."
The crowning of folk art is a corollary from Rousseau who preached a "return to Nature"-as if civilized man were somehow
miraculously out of nature; and "a return to infancy"- as if his own doctrines had not been the dream of a weary adult. If you accept the
Rousseauistic premise, the modern notion follows about art. The best art, then, will be the least cultured, the most primitive, the most
childlike. And poor man, addicted hopelessly to beauty, had best pursue his weakness in the art of folk who, thinking least, are least
attained. If, however, you reject the creed of Rousseau-which does not mean that you deny his value and his genius; if it seems clear to
you that civilized man belongs as much to nature as a tree does, and that man's need to live well, to know true, to aim high, is as
healthy and as natural a function as the tree's to grow good roots and blossom, then this indiscriminate adoring of folk art, merely
because it is folk art, is nonsense.
Dante was once ten years old. He was a remarkable child. He babbled sonnets and rondeaus which revealed his nature. Do
you put the prattlings he produced at ten before the Divina Commedia he composed at fifty? if you are the usual folk-art worshiper,
why not? Were those lyric works of Dante's youth not the pure Dante? the untrammeled sign and substance of his soul? Were they not
Dante's folk art? And the Divina Commedia! what alien and sophisticate and unoriginal matters dulled the raptures of his early years to
this! Aristotle, Aquinas, Virgil, the Apocalypses of Jerusalem, the Pseud-Epigraphia of Alexandria-the whole theology and logic of the
Schoolmen had to "debauch" the pure Dante, ere he was ready to write his intricate, conscious Poem. If you are a real lover of art,
surely you will turn with mild disgust from the Commedia to his childhood's singing.
I do not think this caricature of the folk art fad is too unjust to sharpen a just point. It is literally true that if greatness be ever
in a man or a race, it must potentially have been there at the outset. Therefore the beginning expressions of that man or race will hold
the germ of their significance. Most men, moreover, fail (perhaps most races also) to fulfill their spiritual promise. The promise
universally exists. No child, no child-race is without it. Only the achievement is rare. And so it follows that the search for spiritual
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values among children will be, by and large, more fruitful than among men and women. But to say that the art-expression of all
children gives more than the art-expression of all children gives more than the art-expression of all adults, because children all have the
germ and adults seldom the flower,-only this bad logic can lead us to conclude that child art and folk art are best, or even always good.
Folk art is the seed of great art; seeds are more numerous than flowers. To cultivate the seed at the expense of the flower is a defeatism
and a folly we are not yet quite cured of.
But folk art is not naive in its elements, any more than are the babblings of the "purest" child. It is, more often, the naive
mirroring and mimicry of ideas caught from above. The emotions of folk art are childish. Yet they are the result of unconsciously
inherited ideas, imposed by ruling classes. Take for instance the folk arts of mediaeval Christian Europe-the spirituals of the American
Negro slave. Did the folk invent the intricate theology and philosophy on which they rested? Rather, they vulgarized the product of
intellectual minorities-Phophets, Plato, Plotinus and the Patrists: made it a pabulum, at last, which later intellectuals could reemploy for
the creating of more cultivated art. Another example: Russian folk music reveals traces of liturgical and synagogical music. Now, a
new group of cultivated artists-Rimsky, Stravinsky, Ornstein-reforms this popularized pabulum of older minorities into a fresh
intellectualized music.
Or consider our jazz. Jazz is not so much a folk music-like the spirituals-as a folk accent in music. It expresses well a mass
response to our world of piston-rods, cylinders and mechanized laws. The response is of the folk and is passive. The nature of our
world itself is due to the work and temperament of minorities alien to the jazz-makers. Jazz expresses a personal maladjustment to this
world, right by sheer and shrewd compliance. And this, doubtless, is why the races at once most flexible and most maladjusted-the
Negro and the Jew-give the best jazz-masters. Since the rhythm of our age is not transfigured in jazz, as in truly creative art, but is
assimilated, the elements of the age itself which we may disapprove will appear also in jazz. In other words a folk art-being so largely
an art of reaction and of assimilation-will contain the faults of the adult minorities that rule the folk , as well as the pristine virtues of
the people.
And we have other folk arts. The Rosary-jazzless, European saccharine-is as truly a folk art as any of the Berlin or Gershwin
ditties. Harold Bell Wright's books-messes of Victorian notions in decay-are also an American folk art. The New York Daily News is
the daily art of a folk numbering several millions.
The adorers of folk art in its own divine right need but observe what they adore. That will be enough to cure them. Nor should
they forget that in all culturally early epochs, dissatisfaction with folk art is one of the incentives for the production of great art.
Waldo Frank

DECEMBER 4 - MUSICAL NEWS AND HERALD
THE SOURCE OF THE NEGRO SPIRITUAL - It is now more than 300 years ago since a Dutch vessel sailed into
Jamestown, Virginia, carrying twenty African natives to that country. They were quickly bought up by the colonial settlers there, and
thus began the African slave trade in the colonies of America. The demand being always greater than the supply, hundreds of
thousands of men, women, and children from various parts of Africa were shipped across to the Western continent to be sold into
slavery. Here they were, like the Jews of old, captive in Babylon, cut off from all they held most dear, and found themselves fact to
face with an utterly strange civilization, with its strange language, and intolerable burden of slavery.
Yet these are the very people from whom the Negro Spiritual originally sprang, and these therefore, are the pioneer folk-song
makers of America. At first sight, this statement may appear quite incredible, but it must be remembered that many of these unfortunate
natives were not the ignorant barbarians they are often reputed to have been.
It is now generally recognized by students that the majority of these Africans were in no sense 'savages' but that they
possessed a culture and civilization which has left its mark upon the painting and sculpture of Europe to-day. Indeed, in his book on
African Negro art, M. de Zayas goes so far as to say that 'of all the arts of the primitive races, the art of the African Negro savage is the
one which has had a positive influence on the art of our epoch.'
About African music, on the other hand, not very much is as yet known, possibly because their idea of it is so different from
ours; for, whereas the West thinks of music chiefly in terms of melody and harmony, the East regards rhythm as its most characteristic
expression. Now the Negro in America brought with him from Africa his native musical instinct and talent, and that was a striking
capacity for rhythm. It is not surprising, therefore, that the Spirituals reflect this characteristic very clearly, but, both in melody and
harmony, they show a marked advance on the indigenous music of Africa. How, then, is this remarkable development to be accounted
for? Why did not the native, even though transplanted into an alien soil, revive there the music of the drum and tom-tom and continue
to revel in the dances which their rhythm evoked in the land of his fathers?
It was in Christianity, no doubt, that the Negro found most complete consolation for the present, and surest hope for the
future. Despised by those among whom he lived, and experiencing all too frequently the bitterness of separation from friends and loved
ones in the slave markets of America, he turned with fervour to the Christian religion as to a mighty deliverer, and it was in the fire of
this fervour that the spirituals were forged. This, it would seem, was the motive power which brought the great majority of these noble

- 838 -

songs into being, and without its aid it is doubtful whether such melodies would ever have been produced. Thus, by sheer spiritual
force, the African chant came to be translated into the Negro Spiritual.
A comparison between the structure of these two forms throws an interesting light on the whole problem. The following are
the opening lines of a song sung by Negro minstrels of Bornon in praise of their chief :
Give flesh to the hyenas at daybreak oh the broad spears!
The spear of the Sultan the broadest-oh, the broad spear!
I behold thee now, i desire to be none other. oh, the broad spears!
My horse is as tall as a high wall. Oh, the broad spears!
from Narrative of travels in Northern and Central Africa (Denham and Clappertone)
This may be compared with the spiritual 'One mo' ribber to cross':
Oh, de ribber of Jordan is deep and wide-One mo' ribber to cross.
I don't know how to get on de other side- One mo' ribber to cross
Oh, you got Jesus, hold him fast- One mo' ribber to cross
Oh, better love was nebber told- One mo' ribber to cross.
and with many another of the same type. Most of the spirituals are conceived in this form, a line sung by the leader and the
refrain by the chorus, and this is the pattern on which most of the native African songs are found to have been written.
With regard to the melodies themselves, most are cast in pentatonic mould, and many are strangely moving, but they are not
intended to be sung as solos, and much of their mobility is lost if they are treated in this way. When the solitary voice of the leader is
answered by a chorus which surges and swells like the rolling sea, the effect is profoundly inspiring. It is this convincing contrast
between the single voice and the antiphonal chorus which, more than any other element, makes the rendering so impressive.
Now, though the actual melodies of the spirituals have much in common with the folk-songs of other races, they are entirely
unique in one respect, being sung for the most part in harmony. The Negro has always had the reputation of being a singer, but it must
be admitted that if that reputation has been founded upon the quality of his voice, it can only be through the enchantment that is lent by
distance. It is more likely, however, that this popular credit given to Negroes as singers is derived from their extraordinary capacity for
harmonizing and not from the quality of their voices. Thus, in a very large number of these spirituals is found a triple contrast,
produced by alternating the solo voice, chorus in unison, and chorus in harmony.
To many, no doubt, the words of the songs will seem crude, and sometimes even grotesque, but there was certainly no humour
intended; the singer was in grim earnest indeed. It must be remembered, too, that the song-maker, when it came to the use of words,
was struggling with a language of which his knowledge was limited, and with a religion .....etenets of which he could not always clearly
grasp. Yet there is something about this very crudity and grotesqueness which is noble, dignified, and eminently sincere. Many of the
melodies, it has been suggested, are beautiful, and both Dvorak and Coleridge-Taylor, to mention only two notable composers, have
shown us how rich and dignified they sound in more elaborate contexts; is it unreasonable, therefore, to hope that in the near future
they may be wedded to religious verse of a more cultured, but not necessarily of a more sophisticated, style, and used, as many other
less worthy melodies are, periodically in our churches? 'Scrutator'

DECEMBER 11,-CHRISTIAN SCIENCE MONITOR
1900. by Alfredo Casella - There has appeared in Rome recently the first number of an artistic review which was preceded by
a violent controversy in the press, for reasons which do not concern this article. But the title of this review, and its intentions, may be
the object of useful reflections. The review is called "1900" (which in Italy means "twentieth century"), and it has as aim the
foundation of the style of this century, or at least an active contribution to this foundation and to the definition of the artistic outlook
which should in time to come represent, in the eyes of our great-grandchildren, the period of aviation and radio.
One question immediately presents itself: is it possible to define the style of a century, when one lives in the middle, or even,
as in the present instance, at the beginning of it? This question gives rise to another: when does one century in art begin? For it would
be difficult to admit that cycles of art coincide with those of astronomy. We should therefore-in the case which interests us-try to define
the style of the twentieth century and find out at what period one can with any certainly fix the origin of this style.
The Century of Romanticism
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One can practically affirm today, without fear of committing too great an indiscretion, that the past century was that of
romanticism. Pessimists (not without some truth) call it the century of disorder. And it seems indeed that the vast phenomenon of social
unrest and development (it would be more correct moreover to say revolution) which has characterized the whole historic European
period since 1789, has had a remarkable repercussion in the sphere of artistic effort. So that it is legitimate to say that romanticism
started with the French Revolution.
Musically, one can certainly consider Richard Wagner as the last great figure of romanticism, as the man who sums up in
himself, but at the same time also exhausts, a whole period. After his passing, apart from the less distinguished successors of a great
generation (even including the great worth of a Richard Strauss) we meet with the name of only one man who, in his turn sums up a
whole period of music-although less vast than that of Richard Wagner: Claude Debussy. In this name, indeed, there seems to be
contained today the whole period that takes us from "Parsifal" to 1914.
Impressionism
It remains to be seen whether impressionism is to be considered as a movement comparable to romanticism. But this question
solves itself, as impressionism-a tendency limited mainly to painting and music-can in no way be compared in "dimension" or in
"profundity" with a movement as tremendous as romanticism, which took in the arts "en bloc." It has often been said of Debussy that
he was a decadent. To tell the truth, this word is, for the most part, devoid of meaning. And, in the present instance, it seems to be
singularly inopportune, as Debussy may rightly be considered as a man who has forcibly contributed to the renewal of the music of his
time, and this is precisely the contrary of decadence.
The originality of Debussy's genius has had an enormous influence on the musical development of the last 20 years, in
opening wide the windows onto the horizon of dreams, of happiness, and of light. But it is at the same time evident that Debussy,
although totally free from the dogmatic shackles of a past which had become in certain respects too heavy, was none the less to the end
of his days purely a lyrical composer. And that is why, in spite of his essentially anti-Wagnerian point of view, we should always
consider him as a man of the past century.
Dynamism and Construction
People love to say, in advanced circles, that the twentieth century started with the World War. And certainly it is now possible
to state that this cataclysm profoundly upset the field of original work. After the war came a new artistic conscience, and today it is
noticeable that the new conception is in the direction of an art made up essentially of dynamism and construction. As a matter of fact,
these two qualities can seem new only if one is thinking of the defects of romanticism, as otherwise they constitute for all time the
highest characteristics of great art. But it is certain that the dynamism of today cannot be that of past centuries. The influence of
mechanism is today an important factor in the sphere of even artistic thought, and no one can foresee at present what will be even the
immediate consequences.
But it would be quite impossible to say, with any accuracy, what is the musical character of our epoch. In the domain of pure
music, indeed, no other epoch has been so rich as ours in different and even contrary tendencies. In the theatrical field the confusion is
still more serious, and it would be difficult, moreover, to find in this sphere the achievements that we have at least been able to attain in
the symphonism of these last years. It is possible that in a century such contradictory tendencies as those, for example, of Schoenberg
and Stravinsky may seem parallel and even convergent. But today such an appearance would be sheer foolishness
Jazz
If I were not afraid of being taken seriously-and yet I am speaking very seriously-I should venture to say that the only music
that is of the twentieth century, and which in a few years has been able to impose itself upon the whole world by its dynamism, its
originality and also by its luster, is undoubtedly jazz. It is easy to object that this music is of an inferior order. That is possible. But it is
none the less true that our period seems to be summed up in its atmosphere of jerky resticssness and in that rhythm whose beats so
extraordinarily and submissively conform to a basis of unmercifully mechanical regularity.
Should we conclude from this that jazz is the music of our century, and its style is the one that will represent our period in the
centuries to come? Far be it from me to make this claim. It would be absurd and presumptuous to predict in 1926 what will be the
music of 1980 or 2000 (Beethoven would have been very much at a loss if he had foreseen only "Tristan and Isolde"). But practically,
I simply mean this: that we live in a singularly tangled and chaotic period, in the midst of which it is more difficult than ever to play the
prophet. And that, in this extremely complicated time, the only form of music that has attained in only a few years a popularity, a
diffusion and a universality such as has not been seen in our art since the Italian opera of the last century, is, curiously enough, a form
of art which has come from a new world. Must one conclude from this that the scepter of music is going to pass from old Europe to
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adolescent America? I do not know. But in any case, this phenomenon deserves the deepest attention and study of the musicians of
both worlds.

DECEMBER 18, - MUSICAL AMERICA
A CRUSADE FOR SPIRITUALS: THE NEGRO'S MUSICAL TREASURE - The past year has been notable in the
advancement of Negro music. More and more this music is finding a place in the hearts of the people of the world. New attitudes are
being taken toward this art, and it is more and more becoming the basis of serious study on the part of the leading musicians of the
world. The tragic beauty of this music is more and more becoming apparent, and its place in the music of the world is more or less
secure. Music represents the Negro's highest contribution to the artistic culture and advancement of American civilization, and perhaps
there is no music that has had a more interesting history. It developed under strange circumstances, which gave the black man an
opportunity to express his soul as he could not have done in any other way.
Negro music represents a historical development, which began with the arrival of the slaves in 1619 through to the present
time. What has helped to preserve this music has been the effort of Negro schools and colleges, which have sent out quartets and
singers that have gone throughout the country giving concerts on this music and explaining its origin.
At the Sesquicentennial Exposition music has been one of the chief features of the Negro's part in the celebration. A pageant
entitled "Loyalty's Gift" and written and directed by Mrs. Dora Cole Norman, and presented in the exposition auditorium, was based
on Negro music. Another feature was the singing of a chorus of 1000 voices in a concert of spirituals in the exposition auditorium. A
special quartet from Fisk University, under the direction of Mrs. Agnes Work, director of music at Fisk University, gave daily concerns
in the exposition auditorium, much to the delight of the visitors to the Sesquicentennial.
Around music is based most of the progress of the Negro, and during the celebration of the 150th anniversary of the nation,
the one distinct thing that the Negro has to offer is music. Due to music the Negro was able to survive the long period of slavery, the
one weapon with which he had to express his soul as he was passing through this period. Distinguished critics during the past year have
been profuse in their praise of the possibilities of Negro music. They say it ought to be revered and treasured as a contribution of art.
Spirituals are frequently used by the leading white artists on their programs, and it is interesting to note the reception these songs
received.
National Convention Meets
The National Association of Negro Musicians held its eighth annual convention this year in Philadelphia. It brought together a
representative gathering of teachers, students, and concert artists, and during its six days' session many vital matters were discussed
making for the improvement of the status of the Negro in the field of music.
The convention devoted a great deal of discussion toward the preservation of Negro spirituals, and went on record against the
present tendency on the part of some to commercialize and cheapen these songs by singing them in vaudeville, and for no other reason
than exploitation. The convention held that the Negro spirituals were sacred and that every effort should be made to protect them from
exploitation. The convention also advocated that the spirituals be sung by trained singers who had some knowledge of the historical as
well as artistic value of these songs. The need of more chamber music among Negro musicians was also discussed at the convention,
and to encourage higher forms of compositions among composers in general.
In order to assist in the encouragement of compositions among Negro composers, the Robert Curtis Ogden Association,
through Rodman Wanamaker, will offer $1,000 in prizes. Dr. Nathaniel Dett, head of the department of music of Hampton institute,
speaking before the convention, said: "The artistic possibilities of the spirituals are limitless if properly interpreted by competent and
sympathetic singers." He added that the Association should protest against "untrained singers trying to interpret these spirituals."
There were many interesting features attached to the convention this year. More and more this gathering is becoming a potent
factor in the artistic development of the Negro in America. An interdenominational "choirfest" proved to be one of the most interesting
programs of the convention. The conductors were Eva Evans, Van Whitted, Julian Adger, and Russell Johnson. Young Negro
musicians who were making their formal debut were given an opportunity to appear before the convention, and one of the delightful
features of the convention this year was a matinee in which children gave the entire program.
An entire program was also given over to Negro music, and the playing of new compositions. Among the subjects that were
discussed this year were "The Academic Value of Music," "Music Teachers in Collegiate Schools," and "Public School Music."
Among the distinguished Negro artists that took part on some of the programs at the convention this year were Jessie Andrews
Zackery, soprano, of New York; Harriett Savoy, contralto, of Philadelphia; Leviticus Lyons, tenor, of New York; Jacob Lowe,
baritone, of Chicago; Mrs. R. Nathaniel Dett, pianist, of Hampton Institute; Eugene Mars Martin, violinist, of New York, and Lela
Walker Jones, dramatic reader, of Philadelphia. The convention presented Coleridge Taylor's "Hiawatha's Departure," directed by
Alfred Johnson, supervisor of music in the public schools of Washington, D. C.
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The convention presented Dr. Melville Charlton, the foremost Negro organist, who is organist at both the Union theological
Seminary and the Bronx Jewish Synagogue, in a recital at the John Wanamaker store. This was one of the crowning features of the
musicales given before the convention. Dr. Charlton's program included Bach's Toccata in F: a Negro sketch. "Moanin' Pines," by
Burleigh: Thiele's "Chromatic Fantasie"; "Swing Low, Sweet Chariot," by Diton, and the last movement of Widor's Fifth Symphony.
Other Negro artists that appeared on programs were J. Wesley Jones of Chicago, chairman of the scholarship committee of the
Association, and Clarence Cameron White, violinist and composer, head of the School of Music at the West Virginia Collegiate
Institute and a former president of the Association. Gertrude Martin of New York, a thirteen-year-old violinist, was among those who
won special success at the convention. Carl Diton, composer and pianist, of Philadelphia, was elected president, succeeding Dr.
Nathaniel Dett. Other officers were Arthur Anderson, Chicago, vice-president; Alice Simmons, Nashville, Tenn., financial secretary;
Camille Nickerson, New Orleans, treasurer; Martha Mitchell, Chicago, and Ruth Shore, Detroit, directors.
A distinction won by a Negro composer this season was accorded Clarence Cameron White when he was invited by Edwin
Franko Goldman, conductor of the Goldman Band, to lead the band in the playing of his own composition, "Bandana Sketches." The
band has been playing White's composition frequently during the summer, and Goldman, on learning that the composer was to be in
New York, invited him to conduct the band on the evening that it was playing on the campus of New York University on University
Heights. The composition, which is based on the Negro spirituals, was well received by an audience that was estimated to be fully
10,000, including several members of the faculty of New York University. Mr. White was the special guest of the band and was
presented by Goldman as "one of the greatest American composers." Mr. White is the first Negro to conduct the Goldman Band, and
the honor shows the place that the Negro composers are making in the world of music. He has been regarded as one of the most gifted
composers in America. He was educated at Oberlin College and has made a distinguished career as teacher, composer and violinist. He
is at present the head of the music department of West Virginia Collegiate Institute. He has given concerts both in America and
Europe, and formerly resided in Boston.
Noted Spiritual Singers
The Fisk University Singers, from Nashville, Tenn., will again give concerts in Europe this season. Their concerts abroad last
year were marked by unusual enthusiasm and interest in the European cities in which they appeared. Europe is just beginning to know
the Negro spirituals, especially the present generation, and the Fisk singers are contributing largely in this direction. At a concert in
Paris last season by the Fisk University singers over 800 people were turned away, which will give some idea of their popularity
abroad. They are the leading exponents of the Negro folk songs and may be called musical missionaries, helping to spread the gospel
of Negro music.
The Fisk singers will be headed by the Rev. J. A. Meyers, one of the most beautiful tenor singers of the Negro race, and who
has been associated with Fisk singers for over twenty-five years. Other singers are Mrs. Meyers and Messrs. O'Bannon, Barbour and
Collins.
Fisk University makes the study of Negro music a feature of its work and its conservatory has sent out some of the most
successful artists of the colored race. In 1871 Fisk sent out its first group of singers, who traveled extensively in America and Europe,
and as the results of their concerts brought to the University $150,000. This went toward the erection of Jubilee Hall, a building
dedicated to Negro music which stands on the campus of Fisk University where formerly stood a slave pen.
The present Fisk singers are worthy successors of that consecrated and devoted group of singers that went out from the
University over fifty years ago. Among the distinguished Negro artists who were educated at Fisk University are Roland Hayes, tenor;
Sonoma Talley, pianist; Alice Simmons, music teacher; Augustus Lawson, one of the six greatest Negro pianists; Lydia Mason, pianist;
Mrs. Olden, singer; Charles Lewis, and Fred J. Work, music director. The Rev. J. A. Meyers says that it is the aim of the present Fisk
singers to maintain the traditions of the University.
Among the young Negro artists who will be heard abroad this season for the first time is Chauncey Northern, tenor, who will
give recitals in France, Germany and Italy. He gave his farewell recital at St. Mark's M. E. Church on Sept. 9, before a large and highly
appreciative audience. His tour abroad was arranged by several managers who heard him sing in America and felt that he deserved a
larger hearing. Mr. Northern is a young singer of fine artistry and has a voice of fine tenor quality which has been well placed. He is a
pupil of Leon Rains. He has given concerts throughout the country with success, with his sister, Ida Northern, as accompanist. He is a
graduate of Hampton institute and traveled several years with the Hampton singers. He plans to be gone abroad for two years. After his
recitals he will devote himself to study in Italy. Mr. Northern comes from a musical family. University Quartet heard
The Wilberforce University Quartet closed a very successful season in September. They traveled extensively throughout the
country giving programs of Negro spirituals, which were of a big order. The singers have voices of fine quality and they give an
intelligent concert. They sang in New York at the Metropolitan and Bethel A. M. E. Churches. They closed their season in Pittsburgh,
and as the result of their concerts they were able to make a substantial contribution toward the endowment drive of the University.
Wilberforce University is the oldest Negro university in the country, and recently established a music conservatory. The manager of
the quartet is W. M. Buchanan. The singers are Homer Q. Smith, first tenor; Ragland R. Reid, second tenor; John J. Ballou, baritone;
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and Homer T. Williams, bass. The appearance of the Wilberforce Quartet in New York this season will be the first time that they
appear in the East.
Roland Hayes, the distinguished Negro tenor, will be heard again this season in an American tour. He lately arrived in
America, returning from what is said to be one of the most successful European tours that he has made. He will give as usual several
recitals in New York, and his American tour will carry his throughout the country. Mr. Hayes has had a remarkable rise and attained
his present eminence from obscurity and humble origin from a Georgia farm, upon which he was born. His parents moved to
Chattanooga, Tenn., and he joined a church choir, where he was discovered by W. A. Calhoun, a colored music teacher of that city,
who became Hayes' first teacher.
Under the encouragement of Calhoun, Hayes appeared in several recitals in Chattanooga, where prominent white citizens
become interested in him. He went to Fisk University and entered the music department, and traveled for a time with the Fisk singers.
It was while he was in Boston with the Fisk singers that Mr. Hubbard, the celebrated teacher, took an interest in his career and took
Hayes as pupil. He owes much of his success to the kindly interest of Mr. Hubbard. Hayes was awarded the Spingarn medal, which is
given annually to the person of African descent who makes the most outstanding achievement along some definite line. Cleveland G.
Allen.

1926 - PEABODY BULLETIN
BROADWAY JAZZ - It is customary, of course, to turn up one's nose a little at the music of the Broadway shows. Whether
or not he is willing to admit virtue in jazz the average well-trained composer inherits from his virtuoso-tradition a feeling that his
genius should operate only in a formal opera house sponsored, if not by royalty, at least by the rich, or in sedate and refined circles
where chamber music is understood, or in the reverent concert hall. To such a musician it is inconceivable that his mission may well be
to lift the current musical entertainment nearer to the level of great art. Personally the present writer feels that in the musical comedies
of Broadway, in such an entertainment as Show Boat, we have come nearer to the evolution of a genuine American form of art than in
anything yet composed by native talent in drama or in opera. If in any respect the music of such entertainment falls short of what it
might be, the responsibility rests neither with the public nor with the producers but with the talented composers who decline to study
what is here needed and supply that need. To look disdainfully on the taste of the average man has always been in art as in other
matters a dangerous form of snobbery. It has been fortunate for music that men of the greatest genius a century and more ago did not
despise the court dances then popular. Those dances would mean nothing to us now if Couperin, Rameau, Bach had not written in their
quaint measure certain imperishable suites. Had Chopin despised the popular dances of the romantic period we should not now have
his waltzes and his mazurkas. To write mazurkas to-day, however, is an anachronism. The comparable task for modern composers is to
compose fox trots and tangos which musically will be important.
The career of the virtuoso brought with it the career of the critic. If one's life is to be spent in a competition, however friendly,
with other performers then one needs the satisfaction of an umpire to say who is which and which is ahead. Whether there is a
permanent career for the music critic may be questioned. The verdict of practicing artists on the performance of their fellows is usually
illuminating. The service of the professional music critic is most often of an historical character. He helps to educate the audience by
furnishing information about the music on the program, and by estimating the performance on the basis of the tradition. His lot is not a
happy one, and much of his best work has failed of appreciation largely for the sound reason that an audience which has enjoyed a
performance has got out of it all it wants, and an audience which hasn't enjoyed itself is usually willing to let the matter drop provided
it doesn't have to go again.
In America the music critic is horribly overworked. No large newspaper cares to be without its critic, yet practically no
newspaper gives him enough assistance to cover all the performances and to pronounce mature judgment. As a consequence, few
critics can attend more than the academic kind of performance-operas, concerts, recitals. If there should be a musical show of
distinction, the overworked critic could hardly get to hear it, and if you asked him to cover the music of moving-picture houses as well
as that of the musical shows he would probably expire on the spot. We have therefore no good means at present of surveying the whole
musical movement at any one time.
Two desirable additions to our music opportunities suggest themselves. Just because the concert touring of famous artists is
going out of fashion, there is every reason why competent performers, especially young and enthusiastic ones who are not yet weary of
travel, should make appearances through the country and carry good music to places where it has not yet been heard. The machinery
for such a distribution of music is ready at hand in the Federation of Women's Clubs. These influential groups have long been in the
habit of inviting lecturers to speak before them, at a few which, though less than that of the great concert artists, is still adequate for
traveling expenses and for something over. If the Federation of Women's Clubs should take on their programs each year a number of
promising musicians, at the same fees they now pay to lecturers, they would vary and enrich their own entertainment and greatly
advance the cause of music. These clubs are so widely distributed that they can easily carry music into whole areas where no
commercial agency could hope to bring the touring virtuoso.
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We ought to have in every state of the Union at least one focal point for the musical interests of the community. At present a
few cities, and chiefly on the Atlantic seaboard, attract too many of the young students and artists. For music in general we ought to
develop a state pride. It is no small loss to any community when the talents which it produced have gone off elsewhere, and an
expenditure of money on the part of each state which would result in keeping its gifted children at home would yield profit a hundred
fold.
American music would be advanced more than anyone can measure if each state established a small opera house to be paid
for out of its tax rates and to be administered in the interests of its music talent. Such a house ought to produce modern works
expressing the drift of our own taste and the needs of our own spirit. In such a house the best orchestral players in the state should find
employment and the singers and composers their careers. The tickets, as in Europe, should be so cheap that the entire community could
enjoy the performances.
These two suggestions may seem unrelated to general considerations of the musician's career, but they follow from what has
been said of the musician as craftsman. If the young student can envisage his career less as a spectacular triumph on the platform than
as a life-long labor in the interests of one of the most sociable of the arts, we shall soon have a greater demand for good music in such
groups as the women's clubs and a clearer need for houses where the whole community can find musical entertainment, not only in
every state but in every city. When music is defined not as the expression of the individual but as the social need of us all, the too-often
criticized public will show a prodigal hospitality to the art.

1926 - POPULAR MECHANICS
WHERE JAZZ COMES FROM. Distinctive American Form of Music, an Accidental Discovery by Four Boys, Now Being
Adopted into Classical Forms. by Earl Chapin May.
At a national convention of music industries, a piano manufacturer attacked jazz as "a series of animal howls - a yowling of
jungle creatures." About the same time, several thousand lovers of music assembled to hear Eric Delamarter, internationally famous as
organist, conductor and composer, interpret his complete jazz symphony with the aid of one of the largest pipe organs in the world and
eighty-five members of the Philadelphia Symphony orchestra.
The debate on the question, "Resolved: That jazz is a distinctive American form of true music," waxes more violent with its
increasing popularity. The violence of the debate is equaled only by the argument over its origin. As a matter of fact, the question of
where jazz originated finds a parallel in that classically moot query, "Which came first, the egg or the hen?" Even the origin of the
word "jazz" is in doubt, and few agree on what style or type of music shall be justly called jazz. But several years of study and
practical experience lead to the conclusion that jazz is the offspring of syncopation, plus a multitude of nonmusical notes and a wealth
of effects by the traps and the drums, and other similar instruments that are sounded by beating. Syncopation is the stressing or
accenting of the after beat in music. It antedates music because the first drum corps in the winds of Africa went in strong for
syncopation. The savage who evolved a drum, by stretching dried skin across the end of a hollow log, made "drum talk" by accenting
the after beat. The Kaffir coal miners of the Rand rally around their syncopating drum corps to this day. You'll find syncopation among
the Peruvian drummers of the Andes, the Siberian drummers with their bone drumsticks, and the Tibetans who drum upon human
skulls.
John Sebastian Bach, "father of modern music," was using syncopation in his "Well Tempered Clavichord" and other
compositions before 1750. Ludwig Van Beethoven wrote syncopation into the Scherzo movement of his Opus 18, Number 6, before
1800. When our south imported slaves, it also imported syncopation from Africa. When the dives of the old Barbary Coast of San
Francisco introduced us to the one-step and fox trot they adopted a syncopation, developed in Buenos Aires, Argentina, which came
from the tribal dances of Brazil. But the effects by which modern jazz is identified originated in our own southland and its Negroes.
We first came to recognize them in the Negro blues. W. C. Handy an Alabama Negro, put the blues on our musical map. Handy was
proprietor and manager of a dance orchestra. One night, more than thirty years ago, he was filling an engagement at the little town of
Cleveland, Miss. Three local Negroes applied for permission to interpolate a selection. This permission granted, the trio, equipped
with mandolin, guitar and bass viol, played, over and over again, a mournful primitive strain of twelve instead of the orthodox sixteen
measures.
There were just three changes of harmony in this unfinished symphony, but it made a hit, partly because the guitar and
mandolin players slid their fingers along the frets and produced the effects we now hear in the Hawaiian steel-stringed guitar and
ukulele and partly because the bass viol played "wolfed" his tones. White folks present showered money upon the local Negroes.
Handy sat up and took notice. He studied the new type of music, which had a melody something like the Negro spirituals, but
encouraged encores because if left the impression that there was something more to come. One result of Handy's study was the
composition which has won fame as "The Memphis Blues." It was a song without words at first, but it went big. Then Handy wrote
some verses for it, referring to a Memphis election campaign. They were not so good. George Norton, a white man, contributed a new
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set of verses, which became permanently attached to the Handy melody praising the hospitality of Memphis and the skill of Handy's
orchestra.
"The Memphis blues" traveled from coast to coast. There was an outbreak of blues in every musical quarter. The ragtime
craze followed. But jazz was still unborn. It remained for four New Orleans white boys to add that word to the world's vocabulary
Nearly twenty years ago, this quartet of youngsters did the usual kid tricks in the Crescent City. They followed the street
bands. They imitated them on mouth organs and "kazoos." Presently, and somewhat blindly, the boy named LaRocca found himself the
leader of the band of four, and also the cornetist. By the same undefined process, the youth named Edwards began to master the seven
positions of the slide trombone. Young Shields became "one of those grinning fools who suck a stick," in other words, a clarinetist.
And young Scarboro (Ed.: Sbarbaro) became intrigued by the manifold possibilities of the traps and instruments of percussion so often
now referred to as the "battery."
Without an hour of professional instruction and in total ignorance of notes as written, the boys announced themselves as the
Dixieland band. The announcement made no immediate sensation in New Orleans. The band's services were no in instant demand. In
fact, the four boys knocked at the door of opportunity for months before they finally forced themselves into a job at a local dance. The
remuneration was six dollars or one dollar and a half for each budding musician. Other jobs followed. Then fate beckoned them to a
popular grill.
The Dixieland band made good because, in their ignorance of written music and innocence of technique, the boys committed
many atrocities in the name of the muse. The violinist wolfed his tones, which, no good musician should do. The trombonist blatted
and sounded many a flat and sharp where accidentals should not have been heard. The cornetist achieved blue notes by blowing on his
cornet when the water key was open. The trap drummer indulged in many a raucous noise with the aid of cuckoo calls, horse neighs,
nose blows, and other devilish devices. But they made a hit and their fame spread to far-off Chicago. Down from Chicago, in 1914
came a restaurateur named James. James came, heard and was conquered. he offered the four New Orleans boys the princely sum of
twenty-five dollars per week a piece and all expenses to play in his Chicago restaurant. The offer was accepted with alacrity. Mr.
James was given no time in which to change his mind.
Half scared and half thrilled, the four members of the Dixieland band opened their Chicago engagement in the Boosters' club.
They were a riot. Police reserves were called out to keep the mobs of patrons at bay. And then one night, while the boys were catching
their several breaths after an unusually enlivening blue number, somebody in the restaurant-it has never been decided just who did itshouted, "Jazz 'er up, boys."
Now there are thousands of jazz orchestras in this country Almost every town of 5,000 has one or more. Few vaudeville
programs are complete without a jazz number. Many a student in our institutions of higher learning is completing his education by
playing jazz engagements during the summer. From a quartet of cornet, clarinet, trombone and drums, the modern jazz orchestra has
grown into a mighty force for the perpetuating of the reign of reeds and rhythm. First the piano was added. Then came the moaning,
wailing saxophone. Then the oboe arrived, and finally all the wood wind instruments and the wealth of imitations to which the trick
trap drummer is so much addicted.
The old simple syncopated melodies, such as Irving Berlin's "Alexander's Ragtime Band," have been succeeded by Vincent
Lopez and his jazz versions of "The Covered Wagon." Our distinguished pianist and composer, Edward Burlingame, has brought out a
"Jazz Study" for two pianos. The brilliant Texan, Harold Morris, has composed his "Second Sonata" in which are incorporated many
Negro tunes, Powell's "Negro Rhapsody," Whithoner's "Times Square" and Carpenter's "Krazy Kat" are among the current
contributions to the literature of American jazz.
So many of our jazz orchestras invaded foreign fields that the French government made a determined, although not wholly
effectual, effort to bar them, for they were cutting French musicians out of long-held jobs. But the jazz orchestras, augmented by
helicon basses and a terrifying assortment of marimbas, chimes, bells, xylophones and whatnots, are sounding the dominant notes in
American music. It is nothing for a boy still in high school to be bitten by the jazz orchestra bug and to invest $400 in various bird
calls, animal imitations and instruments of percussion, while the professionals go much farther.
I once spent an evening with Ross Gorman, of the Paul Whiteman organization, inventorying his stock in trade. Ross is
primarily a saxophonist. But all jazz artists must specialize in effects. Ross was getting his with equipment valued at $3,540.
One trap drummer of my acquaintance has more than $1,000 invested in his imitations and percussion instruments. But it pays
them well. Ross makes about $400 a week although that is small change compared to Vincent Lopez and his weekly income of $5,000.
And there is a bit of a joke on those who raise an outcry at the increase in jazz music and orchestras. Some jazz players may
make the sounds of jungle beats. But the interesting phase of the whole situation in that while most of our popular jazz tunes are
transcriptions from some classic melody, many of our modern master musicians, especially those who live and move and have their
being in cultured Europe, are accepting these jazz tunes as typically American and are giving them what these master musicians regard
as classical transcriptions.
So you see there is something to the parallel questions of where did jazz come from and whether the egg or the hen came first.
probably jazz did come from the jungle by very easy stages. But having come from the jungle via Beethoven, Handy, Berlin, and the
boys from New Orleans, it is becoming refined by those who sit in the seats of the musically mighty.
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Jazz teaches us to keep time to a tune. It also familiarizes us, in theater, dance hall, cabaret or restaurant, with the melodic
themes of Rachmaninoff's "Prelude in C," Dvorak's "New World Symphony," Schubert's "Serenade," Handel's "Messiah," Beethoven's
"Moonlight Sonata," the Hungarian Rhapsodies of Liszt and even Chopin's "Funeral March" and Mendelssohn's "Spring Song."
The works of Oscar Strauss have been metamorphosed for the dance hall. Wagner's "Evening Star" from Tannhauser has its
jazz version. "Yes, We Have No Bananas" was, note for note, parts of three other pieces, the "Hallelujah chorus, "I Dreamt That I
Dwelt in Marble Halls," to say nothing of that song of our youth, "Aunt Dinah's Quilting Party." Melodious trifles from Nevin,
Delibes, Chaminade, Moszkowski, Grieg, Schumann, Puccini and Brahms are revamped into super-syncopated jazz tunes and
interpreted for our tapping feet by trombone, saxophone, helicon and drums.
"Home, Sweet Home," "Massa's in the Cold, Cold Ground" and "Carry Me Back to Old Virginny" are jazzed in many a
supper show palace. Even Rubinstein's "Melody in F" and the wedding march from "Lohengrin" do duty as fox trots.
But, barring the shock this gives the musically expert, I see no harm, in it. Melody is the basis of all true music, and if the jazz
orchestras familiarize the great American public with melody, much goes must come from it.

1926 - MUSICAL QUARTERLY
VIEWS AND REVIEWS BY CARL ENGLE. - On March 22, 1881, writing from Venice-where he spent most of his timegast acknowledges to Nietzsche the receipt of "two books by Stendhal." On March 31 he writes: Stendhal refers so often to Cimarosa
that I must have a look at "Il Matrimonio Segreto." Gast is anxious to try his hand at an opera. His ambition is to be an "allegromusician," a composer of sparkling, tuneful music. That is what the times demand and await! He conceives the idea of setting anew the
libretto of the "Matrimonio." Not he shrinks from so daring a venture. A letter dated June 8, 1881 announces that he has given up the
idea. Then on September 28, he writes "I've decided definitely on the Matrimnio." From now on we watch the growth of the work. It is
slow, it is accompanied by pangs and doubts. How much of kindly deception is hidden in the correspondence between these two men,
for the sake of mutual affection and consolation? Gast graduates from an amanuensis to a friend because of his determination to
accomplish more than the miracle of the Grail: to close the wound in Nietzsche's heart with the balm of a "new music," a music of
smiles and sunshine. Nietzsche is ever ready with encouragement. As the result of one brief, stimulating note, Gast finds "the impetus
to sketch out the ninth version of an overture" for his opera! Gast is aware of his limitations. he is forced to the pathetic confession:
"My will is as close to yours, as my ability remains far behind." But Nietzsche can no longer get on without Gast. The help of the
disciple, the belief in the disciple's future, have become almost equally indispensable. And Peter Gast has earned his place in the
history of human thought by his devotion to the greatest thinker of the nineteenth century. His Cimarosa opera, "Der Lowe von
Venedig," given but once, on January 15, 1891, at Danzig, stands out as one of music's brilliant failures.
One day in Vienna, when Gast played some light and frivolous tunes of his composition for Konrad von Zdekauer, the latter
said to Gast: "That's all very nice. But now try to write a regular five-hundred-swine melody! You simply can't. That is denied to you!"
Which means that even the lowest type of music must be the best a man can do, not his worst; must be "written up" rather than down,
in order to be popular. The bandwagon can not be run far or fast with an engine of less than 500 Hog-Power.
Peter Gast was disappointed in his hope of being the Messianic "allegro-musician." He sensed the need of one; and the need
persists, to-day as much as ever. We have plenty of "allegretto-ma-non-troppo musicians," and not a few who mistake hysteria, irony,
grotesqueness, and even vulgarity, for Dionysian allegrezza. The manufacture of Ersatz in music has developed into a thriving
industry. The Pilgrims' chorus, Charlestoned and murdered, shows how thorough are some of its methods. Old Phoenix is not given a
chance for self-immolation; he is burned at the stake. Grat, general, and unfeigned is the annoyance, if the ashes cool without sending
forth a rejuvenated bird.
But there is no cause for worry. The Cimarosa-complex brings relief, sooner or later. Malipiero's recent "Cimarosiana" is a
symptom worth noting. Meanwhile we are mildly amused by the spectacle of those who indulge in a little flirtation with the past; or we
are abundantly horrified by criminal assaults upon the future. Incidentally, the jazzophile and the jazzophobe add their voices to the
swelling choir of disagreement. Be that as it will, history teaches us that in reality all such divergent efforts unite toward the seeking of
a way out, a continuation; or the finding of an Ersatz which is not only substitute for, but improvement over the thing that has either
become too elaborate and complicated, or reached the point of saturation.
Thus we are witnessing related manifestations in such widely differing works as the piano concertos of Sig. Respighi and Mr.
Gershwin. The one goes back for inspiration to the ancient chant of the Catholic Church, the other steps out jauntily to the tunes of our
modern dance hall and that national institution, the "Follies." There can be no doubt as to which of these two works is the more
original, even if it be the less finished achievement, as concerns technic. Why to borrow material for a piano concerto from Mr. Flo
Ziegfeld and the American Beauth chorus should be thought more incongruous than to ask it of Gregory the Great and the Roman
Antiphnary, is not readily discernible. Youthful pulchritude fills an important place beside antique grandeur.
Mr. Gershwin has written not only a very courageous, but also a very creditable work-creditable especially because his jazz
concerto does not contain a trace of the vulgar. There are inevitably stretches that reveal a lack of experience and resourcefulness,
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others that are uninteresting and made of stuff as mediocre as any well-behaved and dry-as-dust conservative can roll off by the yard.
The merit and the promise of this composition lie in the portions that are distinctly poetical; in the orchestral coloring, that is often
piquant without ever being offensive; but chiefly in the general tenor, which is unquestionably new of a newness to be found nowhere
except in these United States. If the dance-rhythms employed by Mr. Gershwin occasionally fail to excite the listener, it is because they
are a trifle too persistent, or not reckless enough. In themselves these rhythms have nothing that should bar them from marrying into
the proud old family of the concertos and symphonies, which are inclined to forget conveniently their early and somewhat low-born
origin. An addition of a little red blood has often saved the weakened blue.
At all times men have clamored against cross-breeding in art as a foredoomed mesalliance. Experience has taught them
nothing. They cling to their prejudices more tenaciously than does the miser to his gold. It is hardly believable that so late as the end of
the eighteenth century there were people who strenuously objected to the inclusion of a minuet in a symphony or a work of chamber
music. They denounced it as an unpardonable outrage. In the "Musikalisches Wochenblatt" for the year 1791 you will find an article
by Karl Spazier, in the course of which the esteemed composer, prolific journalist, and Hofrath to boot, expresses himself as follows:
"I furthermore hold that minuets rare contrary to good effect because, if they are composed straight-forward in that form, they remind
us inevitably and painfully of the dance-hall and the abuses of music, while, if they are caricatured-as it often done by Haydn and
Pleyel - they incite laughter."
If the passage calls for any comment, it is this: Spazier lived in a day when minuets had been done to death, when they were
as common as are fox-trots with us. Minuets were a part of "popular" music. The butcher's boy whistled them, the elderly maiden lady
sobbed to their accompaniment. As the many dance-collections of the period amply show, the majority of these minuets was musically
beneath contempt. For every fine and spirited minuet that has come down to us in the works of the masters, there must have been a
thousand cheap and vapid minuets which have been mercifully swallowed by insatiable Time. But before they disappeared they had
their hour of rampant, exasperating life. Their quantity and quality might well have driven to despair and remonstrance a soul less fussy
and genteel than that of the irate Hofrath.
True to form, the learned arbiters of the press have on the whole been none too kind to Mr. Gershwin. They have written in
terms almost identical with those of Herr Spazier. Again they have spoken harshly of the unspeakable jazz. The appellation damns the
thing. And those, too, damn it who drag it the length and breadth of the land with circus tricks and the hip movements of corpulent
bagnio (not banjo) performers. There is jazz and jazz, as there were minuets and minuets. Also there are still "jazz-bands"-perish the
thought of them!-and there are springing up more and more groups of first-class musicians who specialize in an artistic and often
exquisite manner of playing popular American music. Perhaps the story of an encounter with one such group bears telling.
Prefatorily be it said that the Library of Congress, last autumn, vainly tried to obtain a celesta, called for in the performance of
a new work by a well-known composer. No celesta could be bought, hired or stolen within two hundred miles from Capitol Hill.
Orchestral organizations within that radius, fortunate enough to own a specimen of the breed, found excuses for not parting with their
treasures even from the rising of the sun unto the going down thereof. A "marimba" had to take the place of the celesta. Four weeks
later "your viewer and reviewer" together with said well-known composer happened to be in Chicago, when one night they went to the
little grill-room of a fashionable hotel, the attraction being a small band of dance-players. Six men: two fiddlers, one pianist, one banjo
player, one drummer, and one man alternating between the saxophone and the clarinet. But he was not the only double-barreled shot.
The second fiddler would lay aside his instrument for eight or sixteen measures and make a half-turn on his chair to play upon a
celesta! The first shock was almost too much to bear.
There were few dancers (Praise be to Allah!), and they obligingly left early. With the personal contact between the players
and the two listeners established, the occasion soon took on the form of a private concert. It lasted for a considerable time, which
passed too quickly, while tune followed tune in charming variety, ingenious harmonization, and the most tasteful execution. The
musicianship of the "obbligati" improvised by the different players was truly astonishing. There was no noise, no stolid, unyielding
rhythm. There was refinement of tone and constant flexibility. This is the wondrous tale of the babes that were lost in the jazz-woods of
wicked Chicago, the center of American Art. And the next time the National Library requires the loan of a celesta-it has been assured
that distance shall be no obstacle.
You must whisper softly still when you dare suggest that at last America has a music all its own, and that it really amounts to a
musical art. This art had its roots just where it was to be expected-not at the top, in the hermetic circles of New Music Societies,
manuscript Societies, Associations for the Promotion of native Talent, and the like, but at the bottom, in the street. The execrable
performances that have forever branded the term "jazz" with the odium of a scourge, are falling off. The new art, the new musical
idiom, which is forming, cries out for a new name. It should be a name that does not, like the present one, describe only the one side of
the medal which is gradually and happily turning from view.
(Editor: Mr. Engels continues the column with another subject-Negro music.")
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If at the end of the present musical transformation our finished home product should bear fewer Negro traits than marked its
noisier beginnings, there is enough real merit, undisputed glory left for the colored race to claim an independent and prominent share
in the development of American music. To deny this would be preposterous. To insist upon more would be equally senseless.
Unfortunately, the moment that any critical estimate of the musical part played by the Negro deviates in the slightest degree
from the path of unqualified praise, it is suspected of being warped by racial prejudice. There is a very fine, a very plausible reason for
the desire to make good some of the many injustices which the Negro has suffered, by giving him credit for not only all the wonderful
things he has done, but more. Yet in the end that method can render a disservice only. For it is apt to retard still further the sober
attitude of self-critical discipline in a people preeminently endowed with emotional exuberance and artistic instincts. Among these
instincts the one for music is the most remarkable. In properly emphasizing the value of this priceless gift, it is difficult to know just
where to stop; and therefore it does not surprise that we should meet-especially in the writings of the Negro himself-with statements
which sometimes overrun the line of caution so far as to become extravagant.
In recent years the serious application to the collecting and recording of Negro melodies has made great strides. After the long
and indiscriminate exploitation of the dance-tunes and "comical" songs of the colored race, the world is learning to appreciate the
deeper and more spiritual side of the Negro's musical talent. In 1867 William Francis Allen published his "Slave Songs of the United
States," in the preface to which we find one of the earliest descriptions of the Negro's religious songs or "sperichils." Allen thought that
the first reference in print to these songs appeared in a letter from Lucy KcKim, published in "Dwight's Journal of Music," November
8, 1862. Miss McKim was the daughter of an agent of the Port Royal Relief Society. But as early an issue of "Dwight's" as that of
November 15, 1856, has an article on the "Songs of the Black," signed "evangelist," which contains the following passage: "it is in
religion that the African pours out his whole voice and soul. A child in intellect, he is a child in faith. All the revelations of the Bible
have to him a startling vividness, and he will sing of the judgment and the resurrection with a terror or a triumph which cannot be
concealed. As hundreds assemble at a camp-meeting in the woods, and join in the chorus of such a hymn as
When I can read my title clear, to mansions in the skies, the unimpassioned hearer is almost lifted from his feet by the volume
and majesty of the sound."
The Civil War gave a strong impetus to the interest in anything that concerned the Negro. His music spread rapidly, thanks to
the "Jubilee Songs" of Fisk and the "Cabin and Plantation Songs" of Hampton. But not until the beginning of the present century did
his "spirituals" establish themselves as solo songs; perhaps they would have had to wait longer, had it not been for one of the foremost
colored musicians, that accomplished singer, Mr. H. T. Burleigh.
Of late the "spirituals" have acquired a veritable vogue. They are now a fixed part of any well-ordered song-program.
Therefore a wide and eager demand should greet "The Book of American Negro Spirituals" which the Viking Press has recently
issued. The songs are wisely chosen, as regards the intrinsic beauty of the melodies and contrast of moods. The editor of the volume is
Mr. James Weldon Johnson; the 'musical arrangements" are the work of Mr. J. Rosamond Johnson and Mr. Lawrence Brown-three
names which inspire an uncommon degree of confidence. The editor's preface of forty pages-an important feature of the book-starts
full of promise. Very soon the reader discovers that he is in court.
Mr. Johnson's preface is a plea; it is intended to support the case of the Negro vs. the White Man in music. That in itself is a
legitimate proceeding. What might be objected to by a thoughtful reader-and one thoroughly disposed to decide the casse in favor of
the pleader's client-is the sort of evidence adduced. The reader finds himself confronted, not with a clear and logical presentation of
provable facts, but with a mixture of popular theories and vague or fanciful claims. Instead of being founded upon firmly nit,
convincing arguments, the success of the case dangles by the loose ends of specious oratory. At best, the reading jury will disagree.
What a pity!-for it seems that a cooler and shrewder summing up would have resulted in a unanimous vote of vindication with an
award of damages.
Mr. Johnson is an ale spokesman, a delightful writer; and one regrets the more to have one's literary pleasure in his preface
spoiled by frequent prompting to "check up" his various affirmations. Mr. Johnson's main contention is of course not new that the
Negro spirituals are an absolutely original creation of the colored folk and owe nothing to the contact of the African slaves with the
white settlers of America. Would it subtract anything from the marvel of these unique songs if we should be content to recognize
merely what the Negro has done in modifying and transforming acquired elements, in blending them with inherited conceptions, until
they turned into a new, a personal and inimitable expression of his own? Surely not.
The Negroes of Africa-even those who have been the privileged recipients of visits from white missionaries-are not known to
indulge in spirituals, or in any other species of song directly resembling the chants of their Christianized brothers in America. Let us
cheerfully admit that no white man could have conceived the words and tunes of the spirituals. Then let us go a step further and admit
that no Negro could have created the spirituals without a contact, not only with the Christianity of the white man, but more especially
with the musical manifestations of that Christianity peculiar to the early Dutch and Anglo-Saxon colonists. It is rather important to bear
in mind what sort of men these early settlers were.
Mr. Johnson writes: "The statement that the spirituals are imitations made by the Negro of music that he heard is an absurdity.
What music did American Negroes hear to imitate?" Behold the orator pause and sweep the audience with a look, of challenge,
satisfied that no answer to his question can possibly forthcome. One hesitates to break into the discourse at this dramatic point and
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remind the pleader that there were few people more fervently addicted to psalmody, and all it implied, than were the Protestant settlers,
Dutch and English, who began to import African natives about the middle of the seventeenth century. The singing of hymns constituted
for a long time the chief diversion of these pious adventurers. They probably needed all the religious "whistling" they could do, to keep
up their courage in the face of hardships and perils daily renewed.
Nobody says that the tune of this or that Negro spiritual can be found in Ainsworth or Sternhold and Hopkins. Nobody
suggests that anything like the often amazingly profound and beautiful Negro verses existed in the Bay Psalm Book or its numerous
successors. But the musical prototype was there; and the bewildering imagery, the florid circumlocutions of those old hymns had a
direct bearing on the manner in which the Negro converts sang of their faith and hope in the new God they learned to worship-a God
whose heavenly paradise was assumed to make up for what the earthly lot of a slave was lacking in cheer and comfort. The slave's
white master himself was not always a very cheerful person. He indulged at home and in church in a plentiful dose of more or less
mournful litany which, notwithstanding its doubtful musical excellence, Mr. Johnson must allow us to call music. In the nature of
things, it would have been infinitely more difficult for the early Negro to copy literally this "sacred music" and these stilted verses,
than it was for him to recreate them freely and spontaneously. It was a great good fortune that the Negro did not make of this music
another brand of Christian hymns, but enriched it with something he had inherited from his pagan ancestry, with the potent and not so
distant recollections of the rituals that accompanied the festivals of the tribe, the increase to the family, the preparations for battle, the
advent of spring. the mystery of death-the whole primitive, fierce life and struggle in the dark continent.
(Article continues with review of 'Mellows.')
Almost simultaneously with Mr. Johnson's volume, there has been published a collection entitled "Mellows" by R. Emmett
Kennedy (A & C Boni). The author of this collection holds that the spirituals are "an original lyrical creation of the Afro-American
mind evolved in this country." This does not prevent Mr. Kennedy from remarking, very justly, in connection with such a tune as 'Po'
Li'l Jesus," that "the general mold of the melody is so reminiscent of the Gregorian chant that it may not be unreasonable to assume it is
due to the influence of Roman Catholicism, the religion of Creole Louisiana, and the religion adopted by many of the Negroes of the
Creole plantations."
A comparison between the Johnson and Kennedy collections, so opportunity brought out at the same time, offers food for
salutary reflection. Mr. Kennedy in most cases quotes chapter and verse, that is, the name of the Negro or Negroes who sang for him
the different versions of the tunes he records. And the reminiscences or anecdotes that accompany each song are not the least valuable
or attractive part of the book.
Mr. Johnson, too, is backing his side with quotations from "authorities." Only in fitting the opinions of others into the
structure of his argument, the statements quoted gain sometimes a little in latitude or change a trifle in direction. Thus Mr. Krehbiel
wrote in his book on the "Afro-American Folksongs" that the rhythm of the habanera-alleged to be of African origin-as a dance, "is not
vocal, but its form has been used most charmingly in vocal music, and in two of its manifestations, Carmen's air in the first scene of
Bizet's opera and the Mexican song 'Paloma,' it is universally known." Whereupon Mr. Johnson bravely asserts that a "considerable
portion of Bizet's opera, Carmen, is based on this originally African rhythm? "Which brings to mind a concert given several years ago
in Jordan Hall, Boston, by colored musicians as a testimonial for the family of the late Coleridge-Taylor, at which the speaker of the
evening, in enumerating the men of signal accomplishments whom the colored race had produced, gave his hearers to understand that
not only the violinist Bridgewater was of African descent, but that a drop of Negro blood flowed also in the veins of the violinist's great
friend, Ludwig van Beethoven!
A number of Negro spirituals have a pathos and beauty which can not help but move any listener, regardless of color. Mr.
Johnson is right in dwelling on this fact when he speaks of the Negro's nobility of soul. No one will gainsay him. But when he declares
that "there is not a nobler theme in the whole musical literature of the world" than "Go down Moses," one wonders just a little how
much of it he expects his readers to have forgotten. Inaccuracy, however, could not well go farther than when he calls the spirituals
"America's only folk-music, and up to this time, the finest distinctive artistic contribution she has to offer the world."
Here is an example of how a thoroughly trained mind, capable of the clearest reasoning, can lose itself occasionally in the fog
of partisanship. The Negro spiritual, according to Mr. Johnson, would have accomplished the miracle of combing and converting into
synonyms, what have heretofore been regarded as two very different and strictly opposite types and terms of musical expression: The
folk-song and the art-song. If it is claimed that the spiritual is a folk-song, it can not well be at the same time "an artistic contribution"
to music. If it is an art-song, or has come under the dubious influence of the artistic "arranger," it ceases to be a genuine folk-song. It is
no longer an ethnological exhibit, pure and authentic, but a sociological phenomenon, hybrid and artificial.
Unwittingly Mr. Johnson has laid bare the only fault one can find with most of the Negro spirituals as they are being
published to-day, a fault strongly in evidence in the "musical arrangements" which Mr. J. Rosamond Johnson and Mr. Lawrence
Brown have contributed to Mr. James W. Johnson's own collection.
More accurate and guarded than Mr. Johnson is Dr. Alain Locke, who, in his book on "The New Negro," writes: "At present
the Spirituals are at a very difficult point in their musical career; for the moment they are caught in the transitional stage between a folk
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form and an art form." They are caught, indeed. And even should they be liberated and seemingly advance, will they have really
gained? Leaving the future to decide that question, one thing is certain now: that whatever the ultimate result, it will be obtained at a
sacrifice of what is purely and authentically Negro. The very "art-form" into which the spirituals are being forced to-day are devices,
and not always happy ones, of the white man. The original spirituals were often marvelous, always spontaneous outbursts of a naive
but inspired race, endowed with the imaginative power of instinctive and infallible genius. In their modern transformation and
prettified adaptation they bear the earmarks of self-conscious uncertainty, and often sink to the level of groping mediocrity.
If anything, the transition-in its latest phase-is headed the wrong way. Compare some of the elaborate "arrangements" of
Messrs. Johnson and Brown with the simple but characteristic accompaniments of Mr. H. T. Burleigh, and compare them above all
with the treatment of the spirituals in the Hampton collection. Even a man like Mr. Krehbiel, who could not pretend to the "Negrofeeling" that Messrs. Johnson and Brown should possess, did infinitely better by "Nobody knows the trouble I see (page 96 of his
book) than did they (page 140 of theirs). Compare "What yo' gwine t'do when de lamp burndown" in the Johnson collection with the
version of it given in the Hampton collection. That single example would suffice to show what changes the parlorized and
"transplatformed" spiritual undergoes. Messrs. Johnson and Brown (in this as in practically all of their arrangements) deliberately go to
work and double the note-values of the melody. The nervous, breathlessly inquiring song-divided between the leader and the chorus-as
it appears in the Hampton collection, becomes in the Johnonian version a pedestrian ballad, marked "Slowly, with meditation." The
primitive, frenzied eagerness of the crowd is perverted into a mannered and introspective soliloquy. Compare the "Crucifixion" in the
Johnson collection with "He never said a mumblin' word" as recorded and harmonized by Mr. Kennedy in his "Mellows." Which is the
more genuinely Negro of the two? Read what Mr. Kennedy has to say of George Riley, the Baptist Negro-who went out to see the "Sun
dance" on Easter morning-and his way of singing the song with "a feeling of adulation rather than a feeling of commiseration." Look at
Mr. Kennedy's version, with its lilting eighth-and sixteenth-notes-expressive of the loving solicitude for the martyred Lord and of the
frank astonishment and pride that he should have suffered without ever saying "a mumblin' word." You can almost hear the Negro's
ecstatic chuckle as he glories in the thought of a Lord who is a hero, who suffers in silence-as philosophical George himself perhaps
must do occasionally. And then look at the arrangement of the song by Mr. J. Rosamond Johnson, dedicated to that extraordinary artist,
Mr. Roland Hayes. It is intended to be delivered solemnly; the song, in its "art-form," with its augmented note values, invites
dramatization, calls for the intensified presentment on the stage. But it has lost every trace of simplicity and subtlety.
Much more could be said about these interesting songs and the changes they are undergoing; about the harmonizations,
reputed to be rich in "bizarre" effects peculiar to the colored musician-which is not always a satisfactory explanation of the "faulty"
harmonies that the white ear detects in the misapplication of white formulas or the ignoring of white rules. These harmonies are bizarre
in the sense in which ungrammatical speech can strike us as bizarre.
This review does not pretend to be exhaustive. In order to be that it would have to do more even than take up, one after the
other, all the debatable points in Mr. James Weldon Johnson's collection. It would have to draw into the debate such works as "The
Negro and his Songs" by Prof. Howard W. Odum and Mr. Guy B. Johnson of the University of North Carolina (issued by the press of
that university) and "On the Trail of Negro Folk Songs" by Dorothy Scarborough, assisted by Ola Lee Gulledge (Harvard University
press, both published in 1925. The book by the Carolina professors contained not a note of music. But it comes nearest to a scientific
treatment of the historical and social aspects of the question. The book by the two ladies is eminently feminine, hence caparisoned with
charms and graces, though a little more effusive than rigorously methodical. However it contains many interesting tunes which the
authors wisely refrain from harmonizing.
It is know that colored people, if sufficiently urged by white "investigators," will sometimes seek to shake off their pitiless
inquisitors by jumbling together bits of sundry remembered tunes and words, and thus make up "Negro folk-songs" on the spot-which
subsequently are hailed as rare finds of hitherto unknown "variants." The nature of some of these variants (and the number of white
"contributors") leads one to suspect that-in their feverish desire to enrich the store of a momentarily "fashionable" form of poetry-even
white people occasionally, and unconsciously, are carried to bardic pinnacles of colored utterance. The danger of imitation now is
twofold. All the more reason for cautious sifting.
There is a crying need for an unbiased, scientific research in the wide and fertile fields of American music which have
produced no fruit of more distinctive savor than the spiritual of the Negro. Not enough of these singularly touching songs can be
discovered and preserved. When authentic, they are imbued with what is noblest, most aspiring and characteristic in a great race.

1927
JANUARY 8 - CSM
JAZZ DRESSED-UP AND UNEASY by W. H. Haddon Squire. - "This is the silliest stuff thate'er I heard,"
remarked Hippolyta to Theseus in "A Midsummer-Night's Dream," thus summing up in a sentence the opinion of
many earnest musicians and Ernest Newman about that which Shakespeare might well have called the nightly revels
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and new jollity of jazz. Some of its detractors, however, appear to find jazz anything but jolly. In fact, to them it is,
as the school-boys say, jolly dull. After comparing-unconsciously, no doubt-George Gershwin's "latest" with the
Ninth Symphony of Beethoven. Bach's B minor Mass, and the works of Brahms and Schumann, they forthwith
hurriedly arm themselves with pens and hunt the wild adjective.
Manchester, in the near neighborhood of the Halle Orchestra is, by the way, a much advertised hunting
ground. The adjectives there, it seems, are particularly wild. It is recorded that George IV really believed that he was
at the battle of Waterloo, because he had so often said that he was. Perhaps some people believe the alarming things
they say about jazz, simply because they say there with such enthusiasm.
An ordinary Sunday concert at the Albert Hall, London's, is not as a rule the most exhilarating of musical
entertainments. The audience, scattered over those too ample Victorian expanses, sometimes gives the impression
that it is there only because the cinemas do not open before 6 on Sundays. And, incidentally, the cinemas often
provide better music than do many of the "International Celebrities" who are applauded to the well-known echo of
this hall. Mr. Jack Hylton and his band drew to Kensington not only a wide-awake enthusiastic audience, but many
critics, who, it must be confessed, show even less enthusiasm for music on Sunday afternoons than they do on weekdays. The program included two works by English composers; a Syncopated Phantasy by Eric Coates, and a Dance
Suite, made up of a Fox Trot, Waltz, Blues, and Charleston, by Leighton Lucas.
Pattern and bright color are characteristics of all primitive art. Some curious example of the primitive instinct
for musical shape and rhythm have been collected by the historian, Combarieu. In certain tribes the most highly
esteemed songs are sung by people who do not understand the words. The same thing happens, of course, in more
cultured circles, but, unlike many of our own singers, these tribal vocalists sacrifice, without hesitation, the literary
sense of a song to its musical form. Australian aborigines, again, repeat or transpose the words so as to vary or
preserve the rhythm: "their songs thus become incomprehensible." In Esquimaux songs the text often consists solely
in a rhythmical repetition of an interjection, devoid of sense. Thus, as Grosse says, we are forced to the conclusion
that, before everything else, primitive logic offers us a musical signification.
What is known by the generic term "jazz"-jazzers themselves draw a sharp distinction between "ragtime,"
"jazz," and "symphonized syncopation"-was not a result of the cultured musician "going native. It is the one genuine
and spontaneous manifestation of folk art in our period and who knows? our descendants may find it more significant
than all the respectable or disreputable professional music of the last 10 years put together. Jazz returns to primitive
musical logic. It claims that "the popular song is no longer written to be sung, but to be played." The new song-to-beplayed rarely has a chorus. It is "music which can hardly he whistled and never sung." And one must admit that when
words have been used in syncopated songs the listener is not much wiser than his brother, the aboriginal
As a Protest
Like the old folk music, jazz is a protest against musician's music. But although today many people doubt it,
the composer also has ears. Music may be, as somebody has said, the art which is always behind the times; the
contemporary composer, however, can scarcely escape the conditions and influences which have produced jazz in
Stravinsky. For example, we hear both the old-folk lore of music and something that relates him unmistakably to the
jazz period, as the present will no doubt be called. And just as composers like Vaughan Williams deliberately exploit
the old, so the new will be turned to account.
Eric Coates' Syncopated Phantasy. "The Three Bears," reminded us again that the orchestra of convention is
a quite arbitrary collection of instruments. Frankly descriptive, this piece has humors and many patches of delightful
color, but it is rather too longwinded-the three bears come perilously near to being three bores. The Dance Suite of
Leighton Lucas was a much more interesting experiment. This extremely talented youth was himself a dancer and
spent four years with the Russian Ballet.
When a year or so ago Jack Hylton offered to pay 1000 lbs. (British money) a year to an English composer
who could score and arrange for his band, young men all over England indulged in golden dreams, but they had
overlooked Lucas, who is now the band's arranger-in-chief. His Dance Suite is an original work and the four
movements are based on modern dance rhythms but treated symphonically. It has a connecting theme which is
handled with the greatest ingenuity. There is everything from an imitation of a mouth organ to a free fugue. It is, in
fact, a gay and diverting musical adventure.
When the sophisticated musician teaches rude and rustic tunes musical etiquette, makes them wear the tight
boots and collar of unaccustomed harmony and to behave nicely between bar lines, they lose their naively and charm.
Is the same thing going to happen to jazz? This Dance Suite is a milestone in the history of syncopation, but the
milestone of musicianship may eventually be a millstone for jazz.
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FEBRUARY 2, - OUTLOOK
AMERICA'S FOLK MUSIC - When Gershwin's Concerto in F was first performed, The Outlook welcomed
it for its "freshness, vitality, and audacious originality." Now the Outlook welcomes Mr. Buchanan's appreciation of
it, expressed elsewhere in this issue.
There is nothing new in the theme of Mr. Buchanan's article. What is new and distinctive in it is the vigor
and pungency with which it is developed. Before jazz was named, American characteristics found musical
expression. It has taken years, however, for American composers of serious purpose to see in those characteristics
material for creations worthy of the name of art.
In 1913 The Outlook concluded an editorial on "Ragtime" with these words: "Whatever its origin and
however much it has been vulgarized, 'ragtime' is as distinctive as the rhythmic characteristics of Spanish or
Hungarian music, and is as capable of use in musical art as any other primitive musical material."
In November, 1917, in another editorial The Outlook said: "Our American musical circles, as a matter of
fact, are unassimilated to America even when they consist of Americans.......The reason for all this is that the
majority of those who establish the musical standards of this country are not really in sympathy with the average
American's musical inclinations. They are looking for American music in every direction except where there are
Americans. They will search through the pueblos of the Hopis, and never once think of Broadway. They will study
the musical tastes of the Black Belt, and ignore altogether the musical tastes of the Loop district.
The really distinctive folk music of America is not anonymous...... It is folk music nevertheless..... Its most
distinguishing characteristic is what is called ragtime.... .Perhaps the educated musician has become too sophisticated
to let this music of the American people flow through him. Perhaps the outstanding musical genius of America may
be found in the musical Nazareth of Broadway." Is Gershwin to fulfill this prophecy?

FEBRUARY 2, - THE OUTLOOK
GERSHWIN AND MUSICAL SNOBBERY by Charles L. Buchanan. A vote of thanks should be tendered
Mr. Walter Damrosch and the Symphony Society for their courage in having recently given us another chance to
hear George Gershwin's Piano Concerto. This composition, written for the Symphony Society, and performed for the
first time by Mr. Damrosch last season, shows an increasingly clear title to be ranked the one composition of
indubitable vitality, originality, and authentic progressiveness that this country has produced.
Hearing this work the other day made me wish to abase myself and retract the nonsense I wrote about it last
season. At that time it had seemed to me self-conscious, tongue-tied, partially sterile; although even at a first hearing
the unprecedented, queer beauty of the second movement made itself felt unmistakably. I am now inclined to assert
that this work can hold its own with the finest examples of this form of composition that we have. Given a fair trial
(which is precisely what one fears it will not be given), its second and third movements will go miles ahead of such
outstanding and popular works as the Tchaikovsky B Flat Minor Concerto or the Rachmaninoff C Minor Concerto.
The persistent hammer and thud of the last movement, with its fascinating thematic material, and the grotesque,
devious beauty of the second movement make for a point of view and a kind of sound for which there is no exact
parallel.
There is grave reason for assuming, however, that this work will fail to obtain the high measure of praise
and encouragement it deserves. Mr. Gershwin, as most people know, is a highly successful writer of "popular"
music. He is implicated in that monstrous thing, jazz. He has supplied tunes for those adroit and entertaining shows
"Lady, Be Good," "Tip Toes," "Oh, Kay." As a result, he is already "placed," "labeled," "tagged," so to speak. In
other words, the chances are that if Mr. Gershwin gave this country a superlatively fine piece of music (and, for my
part, I think he has already done so in this Concerto), he would nevertheless remain unfavorably associated in the
average consciousness with the dubious activities of the White Light district.
It is for the purpose of directing attention to the absurd fallaciousness of this very general attitude of mind
that this article is written. There is a comfortable and convenient notion, old as the hills, that, in the last analysis,
intrinsic merit will obtain recognition. "Water finds its level" and "You can't keep a good man down" are popular
crystallization's of this easy-going philosophy. This erroneous assumption is a part of that superficial and slovenly
sort of optimism which is more often than not a smoke-screen thrown out to cloak inertia and indifference. Preeminence is possibly eight times out of ten a question of circumstance, precedent, propinquity. The work of art, for
instance, is usually accepted in so far as it approximates a standard upon which consensus of respectable opinion has
set its seal of approval. If it deviates from this standard, it is usually viewed with suspicion. Professional critical
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opinion, even, does not venture far from the rules of artistic deportment sanctioned by the "best people." Your
average critic knows that it is safer to go with the tide of conventional opinion than it is to take up the cudgels for
anything outside the beaten path of standpattism.
We see this tendency already at work in the case of Gershwin. Looking over the next morning's reviews of
his performance, we note an evasiveness on the part of our critics. Mr. Lawrence Gilman took the curiously negative
attitude of dismissing the affair with a more or less perfunctory gesture, delicately and tactfully witty, and then
proceeded to a lengthy discussion of a Sibelius tone poem which followed, and which appealed to him as
disappointingly boring and negligible. Mr. Olin Downes went a little farther, and conceded that we may have
"underestimated" the work; but he, too, perpetrated the absurd inconsistency of giving Gershwin one paragraph to
the three paragraphs given the Sibelius tone poem. Mr. Henderson refused to commit himself, and Mr. Peyser
shrugged his shoulders contemptuously. Many of the members of the orchestra were frankly antagonistic to the
composition, even to the point of reviling it.
Why, one asks, must this perverse attitude of resistance to the new persist in human nature? For years we
have been striving to encourage, develop, produce an American music. When some one gives us a music which may
or may not be American (whatever that is or ought to be), but which is beyond the shadow of a doubt a new, vital,
propulsive kind of sound, musical snobbery is up in arms against it, and the old deadly steam-roller of classical
routine goes over the achievement and extinguishes it. In one breath our intelligentsia are deploring the fact that our
art is a mere sterile replica of European standards, and then when we produce something that is individually spicy
and racy and partially indigenous, the same intelligentsia throw up their hands in holy horror because the affair does
not approximate European standards. "This is all right in so far as it goes," they sat; "but keep it in its proper
environment. Segregate jazz; it belongs to the cabaret; how dared it knock at the doors of the sacred temples of
sound!"
It is time some one had the courage to call emphatic attention to the counterfeit quality of this attitude. It is
not genuine. It is bogus. It is the attitude of artistic social climbers, not sure of themselves. The blue-blood, to-themanner-born musical aristocrat should be able to enjoy jazz in its proper proportion as he enjoys the third act of
"Tristan" in its proper proportion. Unfortunately, most persons are incapable of independent reactions. They cannot
estimate a thing for whatever degree of particular intrinsic merit the thing may possess. They are dependent on
signposts and preconceived ideas. Their opinions are formed through a sort of Social Register, so to speak, of the
artistic proprieties. When Chabrier's "Espana" is played at Carnegie Hall, it is "good" music. If the tunes upon which
it is based were heard at the Biltmore, they would be "popular" music. When Stravinsky adroitly exploits a number
of ordinary Russian tunes in his "Patroushka," the affair is hailed as an outstanding event in the history of music.
When Gershwin is alleged to have done the same thing in his Piano Concerto, something is said about Tin Pan Alley,
and the matter is dismissed as of negligible importance.
As a matter of fact, the Gershwin Concerto has no more to do with jazz than the Grieg concerto has to do
with Norwegian folk music. It is not to be viewed condescendingly, as an interesting experiment or a freak
exhibition; it is an assured accomplishment; and, as Mr. Walter Damrosch pointed out in conversation with the
present writer, it can hold its own with universal competition. Emphasis should be laid upon this point. Let us forget
jazz and Tin Pan Alley (wherever precisely that is), and the fact that Mr. Gershwin wrote "Oh, Kay," and judge this
composition as we would judge a composition of Honegger's or Stravinsky's or some one else's. It may then become
clear that Gershwin has given us one of the few gestures of vivid, enticing sound that music has had to offer since
Stravinsky's "Sacre du Printemps."
Plain speaking of this sort may be looked upon as evidence of a critical instability on the part of the writer.
But some one has got to come out in the open, whole-heartedly and fearlessly, if music in this country is to be saved
from the deadening influences of class distinction, of conventionality, of academic snobbery and hair-splittings. It is
a fallacy to believe that a genuine musical beauty will survive on its merits alone. Greig, one of the most
penetratingly beautiful harmonists of all time, is seldom, if ever, played by the professional musician. Grainger, one
of the most fervent, potential, natural musical talents we have to-day, is still tethered to his reputation as the
composer of "Country Gardens" or "Irish Tune." Shall we allow this inequitable kind of fate to impede Gershwin?
Unfortunately, there is every reason to predict that Gershwin will not receive sufficient encouragement to
"carry on," as we say. We shall probably continue our fulsome habit of overlooking a genius in the hand while we
are searching for problematic geniuses in the bush. It is a way we have. Only a short time ago I read in one of our
prominent magazines an article consisting of elaborate surmises as to the inception and growth of some problematic
future American music; and a little later on Mr. Henderson quoted the article with eulogistic comment. What the
writer of the article was driving at is more than I know; for I could find nothing but a series of highly theoretical and
philosophic speculations, without a single concrete and specific reference or recommendation. I move that we let the
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future take care of itself, and give our attention to the present. Then we may come to appreciate the vivid aptness of a
cinema score such as that supplied "The Big Parade," for example, or the twang of a kind of raw, harsh beauty that
we hear in Gershwin at his topnotch.
In conclusion, it is hardly necessary to point out that no one in his sober senses suggests that the Gershwin
Concerto should be placed on a par with Bach or Brahms or Beethoven. The claim is made, however, that if you
were to hear Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue" or this Concerto with an absolutely unprejudiced pair of ears, you
would concede that this music is rattling good fun, to begin with, and fascinating, at times exquisite music, to end
with. It is not going too far to say that, even including the Rachmaninoffian melody in the strings, there is nothing in
all music quite like the second movement of this Concerto. Not beautiful in the classic or romantic sense, it yet
possesses a peculiarly hoarse, tart, stunted charm that touches at least the exclusive finger-tips of an alien loveliness.
One may not soon forget its far-off stuttering trumpet, and the spruce, jaunty piano passage that follows.
Here is a piece of music generated, if you will, by jazz, but valuable intrinsically as a thing in itself. Its
virtues are threefold: it has charm, it is technically expert, and it has used jazz merely as a spring-board from which
to project itself into the mystical areas of a distinct individuality. It is not essentially American in the sense that
Thanksgiving Day or Fourth of July are essentially American. It is not American in the sense that a song of Stephen
Foster's is American. It is music of the pavement rather than of the soil. In so far as it at times affiliates with the jazz
spirit, it is the Negro exploited by the Jew. But it is, in company with the collective popular music of our time, the
one unmistakably live impulse in contemporary music. And there is grave reason to believe that such an impulse,
from whatever source it comes, is indispensable to the present well-being of music. Scan the entire musical horizon
to-day, and no single vital, dominating figure is in sight. Ravel, in France, appears to have touched the summit of his
talent in his exquisite and entrancing, if somewhat sophisticated "La Valse," Stravinsky has done nothing of
significance since his memorable "Sacre du Printemps," which work, incidentally, appears more and more to have
been the outcome of a fortuitous experimentation rather than the inevitable expression of a consistently unfolding
genius. I cannot agree with those persons who look hopefully towards Bloch; his "Israel" Symphony seemed to me to
be merely in line with music's tiresome modern tendency in the direction of extreme and illegitimate inarticulateness.
Music, I believe, is going to seed. Preoccupation with tonal and harmonic complexity has rendered it an alien and
artificial thing. It must be taken out of the sacrosanct confines and super refinements of philosophic theory, of
technical hair-splitting, and given an airing. It is in need of revitalization. Never a believer in the national music idea
to the fallacious extent to which some persons carry it, I yet suggest the advisability of a blood transfusion, so to
speak, and recommend for this purpose a recognition of the merits and importance of so-called popular music. In the
case of Gershwin, I do not know whether he has the cultural inheritance, the artistic morale, to grow largely and
finely. But by all means let us give him his chance. It is to be hoped that progressive musicians like Mr. Stokowski,
Mr. Sakoloff, Mr. Reiner, and so on will interest themselves in this work.

FEBRUARY 15 - LIFE, LETTERS, AND THE ARTS
NEWMAN ON JAZZ - Mr. Ernest Newman, who last winter fluttered the dovecotes of musical New York
as 'Guest Critic' on a local journal, again swims into our ken with a fierce attack on Paul Whiteman that must have
strengthened still further that stout virtuoso's hold on people who think that jazz is the expression of the American
spirit. How much musical knowledge and taste Mr. Newman really possesses is an open subject. As an Englishman,
appearances are against him; and the fact that he cut quite a swath in Manhattan means little enough, for even Boston
supports two musical critics superior to any in Gotham. One thing, however, Mr. Newman can do, and that is write
effective English. Having disposed of the vulgar Whiteman, he now turns his guns on Mr. H. O. Osgood, assistant
editor of the New York Musical Courier, and staunch champion of jazz. 'The origins of jazz,' remarks Mr. Newman,
'seem to be lost in the mists of American antiquity.' The legend that most appeals to our English friend is that of 'a
blind black musician-one's thoughts run back to Homer-in New Orleans, a newsboy who rejoiced in the name of
Stale Bread. He gathered round him five good men and true after his own heart, and the holy association was known
locally as Stale Bread's Spasm Band.' The first time Paul Whiteman played jazz from printed music was in 1920which, after all, does not give Mr. Newman much time to argue in.
The success of his last assault, however, determined our British detractor to take up the cudgels again. So
many letters poured in from unknown American admirers, praising his anti-jazz stand, that he determined to carry the
highbrow citadel of Mr. Osgood just as he had demolished the lowbrow pretensions of Mr. Whiteman.
'Mr. Osgood,' announces Mr. Newman, 'pleads in one place that these jazz perversions are on all fours with
the variations written by the classical composers on each other's themes-to which I would reply that there is no
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analogy whatever. If the jazzers would do for Chopin and the others what Brahms did, for example, for Haydn in the
St. Anthony Variations, or for Paganini in another set and Handel in another, we should be only too grateful to them.
What we object to is not the charming conversation of one great composer with another, but the defacement of
beautiful things by hopeless vulgarians.'
In demolishing our own Mr. Carroll's version of Chopin Fantaisie Impromptu, known to the American
public as 'I'm Always Chasing Rainbows,' Mr. Newman says, among other things, that 'Carroll has substituted for
Chopin's final phrase an ineptitude of his own that merely makes us realize the gulf it has pleased Providence to
place between one mind and another.' In order to safeguard one of our leading infant industries, we feel that we
should say no more.

FEBRUARY 24 - THE MUSICAL LEADER
GOOSSENS TO CONDUCT "BALLET MECANIQUE" - Letter from Antheil throws light on composer
and his musical Credo-how he views himself and Europe.
George Antheil has won a reputation abroad as an American composer of ultra-revolutionary
tendencies.........(continued) "Here are the positive indications: ...... "Moreover I was the first to propagate a serious
appreciation of jazz in Germany. I wrote the first Jazz Sonata. Hindemith came afterwards with his 1922 Suite..... I
was one of the first, if not the very first person to say to Muriel Draper, away back in 1920, that our national music
lies in Jazz. I was possibly the first to take it seriously. My 'Valse Profane' antedated Stravinsky's Piano Rag Music
by two years, written in 1917 and his in 1919.
"Last year I was the first to vision the beginning of the end for Jazz, but this prophecy has not yet come true,
but give it time. We are going to slick Jazz up, until it is no longer Jazz. Will that matter? Answer.... No, it won't. We
want change, eternal change. Still the heart of Jazz will always remain a part of the heart of us.
"Just at present I am writing absolutely classically, born of a new love of mine .... Stendhal. This man has
more to do with today than almost anybody else .... we are in a period of reaction after the war. After this sloughs off
we will go into a period of new spiritual activity which will bring the germs of new explosions..... but it isn't here yet.
1930, that is our true period today, if not externally, then internally. And a great period it is, although totally
misunderstood by almost everybody beyond a small body of intelligent men, including Stravinsky.
"The rest of Europe is stupidly nationalistic in art and music, like Hungary, upon whose soil I am typing
these lines. This senseless stock production of Hungarian, or Italian, or French music is worse than madness. Did
Chopin write all mazurkas or Polonaises? etc.

MARCH 19 - CSM
THE FIRST GERMAN JAZZ OPERA by Adolf Weissmann - The first performance of Ernst Krenek's
opera. "Jonny is Playing," at the Leipzig Opera House, was a musical event not only from the standpoint of
presentation, but also as a proof of the fact that we have progressed as regards the expression of the times in music.
For it is the first time in central Europe that jazz has formed the basis of an opera. In operetta and in revue we may
be accustomed to hear these sounds, which have become very familiar to every good European. It is, however, the
privilege of one of the outstanding representatives of modern German music to make jazz enter the realm of the
operatic stage.
This was a valuable contribution to the problem of whether music can keep up with the pace of modern
existence, which strides along so rapidly. We always demand that music, in however close touch it may be with our
time, must have something in it of lasting quality. As to its tempo, it certainly lags more behind its time then poetry
and painting. If this is true, can we assert that jazz, which means the most complete musical expression of the present
time, has brought about a change in the essence of music? A Notable success
Jazz opera has hitherto appeared to be a failure. In Krenek's case, however, it obtained a notable success.
But this happened because between the libretto and the music there was a certain difference. In this case music could
not keep up, however strongly the composer might desire it.
Krenek, who recently had the first successful performance of his opera "Orpheus and Eurydice" at Cassel,
has written the libretto of "Johnny" himself. Now fancy a composer of our time so familiar with the excitements of
this world, that he is able to catch it in a two-act piece, and at the same time to set it to music. Krenek is perhaps the
only one able to do it. But he is equal to his task only by exhibiting a certain romanticism that many would not have
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expected from a composer so decidedly modern in his views, though I have often pointed out that "unromanticism,"
particularly with Krenek, is only a poser which may give place to more delicate musical feelings.
Most of the scenes in this opera take place in a Paris hotel and in a railway station. The hotel in Paris, of
course, is the best place for harboring jazz music. Here is Johnny the king of players, the great violinist of the jazz
band, but at the same time one of the sliest Negroes ever known. For he robs a great Balkan violin virtuoso, the
celebrated Daniello, of his precious instrument.
While the story of the violin is going on, there is another event taking place, which is, so to speak, the
kernel of the plot. Here romanticism plays an important part. For it is the love of a composer for the prima donna,
who sings the title role in his opera, that forms the background of the whole libretto. But is it really the background?
Actually an involuntary leaning toward America permeates it. All these persons, the composer, the prima donna, her
manager, leave in the end for America, except poor Daniello. The American dance wins the upper hand over Europe.
We witness the most fantastic chaos. But however chaotic, it is entertaining in the highest degree. The spectator is
rapidly led from one place to the other. He travels with the prima donna, and he would at last be of the same opinion
as the composer would make us believe himself to be if his music did not teach us that in practice he will not be
deflected from Europe, in the musical atmosphere of which he was born and educated, and with the musical feeling
of which he is saturated.
Jazz and Romanticism
There is a sensible antagonism between jazz and romanticism in the score of this opera. Perhaps it will not
be called antagonism by those people who believe that jazz is making the path for a new romantic movement, though
one that is to be very different from the former. In practice, however, and especially in the opera of which we are
speaking just now, the difference in style between jazz and romanticism is very apparent. Krenek deals with jazz in a
very clever way. He is, in a certain sense, a pupil of Stravinsky, who was the first to introduce the whirlwind of
realism into art and to use jazz rhythm in an artistic way. None the less, Krenek proves quite independent of any
sensible influence. His handing of the instruments of percussion is remarkable. He is never at a loss how to bring
jazz into action. He even enriches it without modernity. Rhythm, harmony and instrumentation do their best
to.......music, formerly a mecca for so many foreign students and a center of musical life, has lost something of its
drawing power. Berlin has for decades been ahead of Leipzig. First performances of operas are very rare in this
town, where the renowned traditional Gewandhaus still leads an honorable existence. Let us not forget that Leipzig
was the residence of Mikisch.
This time, however, the guests of the Leipzig Neues Theater attended a first-rate performance. The leader of
this opera house is Gustav Brecher, once Kapellmeister in Hamburg and other towns, and a friend of Richard
Strauss, who strongly protected him. He is, no doubt, a personality among conductors. His way of handing the baton
may be curious enough, but the intellectual force of his musical interpretation is beyond any doubt. He gave the score
of the young composer Krenek what it required from the musical leader. A certain swiftness that was lacking will
come in future performances. On the whole, the performances was well accentuated and colored.
The most difficult, though a very grateful, task was that of the stage manager. It was very well
accomplished. The scenes had their full realism, but were at the same time fantastic. The opera was given an
excellent reception by the public who realized at this opportunity that modern composers are not so terrible as they
generally are believed to be. As for Krenek, he knows how to grip the public. The question will be, whether we know
how to grip him.

MARCH 26 - THE LITERARY DIGEST
DEBUNKING JAZZ - When the jazz composers were recently told "to keep their dirty paws off their
betters," the jazzists of this land were in a high state of indignation. The provocateur was Mr. Ernest Newman, the
English music critic, who served for a season two years ago as guest critic of the New York Evening Post. His
freedom of speech in handling some of our musical darlings might have led us to expect what we got when he turned
his attention to jazz. Some of his critics over here asked him, "with an air of an American dragon that had got St.
George down and was biting him hard in a tender spot," why, if jazz is "a dead thing from the neck up"-which was
his phrase-he should take so much trouble trying to kill it? Mr. Newman now explains in the New York Times that of
the two aspects-the musical and the terpsichorean-he was considering only the former. He goes on to tell us that, in
England at least, "musical people have mostly ceased to take it seriously as music." Here is a direct message to us:
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"Whatever may be the case in America, I beg to assure the American public that in England the thing,
regarded as music, is dead. We all found it amusing for a little while at first; it was like a new cocktail. But when the
novelty of it had worn off, musical people became sick and tired of it. I doubt whether a single musician of any
standing could now be found in my country to say a good word for it. As music the thing has simply become an
infernal nuisance and an unmitigated bore. It is solely its popularity for dancing purposes that keeps it in the public
eye and ear; it is still unequaled as a medium by which fair women may perspire in the arms of brave men.
"My 'case against jazz,' then, is purely and simply a musical case. It is as a musician that I object, for one
thing, to the ordinary jazzing of the classics. Not that I would ever object to a clever musical parodist exercising his
humor at the expense of any master. But to do this acceptably he has to be a master himself; there is nothing more
delicious than first-rate parody, but it takes a first-rate mind to do it. The jazzsmiths, however, speaking generally,
are not clever enough to make their manipulations of the classics tolerable. They are not artists in the sense that the
great literary parodists have been; they are merely hearty, grinning chaw-bacons.
"It is one thing to have a good picture turned into a thing of harmless fun by some one who is himself a
quick-witted artist; it is quite another thing to have it scrawled over by a moron. The average jazzsmith , in his
would-be humorous treatment of a classic, is merely a street urchin who thinks he has been smart when he has sidled
up to a poster when no one was looking and added a mustache to the upper lip of the beautiful lady who figures in it.
My gentle exhortation to the jazzers to keep their dirty paws off their betters has been grievously misunderstood; to
get the true sense of it, it should be read with the accents on 'dirty,' 'paws' and 'betters.' "
Neither does Mr. Newman hold the classics sacrosanct, and the agreement of some of his critics was not at
all to his liking:
"Roger Kahn, for example, who saddened a whole bright Autumn day for me by saying that he had read my
article 'with great indignation,' also 'exprest himself,' to an interviewer, 'as opposed to the jazzing of classical music,'
I myself would not go as far as that. If any jazzist will write me a musical commentary on something of Chopin's or
Grieg's that is as witty as, say, J. C. Squire's parodies of Byron and Wordsworth, or Mr. Sidgwick's of W. B. Yeats's
'Innisfree,' or Brahms's treatment at certain points of a theme by Paganini, no one will be more pleased with his effort
than I. All I object to is the practice of a very difficult and subtle art by think-fingered bunglers.
"Paul Whiteman thought he had convicted me of inconsistency when he said that 'Strauss took other men's
themes and developed them characteristically' Newman hails him. We borrow themes and develop them in our style,
and Mr. Newman objects.' Quite so; the difference is simply that Strauss is Strauss and 'we' are 'we.' 'There is no
protest' said another jazz apologists, 'when Dvorak puts a Negro melody into a symphony.' Precisely; for Dvorak is
Dvorak. The Negro melody is bettered by Dvorak's treatment of it; but the cantabile melody of Chopin's 'Fantasie
Impromptu' is decidedly worsened by Harry Carroll's treatment of it in 'I'm Always chasing Rainbows.' He has
simply made the poor tune commit, so to speak, hari-kari on Chopin's doorstep. Let the jazzsmith, it he can, give a
new turn to the smile of Mona Lisa; but for heaven's sake don't let him set the lady[s charming mouth moving
mechanically to the slow conquest of a piece of chewing-gum.
Have the jazzsmiths, asks this critic, "any composers in the full sense of the term, and will jazz ever evolve
a composer of that kind?" He thinks, indeed, that the probability is very remote that the jazz orchestra will have any
influence on the ordinary orchestra. for"The colors of the former are at once too pronounced and too limited for that, I imagine. It is dangerous to
prophesy, of course, but I doubt whether the saxophone can ever be made to play more than a subordinate part in a
concert orchestra; it is an admirable medium for the saying of certain rather obvious things in music, but a very
tongue-tied instrument for saying most of the things that a genuine composer wants to say. It is admirable in its own
way, and the brilliant jazz scorers are to be complimented on finding out that way and exploiting it to the full, but is
still not the way of the concert orchestra, and I doubt whether its characteristic jazz scoring has much future outside.
jazz.
"But will jazz work out its salvation on its own orchestra?
Shall we find it, that is to say, developing an art of its own that will be able to bear comparison with what
we generally mean when we speak of 'music'? I take leave to doubt this also for the following reasons:
"There is not, and never can be, a specifically jazz technique of music, apart from orchestration. We might
as well suppose there can be such a thing as Modhammedan mathematics, or Buddhist biology, or Peruvian
psychology, as suppose that there can be, in the last resort, such a thing as jazz music as distinct from ordinary
music.
"There is only one way of writing music on the large scale-you must have ideas, and you must now know
how to develop them logically. Now, in both these respects the jazz composer is seriously hampered. If he writes too
obviously in what we call the jazz style, he will not get very far, for the ideas and the devices are too stereotyped. If,
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on the other hand, he moves very far away from these devices he will not be recognizable as a jazz composer. Jazz is
not a 'form' like, let us say, the waltz or the fugue; that leaves the composer's imagination free within the form; it is a
bundle of tricks-of syncopation, and so on. Tie a composer down to these standardized tricks and he can not say
much in them that has not been said already; let him depart from the tricks, and his music will no longer be jazz. It is
an instrument on which little men can play a few pleasant little tunes; but if a composer of any power were to try to
play his tunes on it, it would soon break in his hands."
Of course, the big answer of the jazzists is George Gershwin, and his "Symphony in Blue." But this
composition to Mr. Newman is not jazz, but a mechanical mixture of jazz and the right music:
I am confirmed in this opinion by the more ambitious efforts that have been made in America to expand
jazz. Deprive Mr. Gershwin's 'Rhapsody in Blue' of its jazz orchestration, study it in the black and white of the piano
score, and you will be surprised how little jazz there is in it. Mr. Gershwin, it seems to me, in the attempt to sit on
two stools at once has fallen between them. His work is not a chemical combination of jazz and 'straight' music but a
mechanical mixture of the two. He reminds me of the gentleman in 'Pickwick Papers' who, having to write an essay
on Chinese metaphysics, read up first 'China' and then 'metaphysics' in the encyclopedia and 'combined the
information.' That essay was never given to an expectant world but did we possess it we should find, I fancy, that the
trouble with it was that the information did not really combine. So with Mr. Gershwin's 'Rhapsody in Blue,' we say of
one passage, 'This is China,' of another, 'This is metaphysics,' but hardly anywhere do we find ourselves saying, 'This
is Chinese metaphysics.'
"So long as Mr. Gershwin is exploiting the usual jazz tricks, he gets hardly any further than the average of
his fellow criminal; and when he launches out into 'straight' piano concerto music, we begin to ask ourselves what all
this has to do with jazz. The work was, in fact, tho Mr. Gershwin may not have known it at the time, a commendable
effort to shake himself jazz-free. Mr., Gershwin is a gifted young man with an enviable facility in producing catchy,
piquant, pungent tunes. But when, musically speaking, he wanted to become a man and put away childish things, all
we got was a series of reminiscences of the 'straight' music he had played on his piano and heard in the concert roomLiszt, Chopin, Debussy, Cesar Franck, and others. It was a creditable first attempt to do something bigger than jazz,
but it ceased to be jazz as soon as it tried to be big; I would guarantee that if I placed the majority of the pages of this
score before any musician, hiding from him the name of the composer and the title of the work, it would never occur
to him that it was anything else but an attempt at a piano concerto of the ordinary kind. And I gather that Mr.
Gershwin is now of my opinion on the main point involved.
"As for jazz itself,' he recently said to an interviewer, 'certain types of it are in bad taste, but I do think it has
certain elements that can be developed. I don't know whether it will be jazz when it is finished.'
'Precisely; that is what I have been contending all along. The further jazz is 'developed,' and the more
musical talent there is in the composer who 'develops' it, the less like jazz will it be. But I should not call such a
process 'development'; I should call it the abandonment of all that makes jazz jazz."

MARCH 26 - THE LITERARY DIGEST
FOLK MUSIC OF THE MACHINE AGE - Mr. Newman does not long go unanswered. Paul Whiteman,
the redoubtable jazz-king, leaps to the breach, and leads his cohort of arguments, tho his banner is one of dubiety.
"What is jazz?" asks Mr. Whiteman, also in the New York Times. "After twelve years of jazz I don't know, and I
don't believe Mr. Newman knows, even tho his experience and knowledge of music far transcend mine. "Mr.
Whiteman may doubt his foundations, but he is not shaken in his faith. He gets as near rock bottom as he can go in
saying. "I sincerely believe that jazz is the folk music of the machine age." And that is no joke:
"There was every reason why this music sprang into being about 1915. The acceleration of the pace of
living in this country, the accumulation of social forces under pressure (and long before the war, too), mechanical
inventions, methods of rapid communication, all had increased tremendously in the past 100 years-notably in the past
quarter century. In this country especially the rhythm of machinery, the overpaid expansion of a great country
endowed with tremendous natural energies and wealth have brought about a pace and scale of living unparalleled in
history. Is it any wonder that the popular music of this land should reflect these modes of living? Every other art
reflects them."
Then Mr. Whiteman invokes a bit of music history:
"In 1588 the sarabande swept through Spain. Reformers, the musicians and the clergy were shocked. Father
Mariano, writing in 1609, accused the sarabande of having done more harm throughout Europe than the bubonic
plague, which devastated Europe in the Middle Ages. Later came gigues, minuets and a dozen other dance forms,
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which excited the same old outcry. Yet these dances were taken up, developed and employed in concertos and
sonatas; as scherzos and minuets in symphonies. Haydn, Mozart, Mendelssohn, Beethoven-the list of composers who
utilized these dance forms, all of them excoriated at one time or another, is endless. Look what the Strausses have
done with the waltz, once the bane of intelligent people. Give us a chance, Mr. Newman.
"Strauss is Strauss and we are we" remarks Mr. Newman, as a clinching argument against the inalienable
right of jazz composers to subject other men's music to jazz treatment-a practice which is even now a dead issue. But
the gulf between a great composer and my humble self is no greater than the one that existed between the first
experimenters with dance forms 300 years ago, who helped in a very modest way to pave the path for the Haydns
and Mozarts to come. There are hundreds of jazz experimenters to-day whose fleeting fame will die with them. But
is it inconceivable that a few of their experiments and perhaps one or two of their discoveries may be incorporated in
the work of a great composer not yet on the scene?
"'Strauss is Strauss and we are we,' But who is to say that this composer may experiment with a classic and
that one may not? And can Mr. Newman tell me just what a classic is? In Saginaw it may be the 'Poet and Peasant'
Overture; in Carnegie Hall the Brahms Third Symphony."
Mr. Whiteman has a final word:
"To sum up. I don't know whether jazz is the foundation of a new school of music or whether it represents
the growth of new manners and new forms of instrumentation; new rhythms and colors. But whatever it is,
considering the nature of its origin and the character of its development, its immense and continuous popular appeal,
the amount of interest and debate it has aroused. I certainly believe it to be a genuine musical force, a trend, an
influence; perhaps a form that is bound ultimately to affect, in one respect or another, the music of the future. If the
latter qualification be too broad, then certainly, at least, the music of American composers.
"Even if jazz remains chained to the dance form one has only to look at the development of the minuet, the
sarabande, and the waltz. They contained material that was musically valuable. The fox trot, jazz waltz or tango may
conceivably be developed in valuable ways by future composers.
"Whatever jazz is, it is not dead. It is not even 'dead from the neck up." It may seem so at times, but that is
simply because it is only a lusty, bawling infant whose mental development has hardly begun.

APRIL 30 - THE LITERARY DIGEST
THE RIOTOUS RETURN OF MR. ANTHEIL - It is hard to escape the conclusion that the devotees of jazz
were sadly let down by their latest and perhaps highest high-priest. Mr. George Antheil, an American, born in
Trenton, New Jersey, but sojourning for some years in Paris and other continental places, finally has followed the
winds of high publicity blowing from over there to us, and come here in person to demonstrate the sounds, musical
or otherwise, that had made Parisians, or Americans sojourning there, turn riotous in approval or condemnation.
Either one of such responses is welcomed by the modern "artists'; what they are not prepared to suffer is apathy or
evidences of boredom. Mr. Antheil began his complaints in advance of his appearance here, saying "I am the only
native-born composer who has ever even approached a sensation in any country outside his own ..... which my
countrymen have not given me enough credit for." Yet Mr. Gilman of The Herald Tribune corrects him by saying
that "newspapers and periodicals of this most eager land have for the last two years been bursting with special
stories, cabled accounts of sensational happenings overseas, photographs, explications, all inspired by our young
New Jersey maestro and his prodigious art. "Anyway enough people to fill every available space in Carnegie Hall
assembled on Sunday evening, April 10. There was scarcely missing one who keeps his eye on the up-to-date doings
of Paris, or any member of our large class of musicians, amateurs or "intelligentsia." The reports of this concert were
not only treated in the "Music" columns but in front-page stories. Mr. Gilman describes the scene:
"Well, New York did pretty well by Mr. Antheil last night. Excited by a publicity campaign which must
have caused the resourceful Mr. Barnum to toss restlessly on his sepulchral pillow, New Yorkers were packed into
Carnegie Hall-chic by jowl, as one might say-till they nearly burst asunder the walls of the ancient temple in their
eagerness to attend the debut of Mr. Antheil.
"They were gathered, of course, to hear his illustrious 'Ballet Mecanique,' written for a pianola with an
amplifier and two loud-speakers, ten pianos, a wind machine, an airplane propeller, six xylophones, four drums, and
electric bells."
Preceding this number came a string quartet, a sonata for violin, piano, and drum, and a jazz symphony. For
the occasion the New York World imprest a number of jazz sympathizers into brief service as critics, and we see how
they reacted:
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"George Gershwin: I really can't compare Antheil's jazz with mine. He deals in polytonalities and
dissonance, entirely different from me. He follows Stravinsky and the French. His music has moments of humor,
which I think was done consciously.
"Merle Schuster, sister of the publisher: There is a delightful sense of humor there. In the jazz symphony he
shows he doesn't take jazz too seriously.
"Gilbert Seldes, critic: The first thing was awful, the second a little bit better, and the jazz symphony was
simply grand. It is better jazz than Gershwin and better music than Stravinsky.
"Paul Robeson, Negro actor and singer: The jazz was fine, and in that sonata for piano, violin and drum he
had the percussive effect well worked out, especially when he worked up that pounding on the piano and then
jumped over to the drum.
"John Howard Lawson: He contributes tremendously to jazz.
"Helen Woodward, author" It's a grand show and there are gorgeous rhythms.
"Lewis Galantiere" Prodigious! Wonderful! Antheil and Stravinsky are the two greatest masters of rhythm
we've ever had.
"Jacques Benjamin: Very individual and highly pathological. "Carlo Tresca: Interesting, daring, artistic!
Emotionally, I was deeply touched.
"Lawrence Sandusky, English instructor of Lehigh University: It was dull, but rather interesting at times. I
got no emotional reaction."
Unless they are unalterably persuaded of the righteousness of their cause these deponents will read the
verdicts of the constituted music critics with some drooping of spirits. Turning again to Mr. Gilman, who begins with
the string quartet:
"The music seemed oddly familiar. One heard a melange of Bloch, Schoenberg, Stravinsky, even
(horrifying enough) a little Wagner and Debussy, with a touch of sentimental cantilena in the slow section which
should cause Mr. Ezra Pound to weep tears of impotent rage: for has he not told us that Mr. Antheil's musical world
'is a world of steel bars, not of old stone and ivy'? Yet here was Mr. Antheil giving us not steel bars at all, but old
stones (some of them paste), and ivy that was not even poison.....
"The 'Symphony' for jazz orchestra was even staler and emptier. It was played against a back-drop,
designed by Joseph Mullen, painted to represent a colored gentleman about to clasp some Lulu Belle in negligee
about a not toll reluctant waist. The music was not so amusing as the design. Mr. Antheil told us that it was intended
as 'a reaction toward Negro jazz as away from 'sweet jazz.' But if this is the Lulubelleslettres of jazz, some one has
made a mistake, and we suspect that it is Mr. Antheil. Surely he does not offer this tame and feeble inanity as
anything so vital and forcible as a 'reaction'?
"The 'Ballet Mecanique' is unconscionably boring, artless, and naive. Throughout its stupefying length it
never once speaks vividly, creatively, outrageously. Its rhythms are infantile, its dynamic effects are unresourceful
and inexpressive; and long before it ended, the 'hostile demonstration' at the back of the hall, so suspiciously
manufactured in character, had died a feeble, fluttering death, and an infinitely wearied audience was passing out into
the hideousness and wonder and incomparable fascination of that actual New York which has rebuffed the
mechanistic wooing of this troubadour from Trenton."
Lest Mr. Gilman seem purblind, we will turn for confirmation or rebuttal to Mr. Henderson of The Sun:
"The reporter who went to this moronic exhibition in the hope of getting a good story was grievously
disappointed. Some of the promised decorations were not seen. Those which were disclosed were either vulgar or
ridiculous. So was the music. In the sonata for violin, piano and drum there was a moment of comprehensible
burlesque. The quartet was the cheapest and flimsiest kind of imitation of Schoenberg and his school. The jazz
symphony should blush to appear anywhere within a mile of Broadway, where better stuff of the sort is done every
night. One wonders what the Negro cabaret performers must have thought of it.
"The ballet was whooping piffle, mere noise and pretense. For thirty seconds it copied Stravinsky and for
the other thirty Carpenter in 'Skyscrapers.' The rest was straight Antheil, one must suppose, and was not worthy of a
single word of comment or line of description. An elaborate attempt at a hostile demonstration fizzled pitifully. The
whole thing was an explosion of harmless gas."

APRIL - THE SACKBUT
THE AMERICAN INTOXICANT by Eric Blom (London) - The excellent journal, Modern Music,
published by The League of Composers in New York, devotes its issue of January-February, 1927, wholly to music
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in the U. S. A. I opened it fully prepared to make due allowance for a good deal of chauvinism in a series of articles
written by Americans about their own music, just as one expects to find a certain amount of log-rolling in a paper
obviously dedicated to the interests of contemporary musicians, some of whom are themselves on the Executive
Board. It was the more refreshing to find, instead, much honest criticism, and no particular reluctance even among
the members of the Board to execute anybody.
On the whole the tone of this American number is distinguished by sobriety, and even the stylistic fireworks
of Mr. Pitts Sanborn proceed from a mental attitude that is fundamentally calm and collected. But there is one article
that reels under the intoxication of the pernicious drug which now holds America in its thrall and shows how
mankind, forcibly deprived of one vice, will speedily substitute another. It is wholly fantastic to see more than an
accident in the curious fact that, as alcohol was kicked out at America's front door, so jazz whisked up the back
stairs? At any rate, it was eagerly welcomed as a stimulant likely to prove equivalent to the intoxicant of which the
nation was officially cheated. It was a new allurement with a certain quality of dangerous headiness that made it for
dry America what whisky is to wet Britain.
Mr. Aaron Copland, in his article entitled 'Jazz Structure and Influence', is certainly anxious to impress it
upon his readers that the true American regards jazz, which is undoubtedly one of the world's minor vices, as his
rightful heritage. Unfortunately he is so badly under the evil spell of the narcotic that he believes with a touching
readiness in the reality of the vaporous dreams it produces. It is in the nature of drugs to dispel any doubts in their
victims, however weird and extravagant their delusions may be. Thus Mr. Copland sees only that jazz is an American
product, but not that it is an insidious and deceptive product. He glories in the intoxication the spectacle of which
makes nothing like the same pleasant impression on the undeluded spectator who has not tasted of the draught with
the same immoderation.
Just as for the devotee to or the manufacturer of whisky-they are not necessarily identical-this liquor has the
significance of a British national asset, whereas to the normal Briton it may mean variously a pleasant occasional
drink, a palliative to a cold in the head, or a provocation to a bilious attack, so certain American composers in search
of a national banner for which they might lay down their lives, fixed their hopes on the first musical Rag that was
bright enough and waved agitatedly enough in the wind of publicity to make them fancy that they saw stars and felt
stripes, while the wiser composers just went on in their own way and accepted jazz as an agreeable pleasantry. Let us
see if we cannot wake the former from their delirium and make them see what it really is that they defend with such
misguided valour as the true standard representing them in the sight of the nations.
First of all, where does the racially American quality of jazz come in? The question cannot be answered
better than by a quotation from another and very judicious article in the same number of modern Music. The author,
Miss Henrietta Straus, sees the fun of what she call the comedy of jazz exactly as responsible musicians in Europeand surely in America too-see it. 'Only the American Negro, excluded from our education and economic scheme
during those years of expansion' (i.e. the period preceding the astonishing outburst of musical activity in America)
'dared to make music an integral part of his daily life. Unashamedly he expressed his sorrows in the Spirituals and
Blues, and his joys in syncopation. And equally unashamedly-because of European approval-we have taken from
him.' Very well: there is no reason why anything that contains even the germs only of a new asset to an art should not
be adopted by it. Nobody denies that the Negro contribution to music-to American music if you will-is such an asset.
But for any representative of a nation like the U.S.A. to accept a few rudimentary principles from a race it makes no
secret of deeming vastly inferior, and to set them down for the rest of the world as a national heritage, this simply
will not do. Either the Negro is the rightful heir to America, and his music the national American music, or else the
Anglo-Saxon race (to use a term that is more convenient and current than accurate) settled in the U.S.A. is the true
American people, in which case it must make its own music as it has made its own constitution. No critic who keeps
his eyes open would deny that many American composers have begun to do this in all seriousness; it is precisely
because this is an indisputable fact that Mr. Copland's desire to bring them under the subjection of Negroid
influences strikes one as so odd. Would he have them a breed of musical mulattoes?
In fairness to Mr. Copland, it must be said that he only incidentally falls into this dogma of his that it is the
patriotic duty of American creative musicians to embrace jazz. What he really attempted in his article was an
analysis of the structure of jazz, presumably intended to prove its superlative originality, and it is the belief in this
originality which he thus induces in himself that makes him 'fall for' jazz as the would-be expression of the U.S.A.'s
national genius. Quite naturally, before investing one's country with a new and exclusive property, one must first
make sure of its value. Mr. Copland does this as only a willing victim of self-delusion could. he adopts an ingenious
and ingenuous method of writing out a few extracts from popular and up-to-date jazz pieces, of which he deliberately
alters the notation in such a way as to show rhythmic complexities which seem to him staggering in their novelty. If it
be asked why in the name of commonsense composers who are capable, and who ought to be mightily proud, of such
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ultra-refinements should be at pains to disguise them, Mr. Copland has his answer pat. On the authority of Mr. Don
Knowlton he states that 'this deceptive notation reveals the practice followed by popular music publishers of writing
extremely complex jazz compositions very simply so as to sell them more easily to the musically uneducated.' This,
then, Mr. Copland would have us believe, is the aim of the American nation's musical heritage; to present its
polyrhythmic masterpieces to the uneducated in simplified editions. In that case, the sooner the U.S.A. stop spending
another cent on the most extensive system of musical education in modern times, the better. The popular publisher
will see to it that the people understand the treasures of the national school without any of the magnificent training on
which American musical institutions, if the Knowlton-Copland theory be correct, now waste their money.
Anyone who refuses the theory in question must, I am afraid, gain the impression that it is not the publishers
who simplify the hair-raising complexities of jazz, but Mr. Copland who, in his innocent delusion, complicates it by
his capricious notation. Unfortunately for him, it is quite easy to make the mild jazz occasionally found in the
classics look at least as 'subtle' as anything he has to show.
"Ah,' I fancy I can hear Mr. Copland retort, 'it is true that the classics now and then hit upon polyrhythmic
ideas, but they are at the most flashes in the pan, passing conceits with no settled conviction behind them,' Precisely.
To invent a passage that is interesting in a certain way, and then to pass on to so many others which are arresting in a
multitude of different ways, is one of the abilities that distinguish a great composer from a mediocrity. The jazzer,
once he has got hold of an intriguing device, pounds away at it until another occurs to him, which is rarely in the
course of the same piece. Even when there is a good deal of diversity of pattern, as is the case with jazz music of the
better sort, it is only by a deliberately loose phraseology that one may speak of rhythmic diversity. The variety which
jazz does at times achieve is metrical, not rhythmic, for the rigid pulsation of this music studiedly destroys the free
breathing of the musical phrase, which is what is properly understood by the term 'rhythm.' Jazz is the least, not the
most rhythmic music yet invented; it is merely the most strictly metrical, or better, metronomical.
As for the polyrhythm of jazz, this amounts to scarcely more than an innocent fiction. Mr. Copland himself
shows, by quoting from the well-known song, Stumbling, from Confrey's Kitten on the Keys, and from Gershwin's
Fascinating Rhythm, that the melody, in whatever time it may move, is placed over a foursquare bass. This is by no
stretch of the imagination polyrhythm, but at best bi-rhythm-which differs from similar classical examples only by
the fact that, once discovered, it is hugged with a maddening persistence and that the bass is a mere marking of the
beat.
Now let us watch how, according to Mr. Copland, even the 'old bondage (the unchanging bass)' is being
broken. It is the Charleston which has effected this magnificent enfranchisement. We are told that the Charleston
consists of the upper fox-trot rhythm; 1-2-3: 1-2-3-4-5, and lo, and behold! this is now 'used below as well as above
instead of the formerly unflagging 1-2-3-4 bass.' The advance, then, consists in the timid knuckling under of the bass
to the melody and the abolishing of the bi-rhythm in favour of a parallel motion of all the parts. This so-called
forward is analogous to that from ragtime to jazz, which is thus described by Mr. Copland: 'Ragtime is much inferior
to jazz, and musically uninteresting; it consists of old formulas familiar in the classics which were rediscovered one
day and overworked.' Jazz, being superior, consists of Negroid musical elements, similarly rediscovered and
overworked.
But the supreme joke is yet to come. Mr. Copland becomes more and more entranced by the fascination that
obsesses him, and in his dream of the glorious American future he sees in its national adoption, gives it completely
and finally away quite openly and quite unawares. Gershwin in his latest dancing hit, Clap Yo' hands, we are told,
'varies a 4-4 rhythm with two measures of 3-4 rhythm' instead of using 'the 3-4 against 4-4 polyrhythm which in the
brisk competition of Broadway has now become old stuff.' Once more, we note the headlong advance. Not content
with letting us tumble to it of our own accord, Mr. Copland enlarges on it with this crowning naiveté: 'Critically,
from the standpoint of all music this may be counted a step backwards, a return to processes already familiar-in the
Russian folk-song for example; but from the standpoint of jazz it means an advance through the relief it offers from
the old relentless 4-4 bass,' So this is where jazz now stands in its furious progress: it is so destitute of new sensations
already that even what in music at large would mean a retrograde movement is still an advance for the jazz
composer. I imagine that, if a few self-respecting American composers of serious music still believe in jazz as a
useful accession to their national music, it will not be long now before they find out that they have been strangely
bedazzled by a fascinating but valueless intoxicant.
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APRIL - THEATRE ARTS MONTHLY
THE NEGRO DANCE - UNDER EUROPEAN EYES by Andre Levinson - Negro music, having
conquered the public, is now, more and more, occupying the attention of the theorists. In France, Andre Coeuroy has
devoted a volume in his collection, Modern Music, to Jazz. This book as well as the ingratiating account of Emile
Vuillermoz and the excellent critical essays of Darius Milhaud treat Negro ragtime as worthy of the most serious
consideration and give it a definite place in musical history. Jazz is henceforth admitted into the hierarchy of the arts,
and although it is only a little while since it was the butt of press and public alike, the time is doubtless at hand when
it will provide a worthy subject for a doctor's thesis at the sorbonne. It is therefore high time that we should look a
little more closely into the subject of Negro dancing, which is the saltatory complement of ragtime and which can be
called at once the cradle and the prototype of Jazz.
Negro dancing may suggest at once any one of a variety of quite separate problems. The student of
aesthetics may be interested in defining the indigenous principles of the dance and of judging its intrinsic artistic
value. The moralist, on the other hand, in his search for an explanation of our times, may be more concerned with the
effect of this black virus upon European civilization. The ethnologist, comparing the aborigines of the Ivory Coast
and the cotton pickers of the plantations of Louisiana, may find the Negro dance of primary importance as an organic
phenomenon. While, as it is found in our present-day dance halls, it may appear as a symptom of an epidemic
contagion of society which should concern the pathologist. It is, therefore, necessary to set down in the beginning
that this article is merely attempting to present a European interpretation of the Negro dance as it has lately been
demonstrated by the colored artists of the Revue Negro at the Champs Elysees.
Just as we might gain a clearer understanding of the peculiar composition of a jazz band by contrasting it
with the more familiar symphonic orchestra, in the same way we may obtain a better idea of the Negro "steps" if we
compare them to the dancing of the classic school which has been developed in the West through centuries of
elaboration and selection. Such a contrast of black and white will, i believe, serve to emphasize the essential
characteristics of the Negro dance.
The classic ballet is not only a silent art but completely imperceptible to the ear. The harmony between the
movement of the body and the rhythm of the music is constant but tacit. An anecdote often told of Philippe Taglioni,
the father of the famous dancer Marie Taglioni, makes him say that he had never heard the step of his daughter;
should such a thing have happened, he would have cursed her. These words of the irascible old ballet master,
although perhaps exaggerated, bear out the traditional rule for the good dancer of the classic school that, without in
any way stressing the phrase of the music, he should be able to make the onlooker sense it. This type of dancing is
like a visual projection of the rhythm realized in the musical accompaniment; sight and sound, movement and
acoustics, are completely dissociated. Every so-called "temps" of the classic dance, as the term itself indicates, is
equivalent to a musical phrase, but is perceptible to the eye alone. To arrange a pas de ballet is to establish a fixed
and exact relation between a succession of musical sonorities and a series of muscular tensions and relaxations. Thus
the classic dance and the music that accompanies it each express the rhythm that is implicit in both, in two different
but analogous ways. This is a fundamental principle in all Western choreography.
Primitive dancing, on the other hand, being a spontaneous phenomenon, ignores any such differentiation
and confounds these two categories of sight and sound. Almost all folk-dancing, from the Russian hopak to the
bourree of Auvergne, from the Scotch reel to the tarantella or the jota of Aragon-and most conspicuously of all, the
Negro "steps"-is based upon a direct and audible expression of the rhythm. Each one of these dances is primarily a
staccato of feet, scanning the music-all the more striking because of its rapidity and clear articulation.
The savage or folk dancer is essentially an instrument of percussion. When Vicente Escudero, the famous
Flamenco dancer, performed the Farruca, he made the floor of the stage resound like a powerful sounding board. It
almost seemed as though huge drum sticks were beating upon a gigantic drum. The timbre of this harsh music
changed according to whether the Bailarin beat the floor with the sole of his foot or with his heel. He was a living
xylophone and had at his command a complete scale of gradations. he, himself, was his own musical instrument. The
castanets and twanging guitars, the hand-clapping with which the Quadro added to the sound, were mere auxiliary
equipment to the staccato of the solo dancer's feet. The string pluckers followed the dance improvisations of
Escudero. Between the Spaniard and Jimmy Huggins, the black clown of the Revue Negre, there is no difference
excepting in the dance routine and in the general deportment of the dancer-none in the fundamental method of
expression. Whether he is shod in the brodequins of Andalusia or the iron-rimmed boots of the Cossack, the
primitive dancer stresses with a vigor, gay or savage, the heavy accents of a monotonous but striking rhythm.
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When the ballet dancer rises up lightly and silently falls back as though upon a delicately resilient spring,
we refer to her "ballon" as though she were indeed a floating thing of air, without weight and equally without sound.
The peasant leaps high and falls back with all his weight, so as to shake the earth. The ballet dancer wears the softest
satin slippers with flexible soles for "why should one put shoes on the wings of a bird?" As the madrigal poets were
wont to ask,-while Harland Dixon, record holder of the Charleston, wears the most formidable patent leather shoes,
regular varnished dread-naughts, that have succeeded the red heels of yesterday. Pavlova glides, Dixon taps; this, not
to be technical, is the difference between the pas de ballet and the Afro-American dance step. In La Sylphide, Marie
Taglioni delighted her audiences by appearing to run over a field of grain without bending the stalks. The mere effort
to achieve such an optical illusion serves to define a style in the dance. The Negro stepper, who pounds the platform
with unremitting vigor, producing an infernal racket, is a no less sincere expression of another type.
The Negro dancer is not content with the noise of his feet alone, but has constant recourse to every
accessory that may reinforce the resonance of his battery. In the sand dance, for instance, his feet grind through sand
that is scattered over the stage, while clappers and sounding boards exaggerate the effect. The first aim of any dance
of this kind is an intense and penetrating reproduction of some rhythmic formula, although, for the sake of contrast, it
sometimes introduces the most pearly of pianissimos. The primitive, human instinct is violently affected by such
rhythmic insistence. The monotony of this measured tramping, the symmetry of its pattern, has the effect of a
narcotic, while its gradual acceleration brings about a sense of exhilaration amounting to a positive ecstasy. The
drummer, who is the soul of any genuine Jazz band, is essentially a dancer.
Negro ragtime itself contributes enormously to these performances. This music, with its bewildering
syncopation and rubato, its rhythmic tours de force, executed with such unimaginable dexterity, positively dazzles
European audiences. This dancing, with its automaton-like quality, its marvelous flexibility and rhythmic fantasy, is
as impossible for us to reproduce as it is astounding to us to watch. Here we recognize ourselves to be in the
presence of an innate gift, not a conscious art-a gift that has become more or less atrophied in the cultivated human
being. Such is the ransom we pay to civilization. With us, extreme sensitiveness to rhythm comes rather as the result
of a high degree of musical cultivation. We produce it, as it were, in hot-house, and rhythm itself becomes a reasoned
and artificial discipline-almost a philosophy, sometimes even a fetich. With the mulattos and quadroons of the Revue
Negro, who took Paris by storm in 1925, this sense of rhythm was more of a physiological-I am almost tempted to
say glandular-phenomenon, allied to their excessive hysteria and their unbelievably high animal spirits. It is a fruit of
savagery that we may well envy. It encroaches in no way upon that "candeur de l'antique animal" that baudelaire
admired so much. In other words, the undeniable rhythmic superiority of these Negro dancers is nothing less than an
adjunct of their irrepressible animality. The tom-tom of the cannibal may be termed the apotheosis of brute rhythm.
We should not, however, jump to the conclusion that because of this extraordinary rhythmic gift alone the
Negro dancer or musician should be taken seriously as an artist. Rhythm is not, after all, an art in itself. Its beat is
indispensable to the melodic and harmonic elements of music and provides a basis for the plastic variations of the
dancer, but when rhythm becomes completely free and dominates any realm of art the result is inevitably
rudimentary and inferior. A picture that is entirely subservient to rhythm is no more than a decoration. Rhythm is a
force of nature that must be transposed and reabsorbed before it can become an aesthetic entity. By itself, it is a form
without content; a motor revolving in the void; a function and not a substance.
The savage is overflowing with this formless and purely instinctive motor energy and so, as the basis of the
Negro dance today, we find an elementary and blind release of this rhythmic instinct-shock of bare feet on the
ground-clatter of hells-a first trace of form. The metre directs the flow of a formless emotion. The beating out of the
measure gives articulation to the headlong tumult of the senses. The movement of the dancer is no more than a
function of this musical continuity, like the drive and recoil of a piston under pressure.
Eventually this rhythmic movement tends to free itself and becomes an end in itself. In the interval between
two accents the dancer may begin a diversely figured ornamentation and through such elaborations virtuosity is born,
as well as imagination. The English sailor crosses and recrosses his feet; the legs of the crouching Cossack dart out
alternately. When he lifts himself he gives a cabriole in which his legs swing away from the centre of gravity to fall
back into equilibrium. The dancer's efforts to accomplish more and more difficult feats leads him on and is
stimulated by rivalry with other performers, until, as in the case of Oriental fakirs and jugglers, a truly amazing
proficiency is achieved.
This vast repertory of steps, crossing and leaping from the rudimentary to the complex, tends to fall into
certain definite classifications, culminating in those steps which possess an intrinsic beauty. The Negro frenzy,
although it is completely devoid of any mobility and almost "pre-human," if not actually bestial, can attain to a
positive grandeur. Josephine Baker, who was responsible for the Charleston rage in Paris, is an extraordinary
creature of simian suppleness-a sinuous idol that enslaves and incites mankind. Thanks to her carnal magnificence
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and her impulsive vehemence, her unashamed exhibition comes close to pathos. As I wrote, when she first appeared
at the Champs Elysees, there seemed to emanate from her violently shuddering body, her bold dislocations, her
springing movements, a gushing stream of rhythm. It was she who led the spell-bound drummer and the fascinated
saxophonist in the harsh rhythm of the "blues". It was as though the jazz, catching on the wing the vibrations of this
mad body, were interpreting, word by word, its fantastic monologue. This music is born from the dance, and what a
dance! The gyrations of this cynical yet merry mountebank, the good-natured grin on her large mouth, suddenly
gives way to visions from which good humor is entirely absent. In the short pass de deux of the savages, which came
as the finale of the Revue Negro, there was a wild splendor and magnificent animality. Certain of Miss Baker's poses,
back arched, haunches protruding, arms entwined and uplifted in a phallic symbol had the compelling potency of the
finest examples of Negro sculpture. The plastic sense of a race of sculptors came to life and the frenzy of the African
Eros swept over the audience. It was no longer a grotesque dancing girl that stood before them, but the black Venus
that haunted Baudelaire. The dancer's personality had transcended the character of her dance.
Dainty Florence Mills gives a sweetened travesty of this type of dancing. There is not the slightest trace of
the wild thing in this rococo Creole. She was a suitable interlude for Paul and Virginia. The excellent performance
of the clowns and Negro steppers that support these two dancers in the Champs Elysees revues ties them up once
more to the primitive cycle. Their extravagant technique would put the virtuosity of an acrobat to shame. If their
dances are often mere exhibitions of skill, without further aim, their variety is astounding-entrances accompanied
with pirouettes worthy of an Arab jumper; crouching, kicking steps, the glory of the Cossack; leaps into the air on
one foot, body swaying backwards, while the free leg serves as a counterweight; breathless races, never moving from
the spot, and finally halted by an imaginary tornado; hobbling steps, with one leg dragging behind as though
paralyzed; and so on without end. In all these antics the obsession of the rhythm is dilated by humor. The dances of
Douglas and Huggins-Mutt and Jeff, for instance-gain their best effects through a pretended awkwardness and a
voluntary burlesquing of the movement.
The road is long indeed from the valley of the Niger to the lights of Broadway; from the primeval forest to
Upton Sinclair's jungle in Chicago. The savage has turned into a city rowdy. The ceremonial sacred character of the
dance ritual has entirely evaporated from what has become a mere divertissement, offered to the white idlers of the
world's capitals. The grandeur of those ancient observances dedicated to Priape and Hecate, pure rhythmic orgies
induced by a panic terror of the demons who inhabit the night, those symbolic ceremonies with dancers dressed in
stags' antlers or flantingos' claws, are now only the symbols of a gay and remunerative extravaganza.
Although Josephine Baker, by her extraordinary and disturbing genius, is able with one bound to join her
savage forefathers and with another to go back to our common animal ancestors, the Negro dancers of today are no
longer beings possessed by devils, but merely professionals. The really devil-ridden today are those European idlers
who passively give themselves up to an enjoyment of the Negro dance without setting up any barriers to its atavistic,
demoralizing appeal. Although we are not concerned here with a study of morals, one curious fact must be
mentioned. ironically enough, while their white admirers tend to retrograde towards the primitive, the Negroes
themselves seem to progress, as we understand the term. Many of the Negro steppers, such as the eccentrics Mutt
and Jeff, who are so much admired at the moment in Paris, no longer expend their greatest efforts in beating out the
measure as noisily as possible, but have developed a sort of rhythmic shuffle that is faint, almost to the vanishing
point. They alternate their feet quietly, in an almost complete silence. They play with the stress of the rhythm and
subtilize the accent. A little more and they will give complete satisfaction to Taglioni, pere. As the technical process
becomes so radically modified, and as the action of these dance routines becomes more and more subtle and
dissimulated, so does the whole character of the dance become more refined and its morale more elevated. The mad
arabesques of the incomparable Josephine can give us an almost shocking insight into our own more sombre depths,
but Florence Mills, for instance, is developing towards an almost precious elegance. It is no longer the tigress who
stands before us but the marquise, who has rubbed a little burnt cork on her cheeks, instead of her customary rouge,
before dancing a Court Charleston "ad usum Delphini."

MAY - MUSICAL OPINION
JAZZ, THE BLACK PERIL AND THE BIGGER CHEESES. The all-white war is over. Long live the
colour war! For a generation the prophets of evil have been prating of the colour peril and painting grisly nightmares
to make our flesh creep. And it is now upon us, yet we know it not, for it has taken a form more insidious than any of
our alarmist seers foresaw and we are cheerily capitulating to the enemy in our millions without so much as a protest.
The peril, so far, is not yellow, but black.
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A few years ago, in the general delirium, we accused our late enemies, the Germans, of seeking to impose a
system of Teutoic "Kultur" upon Western Europe by force of arms. A coloured race is now vindicating its good
sense by cajoling us, without violence, into adopting a Negro culture which possesses its devotees with such intensity
as to partake of the nature of a religion. This is probably the first instance in history of alien ideals being successfully
foisted by alleged barbarians upon supposedly superior races without the former having to raise a weapon to win
their victories, and the first case, too, of conquerors seducing their enemies to fight under their banner con
entusiasmo.
(If you're meaning to talk about America, Negroes and jazz, father, speak plainly. Your sense of the fitness
of things ought to preserve you from obscurities such as might be natural if we were discussing the Eleusinian
mysteries, Einstein or China. Are you hinting that it is our own cousins from overseas who are propagating the
rhythmic gospel of their late slaves?)
I am. The war that is in progress is another "Kulturkampf." It is a war of peaceful penetration, and is being
waged by whites, moreover, to deliver their relatives from the dominion of northern darkness. The American
Negroes are the inceptors of the faith, and their late masters its unconscious soldiers who, with the ardour of
neophytes, are filling the world with perfervid proselytes.
Until recently, the United States had been content to import their spiritual food from dreamy Europe, paying
for it in petrol, safety razors and tractors; but their Sambos have changed all that. Years of .... were needed to induce
the American ... ...their Negroes; but Nemesis avenges the oppressed, and time held a satiric revenge in store for
those dark skinned helots, for have they not imposed their music upon the American continent from the Atlantic to
the Pacific, enslaving their whilom masters, and has not America, from being the Maecenas of the arts among the
nations, and the largest importer of the fruits of the European mind, has she not, in her turn, heard the voice and
become a spiritual "producer" and exporter of a black art on a scale unparalleled in history? If I were asked what
religion was now common to white races all the world over, I should be tempted to say "Jazz!" And if this unifying
of the worship of white peoples be not a phenomenon in the spiritual history of the world, then I am no philosopher.
And this marvel has been wrought by black magic. A coloured race has led us, rejoicing to the universal shrine.
Germany lost the European war and America won it, and she is now consolidating her triumph by winning
"the peace." The jocund sounds of her victory are echoing through the land of Bach, Beethoven and Brahms, and she
is collecting her interest from her "allies" to the pious strains of saxophone and banjulele. America is to be the great
civilizing nation of the future, say the visonaries, and the jazz bands are the vanguard of her advancing armies, which
will effect more through the contagion of her music than ever her accoutred hosts accomplished on the battlefield,
despite the testimony of her movies. The crowning irony is to be seen, however, in her musical subjugation not only
of her late enemy, but equally of her late allies. We are being converted by the million, and our own land is merry
with apostates dancing their cheery way from dusk to dawn, untroubled by any consciousness of sin.
(But why don't you refer to it as "symphonic syncopation," dad, as Jym does, instead of just crude "jazz?")
Why gild the lily? And besides, what has "symphonic syncopation" to do with the symphony? Is
"symphonic" an astute label used as a synonym for "harmonious," to delude the aspiring lowbrow? He is aware that,
to the music "fan," the term symphony is redolent of mysterious adventures such as the spirit only knows under the
spell of the glamorous evocations of Beethoven and his fellow enchanters.
(I should say that "symphonic syncopation" has about as much to do with the symphony as spirits have with
the spirit or a beet has with Beethoven. But it seems to me that the English apostles of their gospel outvie even the
transatlantic prophets in fervour. Haven't you been reading the stirring pronunciamentos with which Jym has recently
been gingering up the comatose British press? Jym is now the most talked of, as well as the most talkative, man in
England; he has supplanted G.B.S. as purveyor of the daily newspaper witticism to help down the morning kipper. I
can see some of the erstwhile idols of the British Empire fading out of sight unless they infuse a little pep into their
stunting. What are the Prince of Wales, Ivor Novell and A.J.Cook dreaming of?)
And you say the Pretender is ?(Who but bluff Jym Stylton?)
Why, of course! Has he not recently been on a mission to the provinces, those abysses of inspissated gloomto shed light upon their darkness?
("Mission, " did you say? More like the triumphal tour Signor Mussolini would enjoy in his own land after
escaping his fifty-fourth attempted assassination. Haven't you heard that people are being trampled to death in the
queues outside the music shops where he autographs his records gratis between the hours of twelve and two, and that
the crowds are greater than those that stood in the drenching rain for a day outside the death chamber at the lying-instate of a popular movie-star, not long deceased? Why, Jym is "a riot!")
And is it true that he has renounced the royalties on his records in favour of a bonus from the proprietors of
patent medicines for indigestion, whose wares are having unprecedented sales now that Great Britain is daily bolting
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its lunch to be there within prescribed hours? And that if he stopped paying Super Tax the Inland Revenue would
have to dismiss half its staff?
(I don't know about that, dad, but I do know that the miners, counting on the duration of the strike beating
that of the late war by a neck, were recently pawning their outfits and family bibles to get a copy of Jym's immortal
signature on a mortal record of immortal music.)
Mr. Stylton seems to have admirably summed up the tenets of the new faith and the reasons for his
conversion in a recent article in a Sunday paper. His first witness for the offense is Rachmaninoff, who, on hearing
his "Prelude" jazzed, said he "preferred it that way."
(I should say so, too, dad! Rachmaninoff is about the busiest recitals in the world. That unfortunate effort in
C sharp minor is his cross. He beats it daily. Never a concert but he is wheedled into it to wind up the programme.
No wonder I have heard Phil Phootle of Phootle Alley, Smethwick, Staffs, knock sports of him in it! He plays it with
the enthusiasm of an epicure rounding off the meal with a dessert of sawdust. Can't you imagine him purring at the
new thrill he got on hearing it syncopated and saying in his own tongue, together with other less printable material:
"I'm so fedupski [ashamed and disgusted] with the sloppirotski [my bewhiskered old potboiler] that I prefer the way
you knockitoffski [execute it con bravura] eversonuchovitch [quite a bit].)
Things apparently were unspeakable in the past. To-day we are able-I quote his own words-"to dance to the
best music performed by real musicians. It is quite serious music, dished up in a manner sufficiently piquant to
stimulate the public's jaded appetite. That is all."
(What! Is jazz no more than that? Jym's claims are outrageously modest. With what needless delicacy he
intimates that the great moment produces the right man! We had to wait for jazz before the real musician could be
evolved, and without the real musician how could that ultra-refinement, the art of "dishing-up," have made its
appearance?)
"In the old days," he goes on, "any polka played by a soulless orchestra was enough to set one's pulses
throbbing with excitement.
(Despite Jym's disparagement, father, those soulless old-time orchestras must have been rather remarkable
combinations to induce several pulses in each polker the moment they started poling! Jazz will have to speed up
some to beat that, dad. And with what reticence he hints that the advent of jazz coincided mysteriously with
development of a soul in that backward mammal, the musician!)
"It needs something more, exhilarating than monotonous dance tunes, "Mr. Stylton proceeds, "to encourage
people to dance with their meals, as they do, from the consummeto the sole meunier, then to the poulet roti, and right
through to their coffee."
(That is syncopation's crowning achievement, dad. Speaking for myself, I should certainly need something a
little more exhilarating than a monotonous dance tune to inflame me to the point of footing it with a bobbed
consomme (e) a la flappeure and I don't know that a sole, even a sole meunier in evening dress and a monocle,
would be the ideal male dancing partner, novel as the experience would undeniably be. And as for a turn with a
poulet roti, I imagine it would be rather more piquant to try a step or two with a bird before roasting rather than after.
But i confess to being rather captious, father. What i am waiting for before I can contemplate "dancing with my
meals" is the dishing-up of "For Love my Saviour now is dying," the Hymn of Thanksgiving in the Lydian mode
from the XVth Quartet and the slow movements of the Mozart G minor Quintet and the Choral Symphony. With the
dishing-up of these I shall be happy to join the great majority, -and be gathered, without repining, to my fathers.)
It is one of Mr. Stylton's most emphatic claims that by dishing up the classics, the jazzers are forwarding the
cause of "highbrow music.
Father, do you think, if "Paradise Lost" were potted for a ten minutes turn in a revue with Tom Foy as
Adam. Nellie Wallace as Eve, and George Robey as Satan, that the adaptation would be considered an adequate first
course in the study of Milton and epic poetry? Now that we are harnessing the elements, peopling the poles, and
popularizing the classics, I wonder that cat-fanciers don't try their luck at recruiting domestic pets among the tigers.
According to Blake, it ought to be easy enough to see them. With sixpenn' worth of catsmeat and a seductive voice to
coo "puss, puss," what is there to prevent a bold spirit from cajoling the king of the jungle into making the kitchen
his home, catching mice for a living and rolling over to be tickled? I f we were to put Leonardo's "Virgin of the
Rocks" before one of Madame Tussaud's distorting mirrors after decapitating her and amputating her limbs and we
were then to photograph the image and have a beautiful oleograph made from it, don't you think that would be a
happy method of jazzing Leonardo and introducing busy England to Italian Renaissance art and the national
Gallery?)
Your suggestions are all highly apposite, my son...But "no man," continues Mr. Stylton, "can play
syncopated music really well without feeling it."
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(Obviously, dad, now you come to think of it, with more ordinary music, the less you feel it the better you
play it. I'm amazed that it was left for Jym to formulate, by implication, so self-evident an axiom.)
"In order to feel it," he proceeds, "He must have a thorough appreciation of the fundamental principles of
music-" (such as that all the best jazz is written, with singular unanimity, on staves of exactly five lines, no more and
no less; or that no ordinary ukelele player has more than eight fingers and two thumbs; or that if a syncopating pianist
hits one fistful of notes at the top and another at the bottom simultaneously and his soul craves a note in the middle,
he'll have to punch it with his nose. Yes, the fundamental principles are half-a-lifetime's study for the average
musician and even then the more abstruse ones have a knack of eluding assimilation. But, per contra, the jazzer
inbibes them effortlessly with his mother's Veuve Clicquot.)
To be an expert syncopationist-though the purer form is surely "syncopater"-"one must first master
straightforward music and then go one better" (his italics!)..."Old-fashioned orchestras" were made up of "units, just
cogs in a machine." As the affecting old music hall ballad once went:
Oh, lucky Jym! How I envy hym!and, indeed all his fellowes! How can the rest of us old-timers abstain from looking on with a jaundiced eye, when,
from being just wretched cogs, they have become sentient beings, cogitators, in fact, able to grapple with "the
fundamental principles of music, "down a cocktail, tackle a poulet roti, and propagate their kind! Musicians of the
past-?
(Pah! Cogs!)
Mr. Stylton, too, has ideas on ensemble playing. "I like my men," he says, "to play for their side like good
cricketers." (Against whom, Jym boy? Not the conductor? Surely his orchestra and he are not in the constant state of
feud of that other Lancashire band whose leader hissed, when matters came to an unendurable head at a public
performance: "If yer doan't shurrup we'll foller yer beat!")
But if I quoted further, my boy, we should need a whole volume to hold your comments.
(And well you might! But tell me, father, before we stop; is it true that Jym has vowed that, when his pile
o'ertops Parnassus' peak, he will spend it for the glory of the gods by dedicating a temple to the worship of Apollo
and the Muses? I hear it whispered, too, that he has come to an understanding with the performing Rights Society to
prevent anyone else from playing his prospective syncopated versions of the "St. Matthew" Passion, the "Messiah"
and the Mass in D, each in its entirety, and that in order that these shall be given with due reverence, he is
negotiating with the Dean and Chapter for the hire of St. Paul's Cathedral. And is there any foundation for the report
that there is a movement afoot to eventually canonize Mr. Stylton as one of England's big cheeses, so that we shall
not be accused of lagging behind America in the recognition of the arts?)
As to the first two rumours, I have no positive information to offer, my son, but I do not find them wholly
incredible. What I have heard, however, is that there have already been bitter recriminations in high places over the
question of whose illustrious bones will have to be exhumed from the over-crowded mausoleum of Westminster
Abbey to make way for Mr. Stylton's remains when, full of days- (And beans!) his honoured life shall have run full
circle, and he be ready to go the way of all flesh.
(For heaven's sake, father, don't suggest that we shall ever lose Jym! It is too unfeeling of you to hint that
even a British institution may pass away! But if it must come to that some day-and one has to face the inevitablesince he administers so generously to the mirth of Merrie England, may that black, black day at least be far distant!)
Amen. (The joint authors of this philosophical dialogue prefer to remain anonymous, having no desire to accept the
inevitable "challenge to public debate" that Mr. Stylton would otherwise have hurled at them.)

MAY - THE ETUDE
MORE "HOT AND DIRTY" BREAKS - Some time ago we good-naturedly reprinted an advertisement
from one of the theatrical trade papers, in which some of the jargon of the modern jazz music was introduced. We
confessed that we did not know the meaning of such words as "hot," "Dirt," "gliss," "blue," "break," "weird," and so
on, as applied to music; and we know that in none of the musical dictionaries of the world could these words be
found. They are the patois of the newly rich in the apparently highly lucrative field of dance music.
With the beginning of the jazz era, people with uncontrollable tootsies have created a demand for dance
rhythms the like of which the world has never hitherto known. There was the demoralizing epoch of the waltz, the
polka and the saucy French can-can, which seem like kindergarten processions compared with the modern dance and
all that goes with it. Some are blaming the dance on the intoxicating rhythm of jazz. We shall not attempt to
adjudicate this question. However, it will be interesting to readers of The Etude to know the angle of the jazz
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musician's mind, as he views his own music. A recent work entitled, "Sure System of Improvising for All Lead
Instruments, Especially Adapted to the Saxophone, Clarinet, Violin, Trumpet and Trombone," by Samuel T. Daley,
published at $3.00 is a most illuminating book. It should be of immense value to anyone whose chief concern in life
is how to make "hot breaks," play "dirt" choruses, create ''weird" blasts, "chromatic runs," "blue" notes, and so on
indefinitely. Incidentally, it shows in an unusual manner how a great deal of piquancy and stimulating rhythm, almost
to the point of tremens agitans and outright epilepsy, has been added to modern dance music under the broad caption
of "jazz."
Who has been able to resist the exciting, irritating, intoxicating, nerve-flaying influence of modern jazz? In
fact, the music has been made to act like a million whips upon human emotions. If it does not lash our nervous
systems into new thrills, it does not succeed as jazz. Just how is this done? Mr. Daley tells us that it is done by virtue
of "breaks." The "break" comes at any place in a "chorus" (usually a half cadence or whole cadence) of a popular
song, where the performer may improvise upon the chord employed in harmonizing the measure where the "break" is
introduced. In a thirty-two measure piece, the "break" would come in the seventh and eighth, in the fifteenth and
sixteenth, in the twenty-third and twenty-fourth, and in the thirty-first and thirty-second measures. it might be
introduced in other places as the nature of the chorus permitted. The author of this book provides several hundred
rhythmical forms which the player of the particular instrument can introduce, employing the notes of the chord
needed where the "break" comes. This is known as "hot" playing.
If he introduces certain kinds of chromatically altered notes, instead of playing the straight notes of the
chord, itself, this is called "blues." Under other conditions, these notes are known as "gliss" notes. "Gliss" evidently
indicates a note sliding one half tone up into the principal note.
"Dirt Playing" is the result of embroidering a rhythmical pattern around the harmony of each measure
throughout the entire composition. This "dirt" (sometimes known as "sock") pattern bears little resemblance to the
original theme, except for the fact that it employs the same harmony in each measure.
There are "chromatic" runs and "weird" notes, in which the harmonies are varied. In fact, the author goes so
far as to say "a very weird break is the whole tone scale." At the beginning, he admits that his system differs from the
strict rules of harmony, but explains he is dealing with improvising and not harmony, although harmony plays a great
part. Many of our teachers of harmony will read the book with surprise, but at the same time they will realize that out
of this enormous amount of experimentation (the author says he has provided four thousand "breaks" in the book,
which are only a limited number when the possibilities are considered) there has come a certain kind of spontancity,
akin only to the old Italian "improvisatore," those itinerant Mediterranean minstrels who would improvise both
words and music for any event from a funeral to a wedding, or from a christening to a coronation, for a few pieces of
copper.
After reading this book, we understand the origin of some of the terrible and destructive cacophony that
sometimes comes from a jazz band. On the other hand, it explains how some of the very interesting effects are
achieved through an accidental improvisation upon the part of ingenious wind instrument players, after the manner of
the improvisations of gypsy performers in Hungarian bands.

MAY/JUNE - MODERN MUSIC
COPLAND'S JAZZ CONCERTO IN BOSTON - Assuredly Mr. Koussevitzky manifested courage and the
sincerity of his convictions when he introduced Copland's Piano Concerto to the conservative audiences of the
Boston Symphony concerts early this year. His courage is the result of an admirable perception that contemporary
music, even of a radical type, has a right to figure on programs of an avowedly educational institution. Despite the
preference of his public for pieces of established or even waning repute, Mr. Koussevitzky has continued to present
new music which, in his opinion, was worthy to be made known. In Aaron Copland's case, the performances in 1924
of his Symphony for Organ and Orchestra and in the following season of his Music for the Theatre justified the
acceptance of a new work.
The concerto delighted Mr. Copland's younger listeners. Those of an older generation were aghast at its
audacities and, disregarding the right of the conductor to exercise a free hand in the selection of programs, would
gladly have taken steps to secure immunity from such music in the future. Even professional musicians, too often
vaguely aware of the actual drift of present-day musical thought, seemed to consider this work a unique example of
musical depravity which should be suppressed, if necessary, by the District Attorney. In musical circles the concerto
as a topic of conversation became taboo; the mere mention of it dulled sociability and even threatened to alienate
friends. Yet when this redoubtable piece was performed in New York, Mr. Lawrence Gilman, whose perspicacity,
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sense of proportion and sympathy with innovative tendencies should be a source of pride to America, reviewed the
work with a calm and just appraisal of its merits.
A knowledge of Copland's previous works enables one to diagnose his musical derivation. The pupil of an
extremely distinguished teacher, Mlle, Nadia Boulanger, he seems to have found his normal musical diet in the
works of contemporary composers who have suffered no constitutional inhibition towards radicalism. But this is not
meant as an assertion that he has confined his analysis to the music of today. His technical skill bespeaks a far wider
scope of research. He has been interested in Schoenberg, Stravinsky, Honegger, Hindemith and others, just as the
youth of earlier generations were attracted by Debussy, Strauss, Brahms, and if we go far enough back, Wagner.
Aaron Copland is no phenomenal exception, no pitiable aberration; he is psychologically normal and his music
contains the average percentage of derivation. But the sources of these derivations are largely unknown to the
reactionaries.
Even a brief study of the concerto discloses a sense of formal balance, fertility of resource and economy in
development. The dignified introduction is constructed with a free but logical polyphony. Succeeding episodes for
piano and for orchestra grow naturally out of preceding material. The main allegro, with its subsidiary themes, is
handled with firmness and flexibility. A longish cadenza for piano leads back to a re-statement of the opening mood
and a vigorous close. From the standpoint of construction, there is no denying the thoroughness and the poise of
Copland's workmanship.
To many the stumbling block lies in its uncompromising dissonant idiom. Most of these aspersions arise
from a sweeping ignorance of Copland's models. Had the conservatives assimilated the latter, much light would
thereby have been shed on the young composer's fell purposes. In his zeal to assert a kinship with the radical style,
Mr. Copland may have overdone matters. The dissonance habit demands increased doses as do narcotics. But the
listener is not always in the same predicament. In succeeding works Copland may discover that restraint is more
convincing than over-emphasis; that even in music the "unspoken word" is the more eloquent. On the other hand it is
equally possible that without abating one whit of his harmonic acidity, Copland may convert us to his viewpoint, that
his individuality need not trifle with compromise to attain its expressive end.
A notable feature of this concerto and one which emphasizes its originality consists in the truly alchemic
manner in which Copland has transmuted the dross of jazz into a fantastic and scintillant symphonic style. In this
respect he has far transcended all previous similar essays known to the writer. As a whole, Copland's concerto,
despite any possible reservations, re-affirms his talent and marks an advance over his earlier works. Edward
Burlingame Hill.

JUNE 18 - LITERARY DIGEST
SOLDIER-MAN BLUES FROM SOMEWHERE IN FRANCE - "Black man fights wid de shovel and de
pick-Lordy, turn your face on me!" It is a company of colored American soldiers singing as they load and unload
army trucks behind the battle-front at Toul. They have made-up the song themselves. The first and third lines of each
stanza are sung by a single voice, the second and fourth by all who care to join in. Parts of the song are lost in the
noise of moving feet and the picking up or putting down of heavy objects. Sometimes it is more like an echo:
Black man fights wid de shovel and de pick-Lordy, turn your face on me.
He never gits no rest 'cause he never gits sick-Lordy, turn your face on me.
Jined de army fur to git free clothes-Lordy, turn your face on me;
What we're fightin' 'bout, nobody knows-Lordy, turn your face on me.
Never goin' to ride dat ocean no more-Lordy, turn your face on me;
Goin' to walk right home to my cabin door-Lordy, turn your face on me.
The middle stanza, remarks John J. Niles in his book, "Singing Soldiers" (Scribner), must have been
composed by a philosopher, while the last one voices the general dread of seasickness which prevailed among the
Negro soldiers after their voyage to France. Lieutenant Niles tells of one colored man who deserted at the close of
the war rather than go home on a ship.
"Yes, sar," said the delinquent, "I knows I'se a deserter. I knows dey has a place made special fur me at
Levensworth-but I ain't goin' to ride dat ocean. No, sar! An' if ever dey come atter me in sich numbers as I sees I
must go home, den, by gollies, I'll jus' walk home, if I has to go 'round by way o' New Orleans."
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Another Negro poet, known to fame only as Elmer, suffered from this same variety of blues on his voyage
from Hoboken to France, as he relates in his song of "The Deep Sea Blues":
Everybody in Hoboken town-everybody an' me, hopped upon a warehouse that was swingin' around
An' went to sea.
Oh, all day long I'se a-lookin' for trees, lookin' for sand, lookin' for land,
'Cause I'se got dose awul weepin', sleepin', Got dose awful sailin', wailin',
Got dose awful deepsea blues.
Elmer's blues, we are told, were always of the deep sea, and the sea was something he intended to avoid in
his future life. The death of some colored soldiers at sea had made a profound impression on him, as did also the
importance of the Negro in the winning of the war. Thus he sang:
Soldiers down below layin' cold and dead-everybody 'cept me.
Drop 'em overside loaded down wid lead-while we'se at sea. Oh, all day long, etc.
All dese colored soldiers comin' over to France, all dese soldiers an' me,
Goin' to help de whites make de Kaiser dance, all dese soldiers an' me
Oh, all day long, etc.
These are only two of the many original war-time songs, hitherto unrecorded, which Lieutenant Niles has
gathered into his book, "Singing Soldiers." He was an aviator all up and down the front, and behind it, but amid the
turmoil of his activities he managed, because of his love and technical knowledge of music, to keep a record of the
original songs he heard at the various camps, writing down the music as well as the words. Seven years, off and on,
he spent on his book. It is a living, throbbing section of battle-front psychology-of profanity and nobility, roistering
and religious exaltation, humor and tragedy-all mixed up together as in the World War itself. But the whole is written
around the author's quest for new songs wrung from human hearts behind the battle-lines.
Lieutenant Niles found that the Negro melodies were by far the best, and these-both words and music-fill
the major part of his pages. They came right out of the heart of the composer and his surroundings at the moment.
Thus we are told of a Negro soldier, nicknamed the chicken Butcher, who had used his razor too freely and therefore
had to do time in "Black Jack's Jail-house at Jevres," Black Jack being the name sometimes given to Gen. John J.
Pershing by those who saw the inside of the army lockup. The Chicken Butcher had become chastened by
confinement, so much so that he was curing his waywardness by continually affirming his desire to be good. Hence
his song of many verses such as these:
Oh, jail-house key, don't you ever lock me in.
Oh, jail-house key-Won't never be bad no more.
Oh, lightnin' bug, don't burn yur pants.
Oh, lightnin' bug-won't never be bad no more.
Oh, jail-house blues, how blue you can be.
Oh, jail-house blues-won't never be bad no more.
A colored soldier from Chicago gave Lieutenant Niles two new war-time spirituals, "I don't Want to Go"
and "I'm a Warrior," with music of his own composing. The first stanza of the latter runs:
Oh, I'm a warrior in de army, I'm a warrior for de Lord;
Oh, I'm a warrior, I'm a warrior in the army of de Lord.
A deeper religious philosophy seems to have inspired an orderly named William, when he wrote "The
Gimmie Song':
I know I'se one ob God's chillun, An' he's goin' to gimmie what I needs;
I know I'se one ob de select elect-One ob de chillun God always feeds.
Chorus
Oh, why do you stand in de snow and de rain,
Oh, why do you suffer from sickness and pain?
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'Cause all ob you belongs to Go, An' he's goin' to gib you what you need.
Oh, Moses hit dat desert rock-De good Book up an' tells us soWhile all de breathren stood hard by, wonderin' if de water would really flow.
A flying partner of the author's-a boy from a fine family back in the States, he tells us-met death in a
practice flight by taking the top off a chimney of a house in the quiet Rhone Valley. He tells how the tragedy gave
him another song for his collection:
One evening in the fall of 1918, I suggested a haircut, with lotions, perfumes, tonics, etc.
"Haircut, nothing, Come on, boy, I'll spend the money on some good drinkin'' liquor. Haircuts don't become
aviators, anyway. Why, I'm going to be bounced off in a few days-what's the use in wasting the money on French
barbers!"
And now his mother would soon be in Paris. She would rest there a while and then visit the grave of her
son-if I would help her find it.
Soon now his mother would be in Paris. I would be granted leave. We would visit the grave (If I could find
it). She would shed a few tears, take some pictures. I would recite the tellable details of her son's army life. And she
would return to her home in Ohio. . .
Colored boys made up the burial squad. I might have got away before dark, but I heard part of a song sung
by one of the grave-diggers. I remained and took it down in detail.
Here is a part of the song the colored boys sang as they worked at burying the fallen aviator:
I've got a grave-diggin' feelin' in my heart (twice)
Don't bury dose boys so deep in de ground; Dey has to hear Gabriel's reveille soundI've got a grave-diggin' feelin' in my heart.
When all the saw-toothed bayonets and German helmets have rusted into iron oxid, Lieutenant Niles avers,
we shall still have "Mademoiselle from Armentiers." The Negro boys were chary of singing it, because they had little
to do with its creation, but in white outfits, we are told, one was always sure to find a cook or a barracks jester who
would, with little or no encouragement, sing 367 verses of this epic. Perhaps there were a few more verses than that;
but it was from the 367th Infantry Regiment, known as "The Buffaloes," that the following sample stanzas were
obtained:
Mademoiselle from Armentiers, parlez-vous (twice)
I'se glad I is a Buffalo, 'Cause we is always on do go-Inky dinky, parles-vous.
Mademoiselle etc.
I'd like to git myself a sip O' what you got restin' on your hip-Inky dinky, etc.
Mademoiselle etc.
I wouldn't give my high-brown belle, for every mademoiselle dis side o' hell-Inky dinky, etc.
Mademoiselle etc.
I can't read nor I can't write, but, boy, when i has to, i can fight, Inky dinky, etc.
Lieutenant Niles recalls with enthusiasm one of the army shows concocted to keep the boys from getting too
homesick. It was given in the back rooms of an unused cafe chantant at Lyon, which the Y.M.C.A. had taken over for
the proper housing of just such shows, among other things.
They did the old sentry act-an American private walking post. he carries an old, short-barreled rifle with a
length of rubber hose slipt down over the end. As he walks, this length of hose waves up and down in the rhythm of
his gait. it is supposed to be night. Some one approaches.
"Halt! Who goes there?"
"Troisieme bataillon mitrailleuse-j'ad l'carte d'identite."
"Pass, Frog!"
Another is halted.
"Well, now, I say, my dear fellow, is it really in order for one to tell one's name."
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"Pass, Limey!"
Another attempts to pass.
"Halt! Who goes there?"
"Who the hell wants to know?"
"Pass, Yank!"
But we had applauded this before.
Then, tho we did not know it, the thing we had been waiting for all evening happened -the ghost Act-ten
Negroes, one soloist and nine singing ensemble. They represented the ghosts of boys who had been bounced off in
the war. They were costumed like members of the Ku Klux Klan. The effect was excellent-.....shrouds-blue lightssepulehral ..... The soloist stept forward and confidentially sang one line to the audience:
My mama tole me not to come over hereThen the ensemble joined the singing .
But I did, I did, I did.
The soloist continued:
My mama said they surely would shoot me deadAn' they did, they did, they did.

JUNE - ETUDE
WHAT EFFECT HAS JAZZ UPON PRESENT DAY MUSIC AND COMPOSERS? by Walter Spry.
To put the above question to a teacher of classical music may seem beside the mark; and still such a person
should be a keen observer, for he has under his charge the young people who are the musicians of future generations.
Jazz is a result of exuberant spirits expressed in the popular musical idiom of the day. The present-day American
idiom has been greatly influenced by Negro folk music, and there are three elements that characterize this music. It is
melodious, its rhythm is strongly syncopated, and its harmony very primitive.
Deadly Monotony
The first element above named is not against Jazz when the tune has beauty, s it often has; but the
syncopated rhythm which persists so continuously becomes tiresome to those of us who look for variety in a work of
art. The same may be said of the harmonic structure of present-day Jazz music, for it is for the most part the result of
amateur musicians without learning.
This seems like a condemnation, but it is not so altogether, for being a product of the soil, Jazz, like the
early Folk songs, must be simple and comprehensible to the people.
A Higher Music
But music has a higher mission than simply to make people hilarious. Take, for example the "Immortal Nine
Symphonies" of Beethoven which will be given by the Chicago Symphony Orchestra this season in memory of the
master's centennial. We find all the feelings of man expressed-joy, sorrow, hope, tenderness, strength coupled with
scholarship of the master musician.
I do not expect the large majority of jazz writers to compose music comparable with the great masters of
classical music, and still I feel that there is arising now in our country a younger school of composers which has been
influenced by this very exuberance i have spoken of as found in jazz music. We even have one colored composer
who has written some lovely music that is very typical of his race, and it complies with the canons of the art.
World Music
When we hear an inspired work we recognize it the world over, and I feel sure that as a nation we have
reason to believe that we are doing our share in the output of musical composition to-day. It took the older countries
centuries of development to produce their masters and we can afford to be patient with the striving young composers
of our generation.
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And what I say of composers applies to students. We cannot keep them from going to the movies and
hearing the often insipid effusions of the jazz organist and orchestra. It will not hurt them if, coupled with this, they
pursue the study of standard music with a serious teacher.
On a certain occasion, I was at lunch at the Cliff Dweller's Club and sat at the same table with
Superintendent of Schools McAndrew. in the course of conversation regarding credits..... on music students in high
school. Mr. McAndrews stated that he believed that a way with studied violin, for example, with a reputable teacher,
should have credit for this work in the high school. And he added, "it will be of practical value to a musical talent to
have this study and much more so that if he were forced to study Latin or Algebra." My point in mentioning this is to
emphasize the fact that if more people were of supt. McAndrew's views, serious musical educators would accomplish
much more with their students. We must have the support of the schools and parents also. Then we could promise in
time a musically intelligent nation who will know how to discriminate between good and poor music. Otherwise they
remain as ignorant in music. Otherwise they remain as ignorant in music as was the old colored mammy of presentday theology, when she told the world her idea of heaven: "When I gits dem dazzlin' gospel shoes an' shakes y haid
beneath dat crown o'stars, I's a goin' to raise dis voice lak fine peals o' thunger an' showers o' rain. yaas lawd! An'
won't all be dere to see me, but de world will hear me sing."
But we need not fear, for we already have quite a group of young composers who, first of all, are scholars,
and, added to their learning, they are not ashamed to put in their music a little real fun of the American flavor.

JULY - CHESTERIAN
JAZZING UP THE SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA by Tadeusz Jarecki - The time has come to reinstate that
colorful array of robust sounds banished one by one, from the symphonic orchestras as awkward, uncouth, rustic and
barbarian. For the last two centuries the strings have held supremacy, jealously permitting but a few stray members
of each woodwind and brass family to survive the disrepute into which their timbres have fallen. But fortunately the
highbrow devotion to pseudo-dignity and solemnity of color in orchestration seems to have passed together with
crinolines, corseted nymphs and anemic virgins. To-day musicians are not satisfied with the mere samples of
woodwind material provided, but tend toward a more extensive usage of the virile specimens of oboe, clarinet,
bassoon, trumpet and trombone.
In America, side by side with the mighty symphonic organizations representing and cultivating the
European tradition, the instrumental music of the people has grown up freely and abundantly in the villages and
towns, in the army, the schools, jazz palaces and ballrooms. A tower of Babel, the American mass with its different
languages and cross temperaments has been, by its very nature, unable to create one homogeneous folk-lore and folksong. But its vital energy has found an outlet and created a new movement in an individual interpretation of that
compiled, commercial and made-to-order music known as jazz. It is amazing that the majority who speak of jazz do
not see that the vitality of American popular music does not lie in the concoctions themselves of the Broadway
speculators-for the most part, Germans, Hungarians and Russian and Polish Jews, but reveals itself in that peculiar
skill in the rendering, which American, African, European and Semitic have developed in combination; it is manifest
in the "ivory ticklers," saxophone cooers, trombone howlers, and their triumphant translation into music of the
shuffling feet and glib tongues of the eccentric entertainers. This technique of the popular orchestra has assumed
already the proportion of a tradition, even though it has scarcely yet found its musical notation.
Concomitant with this curious and unexpected development, are the red face and blown checks of the
trumpet player, the Laokoon grimace of the trombonist, the starched and pompous notes shaping angular, zigzag
lines so foreign to the character of the modern phrase, phenomena that may be observed in almost any symphony
orchestra of to-day. In a band of which the writer was for some time the leader and teacher were two school boys
who never in their lives attended a symphony concert. One of them, a trumpet player, was able to reach not only high
C, either forte or pianissimo with perfectly relaxed facial expression, but to go a few tones still higher without
apparent effort or shrillness of sound. Another boy, a cornet player, had a wonderful vibrato, a legato and soft tone
reminding one of the high register of Casals' 'cello. They were by no means exceptions, for cornet players are to be
heard in almost any jazz orchestra, accompanying singers with that soft vibrato, violin mellowness and facile
technique.
Musical puritans might object that the trumpet is a noble instrument destined for fanfares and imposing
utterances, but that is untenable, for an instrument is good for any effect that it can successfully create. The modern
way of playing depends on strongly developed face and mouth muscles rather than the old fashioned pressure of lips
upon the mouthpiece-not to mention the blown cheeks-and by these means will cornet and trumpet players increase
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the high range of their instruments and create new colour nuances. Besides this, there are many new ways of muting,
such as putting the hand in the bell, covering the bell from outside (with a hat) or placing it on the knee. But the most
original innovation is a distinctly comic assortment of throat and tongue tricks which almost equal the scope of
expression in the human voice. There is the sound of gurgling, of hoarseness and so on.
Similarly developed is the technique of the jazz band trombone player. His lips in combination with his
right hand can produce a palpitating vibrato and even quite fast smooth runs as well as portamenti, growls and wails
and the glissandi characteristic of his instrument. There is no reason why a trombonist should not play scales with
agility just as a good pianist can achieve light and rapid octaves. In both cases the accomplishment depends upon the
wrist. And as for carrying the melody, there is real magnificence in a melodic line reinforced by the trombone in
unison with the euphonium and tenor saxophone in band marches. But a symphony orchestra trombone rarely has a
fast line, let alone runs which are quite taboo.
The brass group in the orchestra should be augmented in proportion to its technical capacity and
importance. Rimsky-Korsakoff tried to create a self-sufficient group of trumpets by adding the bass trumpet. To-day,
considering the size of our concert halls it would be well to use one or two Eb or D trumpets, two in C and two
cornets in Bb because of their facility and brilliance and their soft tone, and one bass trumpet (an octave lower). Of
the trombone family, one alto, two tenors, one bass and one contra bass will be a formidable group complete in itself,
especially if we add to it a slide trumpet and one contrabass tubas in C. Used in their full technical capacity the
above mentioned groups present an unexploited and colorful material surpassing any other instrumental family in
range of expression, dynamics and purity of sound.
There is no doubt that the American jazz player has made a decided contribution to the instrumental
technique of to-day; Although there is not much to be gained in introducing saxophones into the symphony orchestra,
the technique of the saxophone player will not be without an influence upon the clarinet family, that will finally
extend to other reeds. In fact those instruments cry for a certain spirit of irreverence that would result in the
limbering up or "jazzing up" of their flexibility. The oboe is rather unwieldy and even elephantine when it comes to
rapid passages, with shakes and runs quite out of the question. In slow movement some of the reeds become rather
inexpressive and monotonous which might not be true if the player possessed an ability such as the violin virtuoso
has to sing and warble on a string. There is no theoretical reason for accepting the idea that a gut string should be a
more expressive medium than a piece of wood. The difference lies in the technique of the player and in his
conception. Of course the matter of impossible shakes reverts to the more automatic action of inserting the extra keys
to facilitate such passages, a thing that is done with present day clarinets and oboes. But the question of plastic tone,
glissando effects, poignant expression is still to be solved and accomplished by the future generation of musicians.
It is obviously up to the brasses and reeds to give us new surprises and developments. One cannot expect so
much from the string family, developed up to the peak of its possibilities through the efforts of the most brilliant
virtuosi and greatest of musicians. Nor can one expect them from the flute, for like the violin, the flute has long been
one of the most capable instruments. But the neglected reeds and lately perfected brasses should continue to
command attention until they attain their finished forms.
The woodwind section of to-day's orchestra presents an uncongenial conglomeration of colours, tone
volumes and shifting dynamics which often defy the composer's co-ordination instinct. It is not only for the sake of
expansion, but for the purpose of obtaining greater balance that brilliant orchestrators like Szymanowski, Strawinsky
and Prokofieff have introduced extra woodwind, giving at the same time more independence to each individual
family of timbres. The modern scores contain usually from five to eight part writing, so in order to feature each
woodwind colour as those of the strings and brasses are featured, the modern orchestra would have to augment its
flute family to say two piccolos, two flutes in C and two alto-flutes in G. To complete this family without infringing
upon other timbres, there should be still a new instrument-a bass-flute which would sound in C or G an octave lower.
The oboe group could include by twos or threes besides the known species of oboe, the oboe d'amour, English horns,
the hardly known baritone oboe (an octave lower) and the contrabass oboe (two octaves lower) which would
emancipate this group from the compromise now existing with the bassoons. employing the mutes then, one receives
still other shades of colouring which, considering the number of these instruments used, can be quite expressive.
The clarinet has been more fortunate than the oboe, as almost all species of this family are already in use.
The Eb, Bb and A, the bass-clarinet and the contra bass give an enormous compass of sound and the weak medium
notes of the Bb and A clarinet have rich synonyms in the small clarinet's low notes and the bass clarinet's high tones.
As for the bassoon, more appropriately called by the Germans Fagot, the question is the same as with the
flute family. This agile group needs to be extended in the high register, as do the flutes in the low, by the addition of
one or two smaller members. The most satisfactory plan would be to have two entirely new types of fagot, one alto,
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another soprano, which would enlarge the present range by two octaves, thus carrying up that watery 'natur-ton" to
the region of the flute.
The strings of the full orchestra offer a problem because of the number of players necessary to contribute a
solid volume. Even at best their pizzicato is easily overwhelmed by the forte of other instruments, and the results of
the most vigorous sawing are simply annihilated by the fortissimo of the brasses. Many examples of this can be
found in the literature of the past. For instance in the overture "Vltava" by Smetana, the splendid figurative work of
the quartet simply cannot be heard because of the brasses. Nor can one lay the blame altogether upon the deaf
composer who in his inner musical consciousness sensed an ideal string tone free from dynamic limitations. By
increasing the number of instruments, the "static" that comes from bowing would also be augmented, so it seems that
the only solution practicable, which would dispose of the idea of crowding more players on the concert stage, would
be to apply to the strings some new device of doubling their resonance. This is not so fantastic as it at first might
seem, when we consider the improved loud speaker mechanism, the radio and phonograph microphones of to-day.
Such a drastic reform would allow us to limit this section to 12, 10, 8, 6, and 4 instruments, making possible at the
same time the re-organization of other groups on a greater scale than that now existing. Otherwise, taking the best
orchestras for example, the equilibrium of sound is not satisfactory unless the strings number 24, 20, 16, 12, and 10,
but there is no justifiable reason for so great a number of double basses in the modern orchestra in case each group
possesses its own basses. The grouping employed by the writer is not only in relation to the sonority of different
strings but is arranged with the intention of allowing the composer to subdivide into permanent 'divisi" groups which
now are used only occasionally. Thus the scribe would divide the 24, 20 ,16, 12 and 8 into two groups, copying for
each group 6-6, 5-5, 3-3, and 2-2, counting one part for each two players. Instead of writing then for quintet, the
composer would have the normal facility of writing for ten, or by sub-division even twenty voices.
The most anachronic element of the modern orchestra is the percussion. Here the jazz bands have a great
advantage in candidly using anything that might give an illusion of life. But the classic orchestra has dealt with
theory and as a result has been burdened with instruments of doubtful value from the standpoint of both music and
imagination. The kettle drums, aspiring to a fixed pitch, in reality have a strange talent for blurring and depreciating
any musical timbre. There is something tinny and extremely vulgar in those rumblings masquerading as music but
having neither the strength nor the individuality of a real bass drum or of a snare drum. The kettle drums are at their
best when following a rhythmical or a melodic design, although the latter is scarcely possible, being against the
nature of the instrument. A striking use of them occurs in the scherzo of Beethoven's Ninth where a sequence of
exclamatory octaves is imitated by solo drums. But their occasional entrances provide very poor "thunder" which as
a matter of fact bars greater resemblance to the throaty noises of a scared sheep because of their peculiar tessitura.
They would be more interesting instruments if they had a permanent chromatic range of one octave, but that is too
much to expect, and even then, the results would be of little more importance than the claquebois. The rankly
thunderous utterances of the bass drum do not caricature, but support the relative colors in the orchestra. Some
composers are already using a bass drum of large dimensions that lies horizontally and is treated exactly like a kettle
drum, being struck with two sponge heads or drum sticks. It would be better to supplement this with a second bass
drum struck upright with one sponge mallet only and exempt from rolls. The same differentiation should be observed
with regard to the clashing and striking of the cymbals. These two effects are distinctly different and should be
executed by two performers, allowing a simultaneous use of both. The horizontal cymbal should be Chinese, capable
of the long sustained vibration especially expressive in pianissimo, and sensitive to any means of execution, sponge
heads, drum sticks or the metal stick of the triangle. A perfect example of the trill on a horizontal cymbal is found in
Prokofieff's "Scythian Suite."
The Chinese have specialized in noise and one realizes what hybrid and trivial instruments of percussion we
have when listening to a small Chinese drum with its soft, mysterious resonance rising to a forte like the howling of a
pack of dogs, and again to a pair of cymbals which when struck produce an actual crescendo of vibration. The only
Chinese instrument the orchestra possesses-the gong (tam-tam) argues well for the congeniality of this sort of
percussion to our music and its adaptability to our needs.
What we want, in short, is more vibrant percussion, a refinement of noise which would be as interesting as
our new color combinations in tone.
The percussion that has a musical foundation will help to bring out the enchanted archaic mysteries of the
harp. Here is an instrument which besides its colour has a deep rhythmical significance. As in the dance orchestra,
the banjos with piano stir the emotions by means of their incessant accents, so in the great orchestra, the quick
successions of plucked sounds in arpeggio or glissando, evoke the very pulse itself of music. Even one harp could be
of vastly increased effect in the modern orchestra if assisted by more subtle, significant and appropriate instruments
of percussion, for stronger even is the power and persistence of rhythm than that of dynamics. There are loud noises
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that amuse or irritate, but there are whispers that chill the human heart. Our percussion should be carefully studied in
relation to its psychological effect upon human nature and with regard to the associations different noises have for
us. Although a horse may maintain perfect composure before the crack of a whip, a part and parcel of a horse trader's
guile for generations is the fact that the animal will fall into frenzy at the sound of a Derby hat played upon the head
in imitation of the hollow noise of galloping hoofs far away.
From all the musicians of the past and present there was one genius who not only understood the
psychology of sound, but who refused to accept the limitations imposed upon the orchestra by material
considerations and who imagined gigantic sound combinations involving hundreds of players and hug choral bodies.
It is the spirit of Berlioz that is needed to-day to bring about the revitalization of that antiquated instrument,
the symphony orchestra of today, and to make it expressive of life and of humanity as jazz is expressive of the
American vivacity and caprice.

JULY/DECEMBER, VOL III, #2 - THE GOLD COAST REVIEW
MUSIC IN THE GOLD COAST by W. E. Ward, Achimota College - In the last few years European artists
have been coming more and more to realize the value of African art. More and more attention is being devoted to a
discussion of the origins and the meaning and the aesthetic worth of Africa sculpture, as seen in the Benin sculpture
and in the Ashanti stools; painting and decorative colour work, as in cloth designs and mural decorations; and metal
work, of which the Ashanti gold weights are the most famous examples. All these arts are being brought to the notice
of a hitherto skeptical Europe. But the art which is more than all others characteristically African, which is forced
upon the notice of the European as soon as he leaves the steamer and before he sets foot on African soil, and which,
unlike the art of the goldsmith and the weaver, is universally popular and universally practiced, is by European
writers completely ignored. Even Captain Rattray has written a large book under the title of "Religion and Art in
Ashanti" in which music is not considered.
It is true that music is an elusive art to study. Unless one can take gramophone records of it, one's
opportunities for hearing it at leisure are very limited; and at the same time, African music though obviously different
from European and noticeably "weird" in character, is not so much different that the cause of its "weirdness" can be
readily identified. The ideas I put forward in this essay are very tentative. I have far too scanty a store of material to
be able to generalise with any confidence, and the material that I have collected is not easy to interpret. I have
studied the native music for two years, working among the students at the training college, except for a Few weeks at
Amadzofe in British Togoland, during which I was able to do some field work. I think that in spite of their mission
education the training college students are a safe field, they keep up their interest in their native music, and some of
them are good drummers and dancers. And their general musical education has not yet started them on theorizing and
refining on their songs. Altogether I have collected some eighty tunes and fragments, but only about fifteen are
complete with words and percussion parts; the rest consist so far of the bare melody, though I hope in time to
complete them.
For the purposes of this essay I shall divide the subject into the following heads:- (1) the scale, (2) form,
(these together about cover the subject of melody) (3) rhythm. it is an unnatural division, and it will be difficult to
maintain it throughout, but I will try to keep the main outline clear.
For an ear accustomed to the twelve semitones into which the octave of European music is divided it is
difficult to measure the intervals of the African scale. Mr. Balanta Taylor, himself an African, maintains that the
scale in African music is composed of a series of sixteen intervals to the octave. (I quote from memory of a
conversation with him; he has not yet reduced his views to writing.) This would make it intermediate in type between
the European "pure scale" of nineteen intervals to the octave and the equally tempered diatonic scale. In such a scale
the intervals would be finely distinguished from the ordinary semitone. I doubt whether a European ear could
measure the distinction accurately enough to judge this hypothesis. Certainly the intervals in African singing are very
often far from pure semitones, though very often they are as far as I can tell actual and accurate semitones. But that
in itself is not enough to prove Mr. Balanta Taylor's theory. Impure notes and inaccurate intervals are by no means
uncommon in European singing, and to explain them we have a much more cynical supposition than that of a sixteen
degree scale.
Without further evidence I am not prepared to accept the theory of a peculiarly African scale. I think that
African music is perfectly intelligible on a diatonic basis. If an interval of one-sixteenth of an octave were an integral
part of the scale I should expect to find it a conspicuous feature in the melodic structure. And though it may exist in
the melodic structure it is as far as I can tell certainly not conspicuous. The 'weird' intervals are most noticeable at
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the beginning and end of the tune or of a phrase. Now it is at these places that the African instead of endeavoring to
end or to begin his phrase on a pure note, as any European singer would, allows himself to slide on to the note or
down from it. It seems to be left to the individual to decide the range of the slide, and whether to approach the note
from above or below. A final note is always quitted in a downward slide. This practice is noticeable in the Negro
spirituals when sung by a Negro. Africans admit that these slides or portamentos exist, and sometimes they are of a
very considerable depth or range. Fig 1 shows a striking examples of one of these portamentos, it is taken from an
Adangme fetish song. It is of course quite possible that another performer would not have made such a deep slide.
Now I think that these portamentos are quite conspicuous enough, and characteristic enough of
Figure I

African music, to account for the un-European intervals. In other words, I see no reason to suppose the
existence of an 'African' scale, but rather I think that African melodies are essentially diatonic in structure, modified
by a liberal, and unregulated, use of portamento. Nor have I met any other than diatonic harmony. There is
sometimes a suggestion of what we are coming of late years to know as bi-planal harmony; it appears in the form of a
more or less free recitative solo over a chorused refrain in a different key. But in such a case both the solo tune and
the harmony of the chorus are mainly diatonic, though the interval between the two keys need not be an exact
number of semitones. And in any case, we know how difficult it is for unaccompanied singers to keep up to their
original pitch; while the discrepancies in question are never too large to be accounted for on the supposition of
human fallibility. I do not wish to be too skeptical about the existence of this African scale. I admit that to assume
inaccuracy in the rendering is an easy and a dangerous way out of the difficulty. Even if it is distinct from the
diatonic scale of Europe, the African scale is so very close to it that African tunes are bound to sound almost
perfectly diatonic, and you can explain any discrepancy by assuming that the singing is out of tune. At the same time,
the existence of this distinct scale is a theory to which we are asked to assent, and we must sift the evidence very
carefully. In my opinion the evidence so far is inconclusive. If the African sixteen degree scale existed and were
universally used for African music I should expect to find all the intervals forming a melody untrue by European
standards, and the harmonies also tantalizingly near to being satisfying to a European ear, but always keeping their
piquant aloofness. I do not find it so. The great majority of the intervals of the melodies are solidly diatonic, and
those that at first hearing sound strange all have a diatonic basis, their strangeness being due to the portamento or
series of grace-notes with which they are introduced; the harmonies are all completely diatonic, and can be rendered
on a piano.
I think that the degree of accuracy with which African music can be played on a piano is a fair test of the
scale used. Bearing in mind that even in European music the piano, by reason of its equal temperament, is not an
accurate accompaniment for a voice or for a violin, I think that African music proclaims itself as fundamentally
diatonic. All African tunes that I have met are invariably recognized when played on the piano, and very many of
them are declared to be quite accurate. Fanti students have told me that Awuna tunes fit the piano exactly, though
their own do not, and some at least of the Awuna students accept this statement. I have discussed the point with many
keen and very musical Awuna students, and I have never met one that maintained that his national music was
incapable of being played on the piano. Many have hesitated over the difficulty of the initial notes, but have agreed
on consideration that my theory of the portanmento will explain them, (and in the discussion of African music my
suggestions have very little intrinsic authority with them.) Even Fanti tunes seem to me to fit the piano as well as
unaccompanied singing can be expected to. In short, I think that by this test African music appears to be as
completely diatonic as European music was before the publication of the "Wohltemperirtes Klavier", and if it sounds
weird to our equally-tempered piano-dulled ears, it sounds no more weird than would Byrd or Purcell if played on
the instruments for which they wrote.
Most songs consist of a long declamatory recitative for a solo voice, followed by a shorter and much more
tuneful chorus. The chorus is always marked by a heavily accented rhythm. This part of the song is seldom varied to
any great extent, whereas the solo part is subject to very great changes, apparently at the discretion of the performer;
in fact, so great is the difference between the two parts of the song that the chorus is often given as the complete
song, the solo part being apparently considered as a mere patter accompaniment. The structure of these chorus-tunes
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often shows the same two-fold balance of phrase that is noticeable in European music. Sometimes they are very
short, consisting of only two phrases of two or four beats each; sometimes they are much longer and altogether more
elaborate in their structure. Fig. 2 is the chorus of an Adangme fetish song, belonging to the ritual of the na fetish
(the nai of Accra). In this as in the other examples I have not barred the tunes; even where the chorus consists of a
regularly accented tune I have preferred to mark the accents as they occur. The basis of African rhythm seems to be
so completely different from that of European rhythm that the European system of bar-lines is foreign to African
music.
Figure 2

This chorus, like many others, can be sung not only as a refrain to the solo part but also separately. it often
happens that the chorus is the only part of a song that is commonly known, though there is of course nothing in this
peculiar to Africa. Fig. 3 gives a longer examples of this duple phrase structure; it is a tune that was sung to me by
the fia of amadzofe, and so it presumably Avatime, though I have not learned the words.
Figure 3

In all these songs the actual notes of the melody are comparatively unimportant, provided the rhythm and
the general outlines of the phrase are preserved; in fact, the melody can often be very considerably varied at the taste
of the singer. The same license is allowed even to the drummer and the gong-player, on whom the whole rhythm and
the time (if this word is allowable in dealing with African music) of the song depend; provided they keep to the main
structure of the rhythmical phrase they are at liberty to introduce at their discretion all sorts of variations and
embroideries. It is even expected of a good drummer that he shall do so; the drummer that can only play the
regulation beat for any particular song may be adequate for dancing purposes, but is only at the beginning of his
profession. There is a certain resemblance here between modern African music and European music of the
seventeenth and eighteenth centuries; it was only gradually that under Bach and his successors the freedom of the
clavecinist to insert his own grace-notes was cut down, and grace-notes were systematized, and the cadenza which is
the homage allowed by the composer to the virtuoso violinist is hardly yet extinct. Fig. 4 shows some of the
commoner variations of the tune "Ya Amponsa" , the best known tune in the Gold Coast; originally Fanti, it has
spread all over the country, being translated into various languages in the process. The time values of the notes are as
I took down the song from several hearings in different parts of the country, but I have reason to think that this is an
unduly simplified form, and later on I shall give an alternative form. Probably my ear is not keen enough to detect
the fine shades in note values; but it may be that in spreading the tune is becoming vulgarized, and that the form
shown in Fig. 4 is a form that is gaining ground.
Figure 4
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It seems that there are very few tunes in which the music is regarded as anything but a vehicle for the words.
In a land where wordless instrumental music is almost unknown we could not expect it to be otherwise. The poet and
the composer are one and the same, and indeed it looks as though wit and vigour in writing the words is more highly
prized than skill in setting them to music. The result of this point of view is that nearly all the songs are cast in the
form of musical refrains set in stretches of more or less musically recited patter, rather like the arrangement of the
hymns and sequences in the mediaeval Church service. It might be an interesting speculation whether the evolution
of this African patter verse is likely to follow the course of the evolution of the mediaeval sequence, becoming more
and more definitely musical and laying more and more emphasis on its music at the expense of the words. The
sequence gave birth to the anthem and the chant; is any such distinctively musical form of art likely to arise out of the
African patter verse? Many songs make no pretense at music anywhere but in the chorus; at the same time the verse,
or at least the general sense of it, is an indispensable part of the song.
The form of these tuneful choruses varies a good deal. The germs of both binary and ternary forms are
found though binary form is much commoner. Most of them are so short, consisting of only two or four phrases, that
the form is only rudimentary. Generally speaking, the shorter melodies are in binary form, while the few instances of
ternary are all among the longer examples. The binary form is often modified and rendered strange to European ears
by the ending of the second half with an imperfect cadence. Sometimes not only is this the case, but the second half
of the tune is shorter than the first, or more different in its construction than is customary in European binary form.
Figure 5

Fig. 5 is an example of the short simple chorus tune in plain binary form. This like many others, is so short
that if it were a European tune we should not dignify it with the attribute of binary form at all, but all but a few of the
African tunes I have met are in this condition, and the art is advancing, so that in order to classify tendencies towards
future developments. I have preferred to use the European nomenclature, even at the risk of being previous. There is
an African belief that the naming of a child after some hero will endue it with a portion of that hero's greatness. The
belief is not without comfort in this case.
Figure 6
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Fig. 6 is another simple example of strict binary form. Fig. 7 is an example of somewhat crude and illdeveloped ternary form. It is interesting as suggesting a binary tune in process of evolving into ternary. As far as D
the piece is in plain binary form, and by the standard of other African tunes like Figs. 5 and 6 might be complete. At
D however the section C D, the second section of the second phrase, is repeated so as to form a small development
section, and at E the whole of the first phrase is repeated. The little refinement by which the last note of the section C
D, is changed so as to bridge the transition to the tonic, and the echo in the coda after G of the triplet figure used, are
welcome signs that the simplicity of the music is not quite artless. Fig. 8 shows a short tune in imperfect binary form.
Figure 7

At the same time it is not always easy to determine whether these elaborated tunes are predominantly binary
or ternary in character.

Figure 8

The first section of the second phrase is often so altered from that of the first that it sounds almost like an
episode of new matter, and the appearance of the second section in almost its original form has the effect of a
recapitulation, making the form almost ternary. But in these cases, the composer probably conceives the tune as
binary. Fig. 9 is an example of one of these intermediate forms. And lastly, there are many tunes whose form is quite
unlike any of our European models.
One of these is given in Fig. 10, a tune with an exquisitely beautiful closing cadence.
Figure 9
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Figure 10

In songs consisting of a solo verse and a chorused refrain, the refrain is always regularly accented in the
European manner, while the verse seems to have no accent at all, and is usually composed of notes of equal length.
One of these is given in Fig. 11
Figure 11

There is a good deal of uncertainty about the system by which the words of African songs are arranged to fit
the music. It is commonly supposed that whereas the vernacular hymns written by European missionaries are for the
most part unintelligible to the uninitiated, and therefore useless as a means of Christian propaganda, because of tones
of the syllables do not fit the rise and fall of the tune, native songs on the other hand are carefully (or rather,
instinctively) arranged so that the tune rises on a high tone and falls on a low tone. I have not yet sufficient evidence
to form an opinion on the frequency of this arrangement, but I think it is certain that it is not invariable. In at least
two well-known Fanti songs there are clear cases in which the tune goes against the tones of the words. I have given
these two songs in Figs. 12 and 13. The two lines below the words represent the high and low tones, on the principle
of staff notation, so that they relation between the tones and the melody can be easily seen. I have made tentative
inquires whether these songs would be understood by a native that had never heard them before. They are both very
well-known, and I think that the students I asked had some difficulty in imagining such a recluse, but after some
hesitation they said fairly confidently that the songs would be understood. But they immediately went on to modify
that opinion by saying that the hearer would have to think of the words and not pay much attention to the music.
Normally of course incorrect tones do not render words unintelligible, except to a stupid man; an ordinarily
intelligent hearer can always understand, except in the fairly small number of cases in which difference of tone does
involve difference of meaning. For this reason I then asked (a) if words of this kind, such as obofo and obofo, or
afuw, and afuw, were ever
Figure 12
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Figure 13

placed in such a position that the melody of the song obscured the meaning, or suggested the wrong one; and (b) if in
this case, they would be understood by means of the context or missed by reason of the melody. To the first question
the students said that they could not recall a case, though as far as they could see there was no reason why it should
not occur. To the second they were quite decided in holding that all events it was not necessary for the tune to fit the
tones in every case, and that in rendering a song where the tune did fit the tones, a player would be quite in order in
varying the tune so as to break this agreement.
Until I can collect more evidence the question must rest there; but at least we can no longer believe in the
invariable agreement of tones and melody. Even so of course nothing is more likely that there is some more subtle
principle of co-ordination between words and music, and that the vernacular hymns are really unintelligible, not
because their tunes do not agree with the tones of the words, but because they violate some deeper rule. It is possible
even that accent may be gaining ground as the guiding principle. The fact that a light tone can be set to a heavily
accented beat and a heavy tone with an unaccented or lightly accented beat, and that the inconsistency is not felt as
painful, must mean either that the words of the songs do not matter as much as the music (which we know to be not
the case) or that accent is a possible alternative to tone as the regulating device of prosody, as far as its relations with
music are concerned. But as accent is probably originally a musical idea, with special use in the dance, and tone is
purely linguistic, the explanation may be simply that the idea of accompanying a dance-tune with words may be a
very recent one, and that the two contradictory principles are still in open conflict, neither having yet begun to yield
to the other. Each remains supreme on its own ground. There is no sign that accent has yet begun to replace tone in
ordinary speech, and most of the introductory solos in African music are not meant to be danced to, and are not
accented.
Harmony
If music is capable of being considered under the heads of melody, harmony, and rhythm, it is in the
department of harmony that African music is most inferior to European. African music is probably as melodious as
any folk music in Europe. It is difficult to judge impartially because its melodies are so different from ours; but it
cannot be denied that melody is there in abundance. In rhythm African music is far ahead of us; we make childish
efforts to copy it at second hand from America, and find our results unpleasing; but if the musical writers of Europe
who habitually use the phrase "Negroid cacophonies" to describe jazz were to listen to genuine African music they
would follow the example of the sculptors and sit down to learn from it. But African harmony is very rudimentary
compared with that of Europe. It is curious that it should be so, for Africans are wonderful good at extemporizing an
inner part, and fall like the Celts into harmony whenever they sing at all.
It is true that I have heard Africans assert that eight-part harmony is common, and sixteen-part harmony by
no means rare. But though they have accepted my challenge to produce these works, they have never shown me more
than five-part harmony, and that of the broadest diatonic type. The general texture is of two, three, or four parts, and
a fifth is often introduced to mark a cadence. I admit that this is better than the general level of musical intelligence
in Saxon England; but it is a condition out of which European music began to advance in the seventeenth century.
Moreover, I am not sure how much of this spontaneous harmony is natural and how much induced by contact with
European music through the Basel missionaries and others. The stolid tonic and dominant chords are very suggestive
of the harmonies of the average uninspired German composer, and give the whole song an ominous general
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resemblance to a German chorale. Moreover many of the most richly harmonized pieces are hymns and similar
ecclesiastical music, which from its associations I am disinclined to accept as genuinely native. If the sixteen-part
harmony really existed it would I think be almost conclusive evidence that the African scale was divided into smaller
intervals than the European semitone; for within the compass of the human voice eight or ten notes is about the
maximum number that can be combined into a chord. The larger the number of parts the greater becomes the
contrapuntal difficulty, and vocal music in Europe is hardly ever written in more than eight parts. Increased richness
of harmony is obtained not by increasing the number of notes sounded at once, but by arranging them in new piquant
combinations; and Scriabine could write a richer chord with three notes than Barnby with fifteen. Then if eight and
sixteen-part harmony is common in African music it must be because the African ear recognizes smaller intervals
than the European ear does, and so can find room for more notes in a given compass than the European ear can
admit. But so far I have not been able to meet any instances of this, and on other grounds I do not think that the
African scale can stand sixteen-part harmony.
Nevertheless African music has taken the first steps towards evolving a harmony as rich as that of European
music. Genuine African harmony as far as I have heard it consists of thirds, fourths, fifths, and sixths, with of course
the octave. The commonest harmonic structure is a string of consecutive thirds; in fact, I do not remember hearing
any intervals except thirds used consecutively Fourths and fifths seem never to be consecutive, and fifths are rare
altogether. Two-part harmony is far the commonest, and a third part is sometimes added; four and five-part harmony
is much less common. Fig. 14 show a example of three-part harmony.
Figure 14

With such a comparatively small choice of chords the laws governing African harmony cannot be
numerous. At the same time, although they are instinctive and not objective, they need investigation, and I have too
little evidence yet to form any opinion on them.
Rhythm
If European music is specially marked by the rich variety of its forms and the splendour of its harmonies,
African music is similarly marked by the fascination of its rhythms. The rhythm of an ordinary African song is as
much better than that of any European music as its form is ruder than that of a Bach fugue or a Beethoven symphony.
African rhythm is so complicated that it is exceedingly difficult for a European to analyze it. We can feel that the
rhythm is there, and we can feel the amazing power of it; but it is sometimes almost impossible to detect the plan and
the secret of its magic. I have spent three hours trying to get into my head and my fingers the rhythm of a little street
song, even when I have already managed to get it sung slowly over and over and have actually reduced it to writing.
Broadly speaking, the difference between African and European rhythms its that whereas any piece of European
music has at any one moment one rhythm in command, a piece of African music has always two or three, sometimes
as many as four. The difference is just like the difference between a single voice and four voices in harmony. From
this point of view European music is childishly simple, and the possibilities of the African practice of combining
rhythms are endless.
Like all generalizations, the statement that European music has only one rhythm in force at a time needs to
be modified if it is to be quite accurate. Some later composers have indulged more often in the practice of running a
duple and a triple rhythm together, which is quite common in Mozart and Beethoven. With Brahms especially, the
habit became almost a mannerism. But even in Brahms this device is only used for special effect. For by far the
greatest part of the time his music, like that of other composers, is under the despotism of one undivided rhythm,
dependent for its general nature on the character of the time employed. (I am using the word rhythm somewhat
loosely to include what should perhaps strictly be called a time figure or time-pattern.) The regular 4:4 or 3:4 or 6:8
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beat is so dominating that there is little room for great variety of rhythm. Little can be done except dividing the beats,
and it is not customary to divide the beat in duple time in any but duple fashion, unless as Brahms did for some
special effect. If a series of five or six or seven or more notes is used in ordinary duple or triple time the composer is
careful to arrange them and synchronize them with the rhythm of the dominating beat, so that the simplicity of the
time shall not be obscured. The idea of several independent rhythms running together and giving one coinciding beat
at regular intervals is unknown to European music. Yet European music has been for the last few years in contact
with this practice in jazz. Classically or academically minded composers, even the leaders of the more modern
schools, despise and abuse jazz. A great deal of their abuse is justified. The melodies of jazz are usually threadbare,
its harmonies are crude and weak, even its boasted orchestration is often monotonous, and the demands of the ballroom place it under a heavy handicap in respect to form and rhythm. Yet in spite of all these defects and of the scorn
of musicians, jazz retains its popularity. And this is due solely to its rhythmic appeal; to the device, taken from West
Africa to the Southern cotton fields, and thence to Tin-Pan Alley, of superposing on the heavy regular dance beat a
multitude of shifting changing shimmering subsidiary rhythms, held in position and in subjection by the bar-lines.
Without these cross-rhythms the charm of jazz vanishes; however steady and obvious its time, and however daringly
syncopated its melody, no fox-trot without them would retain its appeal. This is why jazz is at once so popular with
the non-musical public and so unpopular with musicians. Jazz composers have at their disposal a new and perfectly
legitimate musical device, but they are all, even those of them who like Zez Confrey are trying to reconcile their style
of music with that of classical music, so absorbed with their cross-rhythms that they neglect other parts of
musicianship, and whereas the general public loves them for their 'fascinating rhythm', musicians as a class have not
a good word to say for them or their craft.
Musicians then do not like jazz, and they speak in scorn of its African origin. But the jazz that has spread
from America over the whole area of European civilization is a false and feeble imitation of the mixture of African
and European music that developed among the American Negroes. It is a long way from its source in Africa. In other
words, it is as absurd to talk about 'Negroid cacophonies' on the evidence of American jazz as it would be to talk
about European cacophonies on the evidence of the hymn-singing in a bush mission station.
The cross-rhythms that are the most noticeable feature of jazz are the strongest characteristic of African
musical rhythm. Almost all African music is intended to be accompanied by some percussion, if only by hand-clap;
and usually there are at least two percussion parts, giving with the melody three possible rhythms. There is in theory
no limit to the possible number of rhythms that may be carried on simultaneously, though I have never heard more
than five simultaneous rhythms, the melody and four percussion parts. Where there are several voice parts they seem
to keep more or less to the same rhythm, as far as my experience goes, though I see no reason why they should, and I
should not be at all surprised to find an example to the contrary.
Such a combination of diverse rhythms would lead to sheer bewilderment and confusion, were it not for one
fact which again suggest American jazz. One of the rhythms of a song, played on the biggest drum if several drums
are used, is always a regular 1, 2, 3, 4 beat, with very little variation. The only variations that I have come across are
the splitting of one beat in each bar (i.e., out of every four) into two, or the omission of one beat and the substitution
of one beat's rest. These variations can be applied to any beat in the bar, but must not be changed capriciously from
one bar to the next. That is to say, if the third beat in a bar is being changed into two half beats, that arrangement
must be continued for at least six or eight bars to establish the regularity. Then the third beat may be restored and
another beat split in its stead if desired, but the change must hold effect for another six or eight bars. But for this rule
it would of course be perfectly possible to change the incidence of the rest or of the split beat so often that the value
of this fundamental rhythm as a means of holding the piece together would be completely lost. This deep booming
regular beat is the fundamental beat of the piece, and sets the time for all the other rhythms and instruments. The
other rhythms may have no possible similarity to it and no connection whatever, but on the first beat of the big drum
all must coincide. It would thus be possible to conduct any African piece with a plain up-and-down beat marking the
first beat of the bar. Fig. 15 is an interesting example showing various characteristics of African rhythm. It is a song,
originally from Twi country, which I saw performed at the village of Dzogbeweme in British Togoland; the whole of
the village was en fete for the three days, and the neighbouring villages all flocked to look on while a band of picked
dancers performed in the market-place. The orchestra consisted of flutes and stringed instruments, with big drums,
small drums, and extra percussion supplied by hand-clap and pairs of sticks (these last two kept together.) The
melody was sung by the crowd and accompanied with two lower parts. I could not distinguish the words, nor could I
find out the precise significance of the occasion; though as the dances were intended to represent various occupations
of daily life, such as weaving, pottery, hunting, gathering cotton, etc, it seems to have been a sort of dedication
festival to sanctify the life of the tribe.
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Figure 15

In this example I have marked with dotted lines the bars into which the music seems to fall naturally. In this
particular case there was no solo chorus, and the dance was continuous, so that the music is strongly accentual
throughout. I have given of course only one of many variations of the principal tune. The song and dance went on for
three days, from 7 to 11 in the morning and from about 3 to 5 in the afternoon. In the three and a half hours during
which I listened to it there were about three melodies employed, each with many variations. I have given four
variants of the percussion rhythms. It must be understood that each variant lasted for several bars. Any time-figure
used on an instrument can be used with any figure used on any other instrument; there is no rigid association of
figures which are here written in the same bar. But it is the practice to change all the figures simultaneously so as to
avoid mere incoherence and indefiniteness. The big drum beat alters so little that a simultaneous change does not
upset the sense of continuity. The figures of the big drum, and possibly the other two percussion figures as well, may
be augmented so as to last over two bars of the melody instead of only one.
One characteristic of African music is that triple time in unknown. This is not to say that triple time-figures
are excluded from African music. But even where a tune is in what sounds to European ears triple time, the
underlying percussion rhythm makes it quite clear that the African feels it as duple time. An example of this is the
tune given in Fig. 10. The first half of the tune sounds as if it were in triple time, but the drum beat or hand clap is
the same throughout-a steady 1, 2, 3, 4 beat in quavers. So far I have found no exception to this rule, and Mr. Balanta
Taylor declares that it is invariable throughout West Africa. Even if you take a song which is not ordinarily fitted
with percussion accompaniment and get a native to clap his hands to it, the time of the hand-clap will be duple,
however strong may be the triple feeling of the melody. This refusal to recognize the existence of triple time may be
the cause of the extraordinary difficulty experienced in getting Africans to sing a series of notes arranged in dotted
beats followed by half beats. Unless the time is very slow, as in fig. 14, they seem to find it almost impossible to sing
a time-figure of this pattern:

they will always smooth down the inequalities and reduceit to a string of equal quavers. I cannot suggest any reason
for this unless it is that notes of this type have a sort of "triple" feeling about them which is foreign, if not actually
repulsive, to the African musical experience.
I said earlier that I consider bar-lines and all that they imply foreign to African music. At the same time,
there is one fact which tends to modify that opinion. When there are two or three simultaneous rhythms going on
each is almost entirely independent of the others; but at regular intervals they all have to coincide. This coincidence
gives the effect of a bar, but there is no restriction on the freedom of each instrument within the "bar"-and the "bar"
is often much longer than in European music. This independence is characteristic of African music. The separate
instruments have in practice only to make sure that they start at the same speed; thereafter they go their own way and
vary their rhythm at pleasure, knowing that they will come together regularly as long as they keep a regular pace.
Fig. 16 gives another example of African rhythms. There are variant rhythms for this song which I have not given.
Figure 16
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Notice how six beats in the tune are balanced by eight, seven, and four notes of the same value in the three
percussion instruments. Thus the only restriction over for example the small drum, with its figure of seven beats, it
that they shall occupy the same time as the six of the melody.
The last characteristic of African rhythm is that the drummers are at complete liberty to extemporize
variations, provided only that they keep to the length of time allowed for their figure-in other words that they do not
take more than one bar for their figure. Thus one variant of the gong beat in fig. 16 is:
ooooooo
a unit of seven beats instead of eight. The player must see that his seven beats take just the same time as his previous
eight, neither more or less. There would no doubt be a change in the pattern of the other instruments to correspond.
The big drum holds the time, though I believe that in actual practice the big drum and all the rest take the time from
the gong. But even so, the big drum beat is so heavy and steady and comparatively unvarying that once it has taken
the time from the gong it would, to a European at any rate, be much the easiest to follow.
As a rule the solos in African songs are unaccompanied, and have no perceptible regularity of accent or
other means of marking rhythm. It often happens that a song is introduced by a long solo, which only takes definite
rhythm when it is repeated by the chorus with the accompaniment of the percussion.
Fig. 17 gives some examples of common Adangme gong and drum figures.
Figure 17

On the whole I think there is surprisingly little syncopation in African melodies themselves. The reason
probably is that there is so much in the gong and small drum parts that it is not necessary in the voice part, and in fact
would be wasted, if not actually worse than useless. In may be however that there is a good deal more syncopation
than I have detected. The tune "Ya Amponsa", which I have given in a simplified form in Fig. 4, also exists in the
following form:Figure 18

Syncopation implies of course the existence of a regularly recurring accent, and such accent is far less
common in African music than in European. To this extent then the term syncopation is inapplicable to African
music. But where there is such a regularly recurring accent it coincides as a rule with the beat of the big drum and
with the main notes of the melody. Figs. 19 and 20 show two exceptions; the first a Dagomba song, the second a
Fanti.
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Figure 19

Figure 20

These main principles of African rhythm-the absence of triple time, the importance of the fundamental
regular beat, the independence of each instrument and its absorption with its own time-figure, and the freedom to
vary the figure provided the time does not suffer-do not take long to set down; and when a song is sung part by part,
or even with all parts simultaneously, it is not very difficult to reduce it to notation. But for a European it is very
difficult to carry three or four independent rhythms in his head at the same time. It takes hours to teach two rhythms
to the two hands, so that while the right hand is tapping out one the left is tapping the other. The sight of a native
dancer keeping with different sets of muscles five different rhythms at once almost makes one believe that Africans
have not merely cultivated their sense of rhythm far beyond ours, but must have started with a superior sense of
rhythm from the beginning.
Generally speaking, I should say that Africans are at least as musical as any race in Europe, possible more
musical than any. They have a store of melodies as rich as the folk music of any European nation except perhaps the
English. Their harmony is as far developed as European harmony in the sixteenth century; it sounds very different,
but it is not inferior. And in rhythm Africa is two centuries ahead of Europe. Their music is the most alive of any of
their arts, and shows no sign of dying; new songs are constantly appearing, and quickly spread over the country.
Whether it will survive the attack of bad Western music and the sapping of tribal institutions and religion, with which
it is intimately connected, remains to be seen' ultimately music is threatened by the same dangers as other native arts,
though it seems likely to resist more strongly. But if it could learn from Europe modern developments in form and
harmony, African music should grow into an art more magnificent than the world has yet seen.

AUGUST 11, - MUSICAL COURIER
A MEDICO ON JAZZ - The other day a conversation took place in a New York social club upon the
subject of jazz. The conversationalists were not musicians. They were mostly professional men of one sort or
another-architects, lawyers, doctors-and all of them college men. They got on the subject in the course of idle timepassing, and soon took it seriously and discussed it from all its angles, mental, moral and physical
What was said was not worth much until, finally, a medical man was induced, evidently against his will, to
offer some suggestions. He said he offered the suggestions unwillingly and hesitatingly because he knew nothing
about music and was not fully able to see the connection between the thing that is called jazz music and our so-called
jazz age. However, he was a specialist, a neuropath, and he had formulated some ideas in regard to the present
popularity of jazz that, though not, so-to-say, official, are, nevertheless, valuable.
His thought seemed to be, primarily, that humanity seeks its pleasures according to its nervous condition.
As the nervous condition changes the pleasures change. Pleasures that satisfy at one time, in one epoch or decade,
may fail entirely to satisfy at another time. The gradual decline of the minuet, the lancers, the quadrille, the waltz,
and other such obsolete or almost obsolete dances was due, in the opinion of this physician, not to what one
ordinarily calls change of taste, but to a purely pathological nervous condition-a general state of nervous fatigue.
The idea seems to be that, at times, people have danced lustily for the delight that healthy animals take in
rhythmical physical exercise. Such people are in a state of nervous tranquillity-their nerve are at rest. They are no
more excited than children at play. From this sort of peasant dance to the romantic waltz or the stately minuet one
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must trace the gradual development of mentality and manners; and for the decline of the waltz and other quiet dance
forms and the rise of the two-step and fox-trot to jazz, one must seek motives in gradually exhausted nerve centers.
The waltz today fails to satisfy. Why? Simply because the nerves of the present generation are in such a
state that they are soon bored by slow motion, just as they are bored by silence. A healthy, normal animal, whether
human or not, is not bored by tranquillity, rest, silence. A man in a normal state can sit all day fishing or drifting
along with a small breeze. When his nervous health begins to fail he takes to tobacco, to fast motors, to exciting
sports; and for those who cannot indulge in such things jazz furnishes the substitute.
Jazz is rhythmic in the sense that a motor is rhythmic. It is all very well to talk about cross rhythms and
syncopations in jazz, but these only serve to accentuate the absolute, unchanging regularity of the beat, maintained
by the banjo in most jazz orchestras. Jazz devotees resent any irregularity of beat. They want no retards. If there is
expression it must be purely dynamic or the result of varieties of orchestra color. The rhythmic beat must be fixed,
unchangeable, mechanical, and the jazz lover will be just as annoyed by any deviation as a motorist will be by any
irregularity in the beat of his motor. We have all seen absent minded motorists. A cylinder is missing, there is a click
somewhere that is unusual, and it gets on the motorists nerves. Yes, says the doctor, but not if the motorist's nerves
are in good shape. The reason the poorly acting motor gets on the motorist's nerves is because he is depending upon
the rhythmic beat for stimulation. When the beat fails in its perfect regularity it is as if the motorist were deprived of
his dope. Thus also with the jazz lover. The more jaded the nerves are the more rapid and rhythmic the beat must be
to soothe them.
This doctor failed to take the matter seriously or to become excited about it. He evidently had no intention
of trying to reform the world, and was interested in the matter purely as a scientific problem. "But what will be the
end?" he was asked. "End?" he replied. "Why, the world will go on worrying along as it always has. The weak ones
will die off and the strong ones take their place. Then music will get back or go forward to other forms. What sort of
forms? Who can tell? Who could have predicted jazz? Who can predict what will follow?

SEPTEMBER 3, - LITERARY DIGEST
THE DOCTOR LOOKS AT JAZZ - "How the Doctor looks at " this and that has come to form a recurrent
caption in many of our magazines. The medical profession will soon set us all straight on subjects where sickness has
nothing to do with the case. The 'doctor's" latest incursion is in the domain of jazz. The Musical Courier tells us of a
club circle where architects, lawyers and doctors were gathered and the conversation turned on the subject of jazz.
No musician was there to redress the balance, but the subject was taken up "seriously and discust from all its angles,
mental, moral, and physical." What was said was not worth much, we are told, "until finally a medical man was
induced, evidently against his will, to offer some suggestions. he said he offered the suggestions unwillingly and
hesitatingly because he knew nothing about music and was not fully able to see the connection between the thing that
is called jazz music and our so-called jazz age. However, he was a specialist, a neuropath, and he had formulated
some ideas in regard to the present popularity of jazz that, tho not, so to say, official, are, nevertheless, valuable." He
is reported in this manner" (rest of text same as previous article above)

SEPTEMBER 10, - CSM
MUSICAL HOPE FOR MUSICAL COMEDY - By Eric Blom - The species of stage entertainment to
which Music is constrained to lend her name for an adjective shows too often not the least compunction in treating
her literally as a negligible adjunct with which any liberty might be taken. The musical comedy score is as a rule
composed without love, rehearsed without respect, and performed without care, while every other element of the
production receives the most lavish share of attention, though not necessarily of discrimination. In short, for the
discerning listener musical comedy is, more often than not Music's tragedy.
Since the retirement of Drs. Franz Lehar and Leo Fall, the only hope seems to be America. Several
specimens have in fact come over from the United States to London recently which have at any rate shown a distinct
improvement. The latest, "Peggy-Ann," when it appeared at Daly's Theater, presented a distinctly promising aspect,
and others, such as "The Desert Song" and "The Vagabond King," also showed signs of advance in one way or
another.
In "Peggy-Ann" Mr. Richard Rodgers is exceptionally careful over his orchestration, which is always
refined, often original, and sometimes striking. he therefore effects at once a reform where it is most needed. Of late
years musical comedy composers, if we except the Viennese operetta school, had always been notoriously bad at
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scoring, and in fact often had not learned to score at all, considering the instrumentation a matter of so little
consequence as to leave it in the hands of some technically efficient but artistically unscrupulous hack musician.
Lack of Variety
Mr. Rodgers changes a great deal for the better in this respect. The one thing that he seems incapable of
doing, in common with all other musical comedy composers, is to achieve variety of tone-color whenever the whole
orchestra plays at once. A master of orchestration can achieve incredible variety in his tutti alone by a number of
devices of distribution and spacing. Elgar, who in his symphonies and elsewhere keeps the whole orchestra going for
long stretches on end without making the hearer conscious of the fact, might well be taken as a model.
It is true that the traditional constitution of the musical comedy band has something to do with this deeprooted fault, and here is much scope for reform. The use of the single trombone is especially pernicious, for
trombones are truly effective and impressive only when playing in harmony; nor is the use of the horn desirable
except in pairs, for it is not an instrument to suffer celibacy gladly. To increase the trombones to three is by no means
necessary; the better plan would be to eliminate them altogether. The average musical comedy orchestra is too large
and far too noisy. What is enough for Mozart's "Figaro," the greatest comic opera, should be enough for featherweight opera, though the harp might be added for the sake of color-variety and the second flute, oboe and clarinet
players might be given piccolo, English horn and bass clarinet as alternative instruments, while cornets might be
retained in the place of trumpets on account of the greater scarcity of adequate players on the latter.
Influence of Jazz
But here we come to another point. The composer must learn how to write for cornets with some regard for
their true character, as he must in fact learn to write for all the instruments of his orchestra. In musical comedy most
of them are made to cling to certain conventional styles of playing and never given anything else to do. The oboe is
always tearful, the bassoon always facetious, the clarinet always sentimental, and the familiar trick of making the
cornet play the melody in octave unison with the trombone produces one of the most objectionable noises that can
possibly be obtained from an orchestra.
Whenever a change for the better has been observed recently in the matter of musical comedy orchestration,
it has nearly always been in productions of the kind coming from the United States. There is no doubt that the
experiments of the jazz band have induced American composers, even when they use the "straight" orchestra, to give
their attention to possibilities of new color. Not so, perhaps, to variety achieved by different permutations of choral
combinations and densities of tone, for the jazz band so far has not come within the outskirts of what it might achieve
in the way of effects dependent on the musical texture rather than on the instruments. The rhythmically fascinating.
"No, No, Nanette," for instance, which was scored in the jazz style, grew monotonous in color after a few numbers,
and the "voluptuous cater-wauling," as Mr. Aldous Huxley so happily calls it, of the saxophone, became
exasperating in the course of the evening.
I have insisted on orchestration because it seems to me the means whereby the public can first be
accustomed to attune its sensibilities to a more delicate art of musical comedy. The curious fact is, of course, that the
audiences of the one stage entertainment specifically styled "musical" is not a musical audience at all, but has yet to
learn how to list to any finer shades underlying a superficially striking melodic top-layer. A more translucent manner
of scoring will facilitate appreciation of what is going on below the actual tune which, too often at present, assaults
the ear with the directness of a bludgeon and stuns it into inattention to every other feature of the music.
Such harmonic felicities as Mr. Jerome Kern, for instance, occasionally borrows from the more highly
organized modern music, it is safe to say, escape all but at the most half a dozen members of any audience. But half a
dozen every night come to a goodly number at the end of a few months' run, and a number which constitutes the kind
of public which it is ultimately worth the musical comedy composer's while to work for, it is for him to increase it by
refining his small but potentially admirable art in the way there are now a few hopeful signs of its being done in
America.

SEPTEMBER - AMERICAN MERCURY
AARON COPLAND AND HIS JAZZ by Isaac Goldberg - We speak of jazz as if it were a product of the
Negro alone. True enough, its primary associations, like its rhythms, are black, deriving ultimately from the African
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Southland, but in the course of its filtration from the South to a small but noisy point called Manhattan Island it has
undergone something decidedly more than a sea change. It reaches from the Black South to the Black North, but in
between it has been touched by the commercial wand of the Jew. What we call loosely by the name is thus no longer
jet black; musical miscegenation set in from the beginning, and today it would be a wise son if it knew its own father.
Perhaps there is something more to this racial blend than the instinct of commercialization; it may be that the ready
musical amalgamation of the American Negro and the American Jew goes back to something Oriental in the blood of
both. The Nordic audience of these States has always been content to take its musical passions at second-hand, and
in diluted measure; much of its thinly disguised, bovine love-making is manufactured for it, words and music, in Tin
Pan Alley. Without Irving Berlin, Jerome Kern and George Gershwin, to mention but a few whose Negro ancestry is
certainly questionable, the technique of contemporary love among hoi polloi would be sadly lacking in light and
shade.
A goodly part, then, of what we know as jazz is Jewish. When staid university professors flirt with the hussy
they produce only a highbrow hybrid; it is no more jazz than root-beer is whisky. Conservatory composers, nurtured
in the hothouse of academicism, condescend to the fashion of the hour and imagine that by flatting a third here and
there, and introducing a little syncopated free counterpoint, they have become musical desperadoes. But jazz is really
born as well as made. Most of it, whether naturally born or created by the obstetrics of the laboratory, is downright
bad. When it is good-and with comfortable frequency it manages to be good-it is so because it expresses,
successfully, an attitude toward living. The college professor who would refine jazz, and the conservatory composer
who would make it speak in grammatical accents, write music with a false bottom. They never say "ain't" and they
always answer "It's I." Thus they are victims of the great fallacy in jazz-that it is, from its very nature, a vehicle for
jest only. With jazz as they apprehend it, it is as with marriage on the Nordic stage: Thou shalt not treat it seriously.
Yet this is precisely the problem with jazz. Its rough-house piquancy, its musical cockneyism, its exotic
accent, have lost their superficial appeal. They have been heard a-plenty on the street-corner and in the dance-hall;
what we want to know now is whether jazz has a voice for the formal concert, which is another way of saying
whether it can reach under the skin and above the feet. To think so is still to "insult" a respectable portion of our
symphony audiences. The greatest of these "insults" has naturally been offered by the young man who seems to hold
out the greatest hopes for a jazz that shall be music as well.
Aaron Copland is well on the sunny side of thirty and has, for several years, enjoyed a reputation on both
sides of the Atlantic. A Brooklynite by birth, a New Yorker by residence, he grew up in the very midst of our musical
capital during the period when our popular song was tearing through its race from rag-time to jazz. This was his folk
music and his cradle song. He does not come to it from the background of a millennial culture; therefore, not even
unconsciously does he condescend to it. He weaves it into his writing as naturally as one employs the rhythms and
accents of one's childhood. And just as naturally does he use the contemporary blend of tonalities and rhythms. This
is not to say that he proceeds without the consciousness of experimentation, or that he has willfully severed the lines
that link him to tradition. he is a transition composer as certainly as is Mr. Gershwin in his more serious attempts,
and shows all the faults that imperfect assimilation produces. He gropes; he finds evident difficulty in welding his
material; he is, like so many of his young fellows, daunted by the structural problems that are inherent in his medium.
But he has an individual voice and outlook.
He has, too, a sound conception of jazz as polyrhythm, or what we might call counterpoint of rhythms. He
has expounded his views on this subject both as a theorist and as a composer. About poly-rhythm itself there is surely
nothing new; Copland has shown its contemporary application, however, more clearly than any other commentator
on jazz rhythmics. The contrast of double and triple rhythms, as well as their combination in the same instrumental
line, fascinates him quite as much as the concurrent employment of different keys. This peculiar rhythmic dissonance
liberates a new vitality in the music as surely as does the use of contrasted tonalities. But if Copland emphasizes the
polyrhythmic nature of jazz, his chief contribution to it has actually been a deepening of its emotional range.
This does not mean, necessarilty, a harping on unrelieved sobriety. Copland's symphonic jazz has humor
and vigor, sting and splash. It loses itself and finds itself. But it is more than shiny surface, and a cross section
reveals dark grains in the wood. At first blush, jazz for the organ is musical as well as technical blasphemy, yet
Copland's symphony for organ and orchestra has more than one moment of grandeur. He is not here hampered by a
sense of incongruity, and he does not, like some, parody because he can neither paraphrase nor create in the new
idiom. Copland is a serious youth; his jazz, even at its liveliest, is as earnest as a spiritual. And there we have the
proper phrase; he has introduced into jazz a spiritual content. His frenzied percussion, his long melodic reaches, his
orchestral blatancy, are not mere clamor. A young man is speaking, not in an adopted tongue, but in the only
language he knows.
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Jazz, always voluminous in breath, is congenitally short-winded. hence the failure, thus far, of musicians
like Copland and Roger Sessions to solve the problems of form that are raised by their material. Genuine expression
they have achieved, but not a convincing coherency. The fact that they have achieved this expression in the deeper,
slower movements of their work seems to promise that the formal difficulty, too, will eventually be resolved.
The important compositions of Copland, thus far, are his symphony for organ and orchestra; his "Music for
the Theatre" (an orchestral suite); his concerto for piano and orchestra; and an unpublished ballet, "Grohg,"
consisting of three dances. As a favorite composer of Serge Koussevitzky, he has figured prominently on the
programmes of the Boston Symphony Orchestra; his star, in the ascendant with "Music for the Theatre," was-for a
few critics and many of the public-considerably dimmed with the piano concerto. In New York a critic who wrote in
his favor was accused of bribery; Boston, for weeks after the concerto, echoed with remonstrance and rage at what
was repeatedly referred to as an insult to its public. Yet the concerto is a brave, original score, in which particular
effects are subordinated to an ambitious general design. It has the abandon, but also the supplication, of its Negro
and Jewish origins; its first section almost grasps at mobility, even as its second scrapes against vulgarity. It is no
thug in evening dress, however. In this composition, as in Roger Sessions's symphony, the music that has grown out
of jazz-and, incidentally, outgrown it-achieves a status as a means of genuinely artistic expression.
Copland's "Music for the Theatre" is a music of nervous ties, of harsh plangency, of adolescent unrest. Of
his ballet dances the first and the third ("Dance of the Adolescent" and "Dance of the Street-Walker") are something
more than interesting experiments in polyrhythm and polytonality. They are, to the trained, unprejudiced ear,
essentially a simple music. The concerto, on the other hand, is a highly complicated work. After the press riots that
greeted it in Boston and New York, I was privileged to examine the orchestral score. It is a precise, careful
document. Happening to discuss symphonic jazz with a leading Italian composer,-a man of considerable experience
as a conductor in Europe and the United States,-I showed it to him. "This follow is no amateur," was his comment,
"He knows what he wants to say and how to say it. Most jazz composers are illiterate."
If jazz is to find its place in the more permanent repertory, the way seems to lie appreciably along the path
over which Copland's experiments have taken him. It was appropriate that he should have been chosen, together with
Henry F. Gilbert, to represent the United States at the International Musical Festival this year. Gilbert, long before
the Gershwin-Whiteman regime, was using Indian and Negro themes in the production of a native music; Copland,
ignoring totally the commercial and the more consciously nativistic aspects of the new style, made of it a personal
idiom and at once gave new dimensions to the mode. He may still be regarded as an aim rather than an
accomplishment, but he clearly has direction and momentum. Among the youngest of our composers, he is also
among the most original.

SEPTEMBER - THE CHESTERIAN
THE INFLUENCE OF JAZZ by Poldowski - Paradox is reason in action, constantly moving, now
advancing, now retreating, guarding its position nevertheless, by subtle tactics. Without it, arguments are of no
account. It is the advantage of so called paradoxical natures, to be aware at any rate, that they have not said the last
word-the last word in arguments is often the first word in stagnation. So I do not claim that my point of view on the
influence of jazz is irrefutable.
So many writers on musical subjects have put forward a theory as to the influence of jazz on orchestration,
composition, and on the new music, that it is worth consideration from every angle.
The development of music, oddly enough, is dependent on the freedom from artificial local rhythm. Nations
which have their characteristic national rhythms, have contributed less to the literature of music than any others. It is
therefore necessary to draw a line of demarcation between the value of rhythmic sense, which subordinates rhythm,
and uses it as a means, and the rhythmic sense of those whom rhythm subordinates. The first are undoubtedly the
masters of the situation; the second are at a distinct disadvantage, for they are hampered in their utterances by what
might be termed "a trick of speech" common to all who know their country. They are in every instance, forced into
the position of being adaptors and translators, but never creators. In the circumstances therefore, they contribute
much that is picturesque, effective, and attractive, but rarely anything constructive
The picturesque is undoubtedly the easiest part of creation, the most difficult to rid oneself of, and the most
sterile. The French, German, and British have no national rhythms, consequently their development is unfettered and
their creations are largely influenced by literature, painting, architecture, and even industry. Now when we use the
word "influence" we must likewise be certain that we mean "to use influence" and not to let ourselves be influenced.
In the former instance we are again masters of the situation, in the latter, the slaves of a situation. I look upon jazz as
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the reaction, and indeed a nervous reaction of the "Negro spirituals." The latter is an equally artificial form of
lament, a borrowed expression, or musical "patois." In themselves, "spirituals" are often very beautiful, very moving,
but a "patois" is of necessity limited. It is not a language-and it is not capable of development, but merely of
adaptation and translation.
If we can imagine what the Americans call "an urge" (self expression)-the urge therefore of the Negro to
express himself, and being obliged to do so, in a borrowed language in alien conditions-we get a better idea of the
Negro spirituals. Imagine that "urge" hemmed in by soda fountains, overhead railways, snatches of European melody
as thick as particles of dust, accumulative in their effect, imbibed daily with the contents of the soda fountain, and
chocolate "Sundaes," and you get you hybrid reaction-the jazz.
The jazz kings have wandered far from the Negro, and, in doing so, what do they offer us? Bureaucratic
rhythm. Despite the variety they may seek to introduce in that rhythm, it merely serves to demonstrate its
"unvariableness," its monotonous egoism. You cannot divorce it from itself. In vain does the jazz king seek
development and expansion; he falls a victim to the first European influence handy, and submits to it gladly in the
hope that what he has borrowed and adapted in rhythm, can be added unrecognized and presented as a whole, a type,
an influence, a personality. But it is not so.
Let us now consider whether the influence will be in orchestral effects and colour. Certainly by a series of
tricks it is possible in the orchestra to imitate an entire farm yard, human laughter, almost any sound, but does
anyone seriously believe that European composers, who through the sheer domination of mind over matter, have or
could have produced these effects through musical genius if they wished,-as compared to mechanical contrivance
and trick-are going to subordinate this gift of "effect" through will, to the effects offered in the jazz orchestras, ready
made? Never, in this world. If we consider the descriptive music that exists for a solo-instrument, and that, a pianowhich the modern French school has given to the world, we can afford to smile at the bare thought of it-"jeu d'eau,"
"Poisson d'or," "Jardins sous la pluie."
Compare these masters of colour rhythm, design and effect, compare the aesthetic sense developed to the
highest degree, with the obvious "stunt-hunter;" compare their freedom and variety of rhythm, with the encircling
local rhythm. How can jazz open up new horizons? How can the cinema influence the painter or the sculptor with its
lighting effects, rapidity of change or illusions of reality? No painter wishes to be a conjurer, or a photographer-no
sculptor a "Madame Tussaud." No composer wishes really to imitate human laughter or the cackling of geese, he
wishes to suggest, not copy. Wagner, in developing his orchestra did so, not by trick, but by his own technique.
Stravinsky is no "stunt-monger" but a genius, who has discovered how to get better effects from an instrument with
one string than a jazz orchestra can.
"Effects," are so numerous, and so easily obtained in these days, that there is not the slightest reason to
imagine that they open new horizons to anyone, but those who are otherwise ineffectual in production. To admit the
influence of jazz on music, is to admit the influence of cocktails on vineyards, or the cinema on painting! A
composite American device is not a new creation, or any sort of creation, it is a stimulant, and a very good and
healthy one, if kept in its own sphere. It has mercifully put a stop to a tendency to consider the folk song as a revival
and basis of music of the present day. It has shown us the error and weakness of considering national characteristics
in any other light than as a deterrent in music-they do not develop, but become a hopeless medley.
The only thing that saves the human race is that its tendency is undoubtedly to develop its own character
through events beyond its control, and not through local bureaucracy. The national sense is singularly lacking in
nationalists, likewise the international understanding in internationalists, and brotherhood in families-but, this is all
the better, as without this, there would be no paradox, and without Paradox, no reason in action.

OCTOBER - THE METRONOME
SOME ENGLISH OBSERVATIONS UPON A FIRST HEARING OF A JAZZ BAND CONCERT by
Francesco Berger
Not many weeks ago had my first experience of a Jazz band, while taking afternoon tea in a well known
West End tea-room. I had not gone there in quest of the band, so that when its strident noise burst upon my
unprepared ears, it fell on virgin soil, and was a complete surprise to me.
In describing its effect (not much modified by subsequent hearings) I need scarcely affirm that I am not an
agent, paid to "boom" this class of entertainment. It is already far too popular to need advertising at my hands.
Neither have I any desire to exclaim against it, on the ground of its being coarse, or unmusical or inartistic.
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A Strange Experience
It was one of the strongest and strangest experiences I have undergone in an extended life, during which I
have listened to much that was good, to more that was bad, and to most that was indifferent. It produced an
impression that was not quite pleasant, but not entirely unpleasant, a sort of comical mixture of both. Not being a
frequenter of American drinking bars, and never having tasted a real American drink, I can only guess what a
copious draught of one of their cunningly concocted iced drinks would taste like on a swelteringly hot day. But I
imagine that I would produce on the palate sensations akin to those produced on the ear by a Jazz band. Pleasurable
though staggering, making it difficult to recover one's breath, defying analysis, repellent at the outset, but
magnetically fascinating.
The "Go" and "Spirit" of the Band
This Jazz band played remarkably well, with exaggerated coloring, it must be owned, but with tremendous
spirit and "go," accompanied by a perfectly incongruous row, produced from a number of noise-emitting articles
which cannot be called musical instruments. Its members comprised a very clever pianist, a clever violinist, two
excellent banjoists, a concertina player, a cornet player, and a "utility man" who performed on a side drum, a big
drum, cymbals, triangle, a tinkling hand-bell, a deep-toned large one, dinner gong, a rattle, a railway whistle, a motor
hooter, and a few more deafening things.
They play a tune which may or may not be transatlantic, but is always of a popular type, and they play it two
or three times over, varying it occasionally by ingenious fioriture on piano or violin. And a remarkable feature of
their performance is the abrupt transition from noisiest fortissimo to softest pianissimo, or vice versa, with very little,
if any, intermediate crescendo or diminuendo. During the soft parts the "utility man" is silent, and you begin to hope
he has gone home; but, with the first recurrence of a tutti he is back again, and, like a giant refreshed by rest, resumes
his labors with redoubled energy. He appears to have little respect for rhythm, but strikes, hits, blows, bumps, rings,
and bangs whenever "he darned chooses." Yet, a whatever his vagaries may have been during a Piece, however much
he may appear to have "set up business on his own," he is never behind-hand nor before at the finish. And I noticed
that the tea-drinking audience applauded all the more when the Finale was the maddest of all mad orgies or row.
They would not feel they had been sufficiently "jazzed" if a piece ended without a hurricane and a thunderbolt.
The unanimity of accord which, in spite of ear-splitting noise, this band is able to maintain, is one of the
marvels of it all. Not one of the players loses his head, not one of them is careless of his part, each is as conscientious
a performer as though playing a Concerto in Queen's Hall. And when, after the final crash of a piece, you look round
for the debris, and are preparing to count the dead and wounded on the ground, you find the players mentally, if not
physically, as cool as cucumbers, tuning their instruments for their next encounter or exchanging with one another
critical remarks on Puccini or Debussy. I fancy, by their smiles, that they occasionally indulge in delicate stories
from club land.
Excellence of the ensemble
I am not certain whether this particular band is better than, or inferior to, others now before the public, but I
can scarcely imagine one that could excel it in precision or ensemble, in extravagant coloring, or in noisy
exuberance. When, on other occasions, I have had cherished ideals shattered by novel experiences, it was the music
or the performer that thrilled and overpowered. But this Jazz business is quite foreign to anything else, quite unique.
The piano and violin music is full of prominent accents and plaintive syncopations, the banjos, give to it a
penetrating buzzing accompaniment, and the eruptions from the "utility man" are so unexpected, that the ensemble
becomes a medley of recognizable and unrecognizable rhythm, a blend of uncongenial elements, bewildering,
exasperating, and yet appealing. Your sensations are being "brushed by machinery." Your familiar codes and laws
are defied and upset. Your terra firma is withdrawn. You are adrift on an unexplored ocean. The anchor of your
traditions, by which you held so reliantly, has failed you. Whether you will ever reach sunlit meadows and shady
groves, whether you will ever again safely tread the highroads which your forefathers trod before you, is a question
which only Time, the inscrutable, can solve.
A Question of High Art
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Having occasion to speak of a Jazz band to an American friend, I thought I was flattering his nationality
when I described it as "an admirable performance of profaned Art." He promptly replied: "I do not claim for it that it
is what has hitherto passed for high Art. But you must admit that it has one quality in which much old-world music is
sadly wanting, and that is 'character.' It is thoroughly representative of Americanism; as free from conventionality
and from 'schools' as my country is free from ancient history and slavery. Better stuff would probably be tamer. It is
out of material such as this, brimful of spontaneous national manner, that your refined methods and artificial
mannerisms have been evolved. If you take from it what is so obviously its own, including its crudity, you rob it of
its distinctive quality; it becomes ordinary, often-told, undesirable." And he was not far wrong.
Drawbacks of the Legitimate
The pianist in this particular Jazz band is so accomplished an artist that I remarked to him: "But you are far
too good a musician to be doing this sort of thing. How is it you are here?"
I suppose," he replied, "you mean that I ought to be doing 'the legitimate.' Well, I tried that when I first
married. I played in public, I accompanied singers, and I gave a lesson when I found a pupil who would come and
take it. And I earned thirty schillings a week. Then I took to this. When my afternoon's work is finished at six
o'clock, I have a similar engagement somewhere else from nine to eleven. And I earn twenty pounds a week. I have a
wife and two children to support. Do you blame me? When I shall have saved enough to afford myself the luxury, I
shall go back to 'the legitimate' and to-starvation."
I could not answer him, for there is no answer. O tempora, O mores.

OCTOBER 22, - CSM
THE STANDARDIZATION OF JAZZ - by Adolf Weissmann - In Germany music is always accompanied
by literature. It is, therefore, not surprising to see that jazz has found its literary interpreters, though, of course, the
character of Negro Music is contrary to anything like literature. From the fact, however, that books on jazz exist
already, it may be gathered that it has become an element of higher music. Perhaps those who write books on jazz are
mistaken in this respect, for the belief in the future of jazz, so far as serious music is concerned, has become
doubtful, for most of the composers of our time have returned to a new kind of romanticism.
However it may be, the moment has come to treat jazz from the aesthetic point of view. This, of course,
should be done not by a dull and dry scholar, but by a musical writer closely connected with everyday life-for it is
that which breathes in jazz. Among the many essays and articles on jazz I find a book by Paul Bernhard under the
title "Jazz," that is equal to its task. The author of this book has not only acquired a practical knowledge of jazz and
of all the elements constituting it, but goes back to the source of this phenomenon, which was destined to arouse so
great an interest in post-war Europe.
Bernard, who writes in an excellent and stimulating style, tells his readers how in 1915 a Negro, Jasbo
Brown, entertained the guests of a cafe in Chicago by his primitive songs, seasoned by jokes, and how these
beginnings gave rise to many imitations and, after some time, to a movement more influential than any other in our
time.
It is very amusing to hear about the commercial side of jazz. The author leads us into the part of New York
called Tin Pan Alley, where thousands of workers contribute to the manufacturing of jazz, which he compares with
that of shoes or similar things. For melody, of course, is the meanest element in jazz. It forms a kind of raw material
that is submitted to special treatment by practical musicians who, of course, have to forget all that is reminiscent of
inspiration and so on.
Though jazz manufacture as a branch of commercial life cannot be denied. Bernhard is convinced that jazz
is destined to play its part in great music. He believes that the jazz orchestra, which he describes in a very interesting
manner, may give new impulses to symphonic music. On this point he seems to me rather extravagant. For though
the influence of jazz on the instrumental side of our music cannot be contested, and is proved by certain works of
Stravinsky and others, yet it is certain that this has nothing to do with the essence of music itself. It must be said, on
the contrary, that jazz renounces that part of the music, which has always been considered the most important, i.e.,
melody. For this it shows a real disdain. It may be very flattering for modern music that jazz cannot help employing
contemporary composers, but this adds nothing to its value. Jazz remains dance music. It is even on the point of
losing its exuberant character by the cultivation it had to undergo in wandering through the world. It has become
almost a sport.
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DECEMBER 10, - COLLIER'S
HEY! HEY! CHARLESTON! by Bee Jackson - And maybe they didn't. This is the story of the girl who
found the incredible dance and introduced it to white folks in the clubs where every night is an Arabian night-or so
they say.
My first recollection of dancing registers when I was about five years old. I was running up and down a long
hall on my toes. I must have tried many times to do it, although that I can't remember. At any rate, I was
tremendously elated over the feat.
From the moment of that first triumph dancing was my pastime and my chief sport. When the magazines
came to the house I made a dive for them to study the pictures of the ballet dancers which appeared there. Then I
would stand before a mirror trying to imitate their poses.
I danced through my early years, and the phonograph was my favorite toy. I tortured that instrument,
playing classic music and reels and working out the steps which I fondly imagined interpreted the music. Of course I
had no conception of "routine," that intricate pattern which a dancing master weaves into a dance to symbolize or
express a though or a feeling. I danced because I loved it.
At thirteen I was beginning to get a confused idea of the laws governing expression. I worked out a
Hawaiian dance, making my own costume of straw. I even set my own routine, which, as I look back at it, was a
strange and wonderful thing. But that my instincts were right was proven two years later when, understudying Gilda
Gray in the Ziegfeld Follies, I found that while my routine was crude its fundamentals were true.
My attention was focused on the stage when I was fifteen. The people of Bound Brook, N. J., my home
town, put on an amateur production of The Earl and the Girl, and, because my dancing madness was well known,
asked my to play the part of the ingenue. The depth of my ignorance of the sweetest element in public performance
may be imagined when I tell you I did not even consider that there would be a large number of people witnessing my
work.
When that first applause, given, I can see now, as encouragement to a young, earnest kid, swept over me, I
got the 'urge." You couldn't have kept me off the stage with a cordon of police. My next vacation saw me making my
first attack on Broadway, my only weapons a pair of dancing shoes, and my armor a deep, trusting and abiding
ignorance of the fact that the chances against me, as they are against any newcomer, were about 90 to 1.
Broadway, so the newspaper serials and song writers say, is a mighty orge, a hungry, merciless monster
which devours young and stage-struck girls. But, strangely enough, the sight of me did not seem to rouse its hunger. I
had two things in my favor: my mother's influence and an ignorance of evil that equaled that of the Monkeys of
Nikko. I neither saw evil nor spoke of it. Naturally, I couldn't speak of something I did not know existed.
My first professional glimpse of the Broadway which was to have such a powerful influence on my life was
quite prosaic, yet it stimulated my already passionate ambition. My mother and I were in a well-appointed office. A
tall, serious man, with black hair and brown eyes, listened to my mother.
"We can guarantee nothing," he said at last. "We can't implant a gift. But if the child has the flair for
dancing, we can develop it."
He was Ned Wayburn, for years dancing master of the Ziegfeld Follies.
I Come to Grips with Life
We went from the office to a large, bare room-a gymnasium where eighteen or twenty girls, clad in rompers
or gym suits, were working out, their every movement reflected in a mirror.
When Mr. Wayburn told me to dance for him, I was suddenly overcome with my first and only attack of
stage fright. I imagined that every eye in the room was upon me. But a swift glance dispelled that illusion. Nobody
seemed to know I was there. Girls and instructors were too absorbed in their own work.
I evidently had the flair, for within a short time after that first test I joined the chorus of The Follies of 1922
as an acrobatic dancer and came to grips with life.
The discipline laid down was as rigid as that of the army. During the first week of production we newly
chosen girls did not dance a step. We spent it walking, standing and sitting, "as refined girls should." Twice or three
times each day Mr. Wayburn instructed the entire company, giving and reiterating a list of "don'ts" which one would
expect to get in a convent school.
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"Don't cross your legs," he would repeat again and again. "Don't smoke. Don't drink. Don't smile at any
individual in the audience. Don't talk on the stage. Walk gracefully. Walk rhythmically. The natural walk is the
graceful walk."
We would walk to music, and the walk was stately, with no swing to the shoulders and with the arms held
out. You'd be surprised to know the length of times it takes to acquire just that one requisite of walking.
The chorus work was hard on me, but it was wonderful discipline. It drove him forcibly the fact that in show
business, as in every other line of endeavor, it is "every man for himself."
It wasn't that the girls were not nice to each other. They were. But if a girl could not meet the requirements,
she lost the place. And the requirements were most exacting.
The Nigh Club of '23
The chorus work, by its very nature, was an enemy to individuality. The individual became a not very
important unit in a rhythmic body. You executed each step exactly, as did the other girls. If you tried to exaggerate or
individualize, you would hear from the director.
"What's the idea?" he would inquire sarcastically. "Do you think you're the star of this show?"
As the production crept toward the opening night we added to the routine at the rate of two steps a day. A
week before production the principals appeared, and among them was Gilda Gray.
I drew a place among her chorus in her famous South Sea Isle dance and became fascinated and absorbed
by the beauty which she invested in movement. The South Sea Isle dance remotely resembled my own Hawaiian
dance. I spent hours working out her movements, and in the end I was rewarded. Mr. Wayburn made me her
understudy. But she never missed a performance, and how was I to get my chance unless she stayed away a night or
two?
I spent fifteen months in the chorus of the Follies, and they were fifteen months of despair.
When my chance did come, it was so disguised I did not recognize it. The Follies closed and went on the
road, I was "resting." In other words, I was out of a job.
At this dark moment Miss Gray, remembering me and my work, engaged me to dance my Hawaiian and a
jazz dance at her night club, the Rendezvous.
In the night club you danced directly in front of your patrons, or rather in the center of your audience. You
"danced in their laps," as they express it in the profession. The applause was more scattered and yet more
concentrated. On the stage it was impersonal. In the night clubs you could almost hear people saying, "Great! That's
wonderful!"
The night clubs of 1923 were different, in some respects, from those of the present day. When I first danced
at the Rendezvous, there were few clubs compared to the numbers of today, and they were the Mecca of celebrities
in the literary, sporting and political worlds. Today, in the better clubs, you will find just as many celebrities, but
they do not stand out as they did. There are so many other people who come to gaze at them.
I did not stay with the Rendezvous long. Dan McKetrick, who was running the Question Mark, lured me
away by paying me twice as much to do the same dances. The Question Mark was a Mecca of politicians, sportsmen
and other insomniacs. There I met many celebrities, among them Mayor (then Senator) James Walker, the two Jacks
(Dempsey and Kearns), Johnny Dundee and his manager, Jimmie Johnson, and Damon Runyon, the noted sports
writer.
What I needed now, my mother and I decided, was a brand-new dance, a sensation, something that would
bring me to the attention of the managers. And there was no such animal.
Keep Working
While I searched for it my engagement at the Question Mark came to an end and I became one of the
"models" in artistic and Models. It was a reversion to chorus work, but I was obeying a canny law of the profession.
"Never be idle, if you can help it," reads the law. "Resting eats up all your profits and drives you into debt.
Keep working. Jobs come easier when you already have one."
So I plugged along until one night, when I was the guest of my uncle and aunt at a theatre party, I saw
Running Wild, a Negro production, and for the first time caught the Charleston of Miss Lida Webb, dancing mistress
of the show.
The Charleston is distinctly a Negro dance which originated on the islands of Beaufort County on the South
Carolina Coast. The "Buford" Negroes have been doing it at outings and picnics for years. It reached the mainland
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about six months before I saw it, probably carried there by Negro laborers or sailors, and spread among the colored
people, coming north via Charleston, from which city it got its name.
The Negro girls are boys of Harlem had been dancing it on the streets of the uptown Negro section of New
York for weeks when Miss Webb saw Mary Scurdy, her ten-year-old niece, "stepping it" in her home. She had the
child teach it to her. Then she took sixteen chorus girls and three chorus boys, showed them the fundamental steps,
worked out the routine of it, and put it into Running Wild. In the language of show business, it "knocked 'em outa
their seats."
It did more than knock me out of my seat. I hadn't been watching it three minutes before I recognized it as
old Mrs. Opportunity herself shouting, "Hey! Hey!"
The dance typified the restless daring that is American's: its abandon; the spirit of the age. In a flash I saw
that it would sweep across the nation like wildfire. I did not realize then it would sweep across the world.
Miss Webb taught me the fundamental steps. I worked out a routine of my own and when I had it perfected
went and sought on agent.
"But why go to an agent?" you ask. "Here you had a dance that was going to shake the world. Why didn't
you go straight to a producer?"
I wish show business was arranged that way. But it isn't. It is a most intricate profession in which the supply
of talent so outnumbers the demand for it that managers and producers must be protected. If they weren't all their
time would be consumed in interviewing prospective geniuses, and they couldn't give any time to producing.
The theatrical and booking agents are the answers to a crying need. They separate the chaff from the wheat
on a 1- per cent basis.
Through the Broadway grapevine telegraph, which works night and day, I learned that Harry Bestry, a
booking agent, was putting on a show at the Silver Slipper, a night club.
"I've got a new dance," I told him: "the Charleston, the new Negro dance,"
"Never saw it," he confessed. "Got it with you?"
"It's in my feet," I told him. "I'll show it to you."
I had with me the score of "The Original Charleston," the words and music of which were written by Cecil
Mack and James Johnson after watching the Running Wild chorus do the dance, and which remains to this day the
best piece of music ever written for the Charleston. I handed this to the pianist, and, as he sounded the opening bars,
I swung into the savage rhythm.
Mr. Bestry was "sold" on the spot.
"That dance is a hit," he said. "You can't keep quiet when you are watching it." He extended a contract.
"Sign here," he directed, smiling-and I was launched on my career.
We set New York to Charlestoning, and when the Silver Slipper closed for the summer, W. T. Granlund,
announcer for WHN, who "Broadcasts Broadway," took me to the El Fey Club and introduced me to Texas Guinan,
who rode out of the West and took New York by storm.
I danced at the El Fey Club all though the fall of 1924, and on December 28th of that year I brought the
Charleston to the Club Richman, where it packed in the customers and eventually landed me contracts to dance in
Florida, Havana, London and Paris.
Golden Roads to Opportunity
The Charleston brought me success, but it was the nigh clubs that gave me my opportunity, as they have
many other young women who are at the top of the theatrical ladder of fame today. Three names blaze before me,
Ruby Keeler, Alive Doulden and Claire Luce. The night clubs are veritable gold mines of undiscovered talent, and
they are watched closely by Broadway's producing managers. To ambitious girls they are often golden roads to
opportunity, especially if, like me, they are confronted by a stone wall in chorus work.
The principals in the night clubs of Broadway are recruited from Broadway choruses. Ever since the night
club took its place in the world it has been a godsend to the ambitious. Most chorus girls, despite public opinion, are
poor. They have not acquired a Rolls-Royce or an apartment of their own, and, strange as it may seem, have no
ambitions in that direction. The salaries of most of them go to the upkeep of homes or the education of younger
brothers or sisters. Their salary is never sufficient-and the answer is the night club.
The clubs have revolutionized "after the show" theatricals. In the old days, long before my time, the
entertainer of the cabarets, which were the offspring of the old beer garden, was not of a very high type.
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Today the night club principals are recruited from the best shows in New York. In many cases the girl you
casually watch doing her turn on the floor has a good chance to be starring in a Broadway show, in vaudeville or in
the movies within a few years.
While I was working at the El Fey Club Alive Doulden also played there, coming every night after she had
finished her work in the chorus of Artists and Models. She is a beautiful girl with a gorgeous voice, and she was
singing solos.
One night Lee Schubert, owner and producer of Artists and Models, coming into the club, was struck by her
beauty. He called her over to his table and offered her a salary six times as great as the one she was drawing as one
of his chorus girls. She accepted it. Ten months later her name was in electric lights two feet high.
I could give a hundred girls as examples of successes in which the night clubs represented a rung of the
ladder by which they climbed.
For instance: Boddy Arnst of A la Carte; Frances Uptonk, Eddie Cantor's leading lady; Margaret Delroy of
the Follies; Pearl Eaton, in charge of the dancing in Dillingham's shows; Margaret Quimby, Universal star.
I entered vaudeville in 1925 via the night clubs when Harry Richman, proprietor of the Club Richman and
producer of all its entertainment, took his people to play a week at Keith's Palace Theatre in New York.
Vaudeville followed the night clubs and "fell" hard for the Charleston, and eventually I danced it before
vaudeville audiences in nearly every large city in the United States. From vaudeville I went into the movies, playing
a bit in a picture, Lying Wives. Then I accepted an engagement to dance in Palm Beach and Miami. From there I
went to Cuba, and the following summer I accepted bookings to exhibit my Charleston abroad.
So for nearly four years I have been an Occidental nautch girl, dancing before my Harun-al-Rashid, the
American business man, his cousins in Europe and the wives and sweethearts of both. While they have been studying
me, sitting there on the edge of the dance floor, I have been studying them just as hard. And, working in them night
after night, save for the time taken out for a flyer in big time vaudeville, I've come to know night clubs where every
night is an Arabian Night and nobody goes home until morning.
I am afraid my reactions and experiences will disappoint the sensationally inclined. The only thrill I've ever
extracted from the clubs has come with the applause given as a reward for hours spent in perfecting my work.
Night-club audiences average from thirty-five to sixty years old. The companions of most of the men
patrons are the last persons they would take if night clubs did not meet the highest requirements of ethics and
refinement. They are their wives, their sweethearts and, very often, their daughters. They are sophisticated, for the
most part. But they are kindly and appreciative.
Night clubs differ little with location and nationality. The clubs and hotels of Florida are slightly more
sedate than those of New York or Chicago, but it is not unusual to see familiar faces among the audiences, because
the wealthy people of the big cities follow the sun to Florida during the winter months.
Foreign audiences are more vociferous in their applause than are Americans. Over the sound of clapping
hands one hears shout of "Encore! Bravo!" In London a performer is accepted at her own valuation. Clever, she is
taken up socially. England, the most class-ridden of nations, is the most democratic country in the world to
foreigners.
Paris is Paris-the playground of the world. And that playground has been captured by American performers.
The clubs of Montmartre and the Rue de Clichy are entertained by Americans-and supported, for the most part, by
the same. Last summer one French woman, Mistinguett, playing at the Moulin Rouge, was the only outstanding artist
performing in the clubs of her own country. The rest were Americans.
At present I am looking for a new dance, something that will sweep over the world. I'd give a year's income
to originate or discover another Charleston.
And maybe I will. I'm always hoping.

DECEMBER 14 - NEW REPUBLIC
A NEW YORK DIARY (Ed: excerpts from column in New Republic). From the musical standpoint the
evening is saved by the late appearance of Ted Lewis' orchestra, which, for those who ask no apologies from jazz, is
about the best of its kind. Among other things it plays (as it played for a Columbia record) Lewis' version of the "St.
Louis Blues," the most interesting jazz arrangement since Grofe's of the "Rhapsody in Blue." (Ed. from musical
"Artist and Models")
The curious name "Yamekraw," which may have puzzled readers of one of the poems in James Weldon
Johnson's "God's Trombones," belongs to the negro settlement in Savannah. It has just bobbed up again, as the title
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of an equally curious "Negro Rhapsody" by and insufficiently known colored composer of popular songs. The latter's
compatriot and publisher, Perry Bradford, shall have the first word here on the subject of this musical outburst:
"We are announcing the latest work or opus of the renowned jazz pianist, John P. Johnson. This artist has
endeavored to assemble all of the rhythmic phrases that deal strictly with necrology and with no spared
efforts we have tried to compile the same in twenty-six pages. The treatise chants spiritualistically, also
embraces the common rhythms known as blues, spirituals and jazz, then modulates to its destiny, and many
sequences are to be found uncommon to the popular type of music....... We may boast of this as a wholly
American theme."
Unless the passage beginning at page eight represents the movement of rubber-tired hearses, diligent search
of Mr. Johnson's opus uncovers nothing dealing with necrology; but with this exception Mr. Bradford talks gospel.
"It is not," he continues, "A Rhapsody in Blue, but a Rhapsody in black and white. (Black Notes on White paper.)
We hope it will meet with your approval." It does. What its writer has done has been to take a few themes, and so
skillfully to juggle about and disguise them in the numberless intuitive rhythms of his race, that they have come to
compose something approaching a Yamekranian anthology. Although the themes are melodically his own, these
rhythmical figures go back to the Charleston, back to "The Alabama Blues," to "The Maple Lead Rag," to "Under
the bamboo Tree," the pat-dance "Sail Away Ladies," the spiritual called "Who Is Dat Yndah," in Miss Jessye's
collection, to the corn-songs, the "Ballets," and back to the war dance; and as one after another melts into the next,
we come to realize sharply than they are all of one fabric. Moreover, these blues are blues, and chirpy and mean
ones; the "spiritualistic" portions are graceful and melancholy; the jazz is hot; the sardonic solo passages, torturing
the flat seventh in their leaps and convolutions, are in character, as are the triple grace notes, the descending tenths
and the bounding octaves in the bass; and it is not the composition's least achievement that, except for the prefatory
gesture toward Gershwin, it ignores the existence of the white race. It asks for no ponderous judgment that it has
reconciled jazz with the Muse. It might have written its motto in the poet's words:
You can keep your attics, take the roof or the air if you choose,
But my highest aspiration in the basement blues.
In short, it is interesting, and it is genuine. It is available at present only for the piano, and at the speed with
which its composer takes it, it calls for galloping fingers Fletcher Henderson should orchestrate it, deposit Mr.
Johnson at a twenty-foot concert grand all clustered about with saxophones, and show the white folks what a
thoroughly aroused town named Yamekraw can say for itself

1927 - MUSICAL QUARTERLY
Music, alas, does not as a rule obligingly disappear when disapproved-no matter how vigorous and
widespread the objection. Otherwise the disappearance of Jazz, so often prophesied and ardently wished in our day,
would have long been effected. Instead, the American jazz school continues to flourish, and there is no telling but
that it may beat the forty-year-record of the English madrigal school Meanwhile the ink is flowing copiously pro and
con-or betwixt and between, as it does right now under my own pen.
Not long ago, in these pages, I permitted myself some observations on jazz in general and on a work by a
certain composer belonging to the American jazz school in particular. These observations earned the distinction of
finding their way into the Sunday columns of one of my friends, the excellent music critic of a great daily paper. The
following Sunday these quotations were quoted by another and most estimable critic of a great contemporary-or is it
"great neighbor" -but apparently with less satisfaction than had been the case on the previous Sunday. Some innocent
reference of mine to "the learned arbiters of the press," in connection with their judgment about the work I was
discussing, met with stinging rebuke. In fact, I was subjected to the most humiliating procedure imaginable, to public
psychoanalysis! Psychoanalytic dissection in camera is bad enough, but when performed coram publico it might well
bring blushes to the palest cheek.
I have always steered clear of psychoanalysts, because the little insight I have gained into the lower strata of
my consciousness has made me convinced that they are best left unplumbed. I fear these murky depths would
produce little that I should be proud of. But perhaps my apprehensions are exaggerated. Sometimes it does seem that
the psychoanalyst is worse than the psychoanalyzed, and that he endows the latter with all sorts of dreadful crimes,
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repressions and whatnots, born wholly of the psychoanalyst's very own and very special brand of imagination. Be
that as it may, my misgivings have now been confirmed by my recent experience: I stand accused of "not reading the
papers!" By Bacchus of yore, this is too much-more, at any rate, than my native meekness can bear with. To think
that it is my pleasant duty to scan-for purposes of indexing-some 130 current music journals, domestic and foreign,
and then to be told by a psychoanalytical colleague that I "should read the papers." Oh, bitter irony! No, I do not
wish to peruse any more papers than it is now my happy lot to do. (If there be anything I should read more carefully,
it is the copy and the proofs of my own "papers" in order to spare myself the perpetual vexation of being confronted
with blunders and misprints which a slower and more vigilant procedure might have eliminated.) No, I politely refuse
to read any more musical criticisms than I have to-although a third colleague (not on a Sunday, but on some other
day of the week) came out strongly in support of the psychoanalytical confrere and rapped me, metaphorically but
snappily, on the wrists that are weak from turning the pages of musical weeklies, fort-nightlies, monthlies,
quarterlies, once-in-a-whiles, and once-and-never-agains. But if it will help any, I am prepared to retract my remark
about "the learned arbiters of the press"-and I will substitute for it "the musical psychoanalysts of the press." That
appellation would seem all the more merited, since my friend and colleague of the first Sunday column, who started
all this trouble, let his imagination "interpret" my text. What he actually did was to MIS-quote me, to apply my
observations to a work he was writing about, but not I. That is the subtle humor of the thing. Also, it teaches us the
advantage of psychoanalytical methods: that whatever you think you think, it ain't.
But to return to jazz, whence we proceeded: let me recommend to you Henry O. Osgood's "So this is Jazz"
(Little, Brown & Co.). It will make you rise and cheer, or writhe and jeer-all depends upon how old you feel. The
book contains a lot of data which it was well to collect while they were fresh and had the savour of actuality. Mr.
Osgood has not written a history of jazz, it is too early for that-nor could he have done so had he tried; for his is
essentially a critic, not an historian, and his personal opinions, crisp and voluntary, break constantly through the crust
of his narrative to enliven his style. Mr. Osgood's subject is engrossing. Jazz characterizes a generation, perhaps a
century. And ever since I finished Mr. Osgood's book, I have been looking for that writer of the 19th century who
upon Playford's Dancing Master, Philidor's collection of ballets, and Ballanrd's books of "Chansons pour danser et
pour boire" based his weighty to me entitled "So this is Rococo!"

1928
JANUARY - THE CADENZA
WHAT JAZZ HAS DONE TO THE FRETTED INSTRUMENTS by Myron V. Freese -(For a time it may
have drowned out yet not wholly "silenced" their voices, but it certainly has not "killed" the instruments as some
people seem to think and contrary to the expressed opinions of some newspaper writers.) In the new cycle of modern
popular music a subdued and more refined forms of jazz music is giving the public an opportunity of again hearing
the banjo, mandolin and guitar-instruments which ever have been loved by the American people and have built a firm
place in their hearts.
As the Cadenza is devoted to exploiting the interest of all modern stringed instruments, it becomes
incumbent upon its editor to note and controvert a few (most likely unconsciously written) fallacies which were
embodied in an article appearing in the magazine section of a recent issue of the Boston Sunday Herald. The article
appeared under a bold-type caption of MELODIOUS INSTRUMENTS OF OLD 'KILLED' BY JAZZ, with a subcaption of Guitar, Harp, Mandolin and Banjo Silenced by the Dim of Syncopation. In passing, why "dim" of
syncopation? Syncopation is not necessarily ......... As we understand the word it has to do wholly with music rhythm
or beat, and nothing at all with volume of sound. Perhaps the caption phrase may have been used as a figure of
speech to attract the attention of the readers, yet even so it would seem to be a "figure" somewhat loosely figured
.
Why Pick on the Harp?
As it stands, however, the article in question probably furnished interesting Sunday reading for those whose
aim on that day seems to be mostly one of trying to kill time between breakfast and bedtime with the Sunday sheets,
regardless of verity in details, and this particular writing, although apparently without much intention, is broadly
fallacious on many points and grossly misleading in many instances. For example, the Herald scribe asks:
"In how many drawing-rooms nowadays do young ladies play the harp, even though they have arms as
beautiful as those of a Greek goddess?"
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In the name of Venus and Aphrodite! Does this writer measure music only by physical charms, and is not that
question based upon pure fallacy? We always had thought (possibly erroneously on) that it was an innate desire for
music coupled with love for the harp which led to its playing, rather than to a display of lovely arms-perhaps bared
for the occasion? No, we do not know as to the number of drawing-rooms in which this instrument is played by
Greek-goddess-armed young ladies, as such functions are not included in the editorial regime, but we do know that
there are women harpists (young and also not so young) who are playing important roles in many of the great
symphonic and other orchestras as an essential part of the ensemble, not to display pulchritude in arms. We also
know, as evidently the Herald writer does not, of recent all-harp concert recitals with from 80 to 100 of these
beautiful instruments in ensemble, and with the majority of the harpists ladies. Does this indicate the silencing of the
harp? Strange as it may seem, such great firms as Lyon & Healy of Chicago and the Oliver Ditson Company of
Boston still carry not a few harps in stock.
Then an Unkind Blow to the Harmonica
Again, Missouri-like, the scribe asks to be shown "the boy who goes to school with a harmonica in his pocket
and who understands the mysteries of 'double tonguing,' etc." He then draws upon his imagination and tell the reader
that (along with Jew's harps) harmonicas have now"Gone. The present generation knows them not. They are one with the lute, the bassett and the clavichord.
You may find a few dusty and rusted specimens in some pawnshop..... but seemingly realizing to the full that they
belong to another day and to a dead generation."
If all that is not fallaciously misleading in the face of facts, what is it? True, that the bassett-horn and
clavichord are gone, and by right they should be in the light of now utterly useless instruments, but the lute is still
here in a modern form that is better adapted to present needs.
It also is true that at the moment we might not be able to "show" him any particular boy who carries an
harmonic around in his pocket (although we know of such), but we could tell him of a group-picture recently
reproduced by one of the prominent New York trade journals, and in this picture there are shown some two hundred
laughing, happy-faced boys playing harmonicas which in all probability they do carry around with them in their
pockets. We also could call his attention to an article of some length in a recent issue of the New York Evening Mail
relative to what that journal termed "the harmonica craze," and in which was included the statement that
"Everybody's playing one." To quote briefly from the Mail article:
"When we think of harmonics these days, we think of them in connection with 'contests," 'finals,' and
'championships.' Last spring New York City had its own harmonica 'tourney,' which is being repeated in
Minneapolis, St. Paul, Duluth, Chicago, Columbus and other cities, under the auspices of the city recreation boards.
Seriously, at the present writing there are more than forty-five professional harmonica players on the vaudeville
circuits, some of whom are receiving at high as $450 a week.
In the face of the preceding as fact, can the harmonica be placed in the list of "killed" or pawnshop
wounded? The Herald writer evidently does not know that Hohner & Co. of New York City have so modernized the
harmonica by the "Hohner chromatic" that the instrument is now playable in any key: nor does he seem cognizant of
the fact that since this firm organized and conducted demonstrations and contests, results have demonstrated that the
harmonica is more popular than ever and not an instrument that is now obsolete.
Why Blame the Banjo on Africa?
With so much as a sort of musico-patriotism in support of some of the "melodious instruments of old," let us
now note a few fallacies regarding the instruments in which The CADENZA is most interested. Reverting to the subcaption, in which the banjo, mandolin and guitar are supposed to have been "Silenced by the Din of Syncopation,"
when writing upon some specific subject for a great Sunday paper, is it not better that a writer should be more
thoroughly posted and deal with facts rather than fallacies? As an illustration of how little this particular writer was
posted on one of the fretted instruments, he asks:
"What has become of the African banjo on which everybody used at one time to pick and strum the familiar
negro melodies?"
The old popular error embodied in that question is almost too trite and stale to be noticed, but - African
banjo! Shades of the Dear Departed! Where does Joe Sweeney fit in as the now universally conceded originator of
the great American instrument? And when, please, did "everybody pick and strum" on what for many years was not
widely regarded as an instrument but as a "thing?" As to this instrument having been "Silenced by the Din of
Syncopation," summered down to picks and pegs the banjo is one of the best syncopators of the whole syncopating
bunch that hardly would be silenced by the din of its own doing. It is more than probable that the Vega Company of
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Boston, the Bacon Banjo Company of Groton, William L. Lange of New York City, and other big manufacturers,
could furnish reliable sales statistics which would prove that the banjo has not yet received its quietus.
It moreover is quite evident that the writer of the Sunday article has not read in a February issue of the Music
Trades about a big "Banjo Week" held in the metropolis at the salesrooms of H. & A. Selmer, Inc., at which some of
the world's greatest un-silenced banjo exponents were present throughout the week and played the "silenced" (?)
instrument - Harry Reser, who is conceded to be the greatest recording banjoist in the world; D. Romero, with Mal
Hallett's orchestra at the Roseland Gardens'; Ralph Dexter, soloist with Lou Gold's orchestra at the Wigwam Club;
Floyd Campbell, with Paul Van Loan's Cinderella Orchestra; Michael Pingitore, soloist with Paul Whiteman's
famous orchestra, and Wm. D. Bowen, masterly exponent of the standard five-string banjo.
Neither could the writer in the Herald have read a very significant article in a recent issue of the
Philadelphia Public Ledger by R. E. Challiss, an authority on and player of the banjo, who was called upon by that
paper to write the article because of the present "tremendous revival of the banjo in all its forms," Dr. Challis writes
in part:
"When I say that the banjo is now the most popular musical instrument in the United States I am not talking
at random, for at the present time there are about 4,000,000 of them in use in this country, and I very much doubt if
there is anything like that number of other single instruments. It is not generally known, but there are almost as many
etudes and technical studies written for the banjo as for the violin or piano. The instruction books and methods of
course teach all keys. The amount of literature for the instrument is surprisingly large, the solo pieces being
numbered by the many hundreds. The modern developments of the instrument has been such that there are now many
arrangements of the classic compositions for the banjo while many publishers of orchestra music are adding banjo
parts."
The Mandolin
Regarding the mandolin, the Herald writer asks this question:
"How many mandolins-the highly ornamented pot-bellied kind-are in use now, as compared with the
thousands that once formed the musical equipment of the up-to-date boy and girl?"
Such a question is not only fallacious, but foolish, for there is no comparison as to numbers, the "thousands"
then having increased to perhaps many tens of thousands now. Moreover, the same number of "up-to-date boys and
girls" are now serious-minded young men and women. These, equipped today with more costly mandolins than of
old, regard them seriously as instruments of music and not as a passing musical fad, a turn of mind or trend of
thought which means more and not less mandolins made and played. It is said that Gibson, Inc., makers of highgrade fretted instruments, are selling more fine mandolins today than ever before, many of these rivaling the
handiwork of old Stradivarius.
Where, say twenty-years ago, the mandolin soloists who scintillated (virtuosi, in truth) might almost have
been counted on the fingers of one hand, today there are hundreds of solo mandolinists who can give a most brilliant
musical accounting of themselves and of their instruments-either "pot-bellied" or flat-backed. Does this mean that the
mandolin has been relegated to the ash-heap because of the "din of syncopation?" :Hardly!
Nor is it only as solo instrument that the mandolin has refused to be "silenced," for today there is scarcely a
city or sizable town in the United States that has not its mandolin organizations (professional or amateur or both),
while a most pronounced revival of plectrum interest is strongly, apparent among the strictly amateur. It is fact and
not fallacy that there now are more regularly organized mandolin orchestras in this country, with new ones being
organized almost over night, than those to whom only the jazz side of the music equation is perceptible are perhaps
aware.
Neither are these organizations like the earlier so-called "clubs" with their single-voiced mandolin sections
which represented the musical ambitions of the "up-to-date boy and girl." Rather are they legitimate and effective
ensembles with four-voiced mandolin choirs of first and second mandolins, mandolas and mando-cellos and mandobasses, reinforced by the guitars and banjos, and equipped with expensive and splendidly constructed instruments
manipulated by educated and musically artistic players. And the peak is not yet reached.
No! Far from being "killed" by the modern jazz orchestras (none of which is considered rhythmically
complete without its banjo, tenor-banjo, mandolin-banjo or other variant), the recent strong impetus noticeable in the
present organizing of more and more mandolin orchestras possibly might be traced to some of the very things which
the writer in the Sunday Herald accuses of melodic murder. Furthermore, there are scores of "string acts" now being
professionally demonstrated in vaudeville, as against a possible two, three or four of a few years ago, nor are these
specializing on jazz. We hope that none will misconstrue this writing into a tirade-against jazz, for the writer
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unblushingly admits to a sort of liking for that kind of music in some of its less maniacal forms. The intention simply
is to refute a few fallacious statements which might mislead many readers when sent broadcast by a widely read
Sunday paper.
Mandolins Break into the Dance orchestra
And what about the fretted instruments and dancing? It is somewhat painfully apparent that the Herald writer
is not posted as to the extent in which the mandolin family with the banjo and its variants are being exploited by the
leading dance orchestras in the country-the big and popularly prominent ones. Some of these and their fretted
instrumentations are:
Isham Jones, College Inn, Chicago: mandolin, mandola, mandolin-banjo and tenor-banjo.
Thies and Riechman, Oriole Terrace, Detroit: tenor-banjo and a complete fretted string section.
Oriole Orchestra, Edgewater Beach Hotel, Chicago: mandola, guitar and mandolin-banjo, tenorbanjo.
Benson Quartet, Chicago: mandolin, mando-cello, guitar and mandolin-banjo.
Arnold Johnson, Trianon dance pavilion, Chicago: guitar, tenor-banjo.
Clyde Doerr, Congress Hotel, Chicago: tenor-banjo, mandola, mandolin, mando-cello.
Gene Rodemich, Statler St. Louis: tenor-banjo, guitar, and complete fretted string section.
Lou Gold, Wigwam Club, New York City: tenor-banjo, mandolin, mandola, mando-bass, guitar and
banjo.
Vincent Lopez, New York City and Buffalo: tenor-banjo, mandolin, mandola and guitar.
California Ramblers, New York City; complete fretted instrumentation.
Austin J. Wylie, Golden Pheasant, Cleveland: mandolin, mandola, mando-cello, mando-bass and tenorbanjo.
Bob Miller, Idlewild Orchestra, Memphis, Tennessee: mandolin, mandola and tenor-banjo.
Whiteman's Collegians, St. Louis: tenor-banjo, mandolin, mandola, mando-cellos and guitar.
Goldkette's Graystone Orchestra (Official WWJ Broadcasting Orchestra) Detroit: tenor-banjo and
complete mandolin string section.
Frank Westphal, Rainbow Gardens, Chicago; Emerson Gill, Bamboo Gardens, Cleveland; House of David
Symphonic Jazz Orchestra, Benton Harbor, Michigan (also in vaudeville); Dick's Dixie Orchestra, St. Louis;
Erickson Orchestra, St. Paul; Fisher's Exposition Orchestra, Miami, Florida-all using banjos, with in many instances
other fretted instruments. The Gilbert Rolfe Group on the Keith Circuit is also said to be using ten of the fretted
family.
The Banjo a Recognized Orchestral Instrument
Of course, this article does not pretend to include mention of the thousands of dance orchestras, as well as
theater, concert and vaudeville (stage and even pit) orchestras using tenor-banjo, or the older five-string banjo and
its more modern orchestral variant, the "plectrum banjo." The banjo is too well established as an orchestral necessity
to need defense.
Fretted Instruments on the Records
The editor has recently heard several beautiful dance records which noticeably feature the modern mandolin
and guitar families, one in particular giving a wonderful demonstration of the tonal beauty of the mandola. Several
were particularly fascinating because of the fine guitar playing, the guitar being used instead of the tenor-banjo and
supplying both melody and rhythm.
There are also in the catalogues of phonograph records several excellent mandolin, banjo and guitar solos.
Particularly gratifying are the guitar solos we have heard. These solos, of course, are produced to appeal to the lovers
of popular music and are played with a pick full harmony style.
Some of the mandolin solos would meet favor with the most severe critics, as they exemplify the highest type
of violin music, produced by an artist on the mandolin, as well as numbers written especially for mandolin by great
composers.
As a whole, the Herald writer's article deprecates the passing of instruments which have not passed, and
advocates the bringing back of what has not departed-a well-intentioned mental attitude, yet none the less a verbal
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paradox. Facts are indisputable things, and facts show that instead of having been "killed" or "silenced" the fretted
instruments are sounding more melodiously alive than ever before, also to a greater and better purpose.
If a newspaper writer on any subject would have his writing stand as authority, he first should thoroughly
post himself upon all the various phrases of his subject and then be careful to draw a sharp line of demarcation
between fact and fallacy. The banjo, mandolin and guitar "Silenced by the Din of syncopation?" Forsooth! The
article would be funny, if it were not so-fallacious?
"Listen In" and You'll Hear the Banjo, Mandolin and Guitar
One factor which is fairly sure as testing the living or dead status in popularity of certain forms of music,
musical instruments or performances, one which our writer friend of the Herald seems either to have overlooked or
forgotten, is the radio; and what makes it a good factor is that when the listeners-in hear something that is particularly
liked they have the pleasant habit of immediately using the telephone or telegraph to notify the sending station of that
liking and to ask for a repetition at an early future date-the only radio encore possible.
It is superfluous to say that these t. and t. encores (sometimes TNT is their spontaneous outburst) go a long
way towards forming future programs, and even a cursory glance at the broadcasted programs of only a year back
will prove the exceeding popularity of the fretted instruments (solo and ensemble) with radio fans everywhere by
their "return of dates." We could cite names and dates of banjo radiophoning in singles (solo), doubles (duets) and
quadruples (quartet), one of the most recent of the latter form being the Hillman String Quartet (three banjos and
guitar) broadcasted from Station KFAF of the Denver Post, Denver, Colorado.
As a notable instance of solo banjo playing over the radio, Mr. Frederick J. Bacon (president of the Bacon
Banjo Company, Inc. and a veteran banjo soloist with a name second to none) created a furore with his banjo
broadcasting only as short a time ago as last October from Station WJZ at Aeolian Hall in New York City. Delighted
fans, as well as other who probably never before had heard a banjo played, worked the telephone and telegraph over
time during the recital, repressing their appreciation and calling for more. This was followed during the next few
days by an avalanche of congratulatory letters requesting a speedy repetition, which has been given. That surely is
one banjo which has not been "silenced."
It was the same with Mr. Arthur P. Melchert of Seattle, Washington, who delighted an invisible audience of
unknown numbers with an evening mandolin and Hawaiian guitar recital, broadcasted from Station KFJC of the
Seattle Post-Intelligencer, Jazz? The mandolin program included such numbers as "Song to the Evening Star" from
"Tannhauser" (Wagner); "Gloria," from Mozart's "Twelfth Mass"; "Nachstuke," "Nocturne No. 4" (Schumann), and
"La Paloma" (Yradier). The Hawaiian numbers were typical and melodious.
Mandolin Ensembles the Most Popular Radio Entertainment
It can be said without stretching the truth that the most popular radio instrumental ensembles are the
mandolin orchestras. Space does not permit enumerating by name the many hundreds of these which are constantly
broadcasting and repeating dates, but they range from the Great Northwest to the extreme South; from the Pacific
coast to the Atlantic seaboard, and include all the great cities of the Middle West. Is not this still further conclusive
and indubitable proof that the Herald has erred, and that "Jazz" has not "Killed" the mandolin, banjo and guitar,
neither have they been "Silenced by the Din of Syncopation?"

FEBRUARY 2, OUTLOOK
GERSHWIN AND MUSICAL SNOBBERY by Charles L. Buchanan - A vote of thanks should be tendered
Mr. Walter Damrosch and the Symphony Society for their courage in having recently given us another chance to
hear George Gershwin's Piano Concerto. This composition, written for the Symphony Society, and performed for the
first time by Mr. Damrosch last season, shows an increasingly clear title to be ranked the one composition of
indubitable vitality, originality, and authentic progressiveness that this country has produced.
Hearing this work the other day made me wish to abase myself and retract the nonsense I wrote about it last
season. At that time it had seemed to me self-conscious, tongue-tied, partially sterile; although even at a first hearing
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the unprecedented, queer beauty of the second movement made itself felt unmistakably. I am now inclined to assert
that this work can hold its own with the finest examples of this from of composition that we have. Given a fair trial
(which is precisely what one fears it will not be given), its second and third movements will go miles ahead of such
outstanding and popular works as the Tchaikovsky B Flat Minor Concerto or the Rachmaninoff C Minor Concerto.
The persistent hammer and thud of the last movement, with its fascinating thematic material, and the grotesque,
devious beauty of the second movement make for a point of view and a kind of sound for which there is no exact
parallel.
There is grave reason for assuming, however, that this work will fail to obtain the high measure of praise and
encouragement it deserves. Mr. Gershwin, as most people know, is a highly successful writer of "popular" music. He
is implicated in that monstrous thing, jazz. He has supplied tunes for those adroit and entertaining shows "Lady, Be
Good," "Tip Toes," "Oh, Kay." As a result, he is already "placed," "labeled," "tagged," so to speak. In other words,
the chances are that if Mr. Gershwin gave this country a superlatively fine piece of music (and, for my part, I think he
has already done so in this Concerto), he would nevertheless remain unfavorably associated in the average
consciousness with the dubious activities of the White Light district.
It is for the purpose of directing attention to the absurd fallaciousness of this very general attitude of mind
that this article is written. There is a comfortable and convenient notion, old as the hills, that, in the last analysis,
intrinsic merit will obtain recognition. "Water finds its level" and "You can't keep a good man down" are popular
crystallizations of this easy-going philosophy. This erroneous assumption is a part of that superficial and slovenly
sort of optimism which is more often than not a smoke-screen thrown out to cloak inertia and indifference. Preeminence is possibly eight times out of ten a question of circumstance, precedent, propinquity. The work of art, for
instance, is usually accepted in so far as it approximates a standard upon which consensus of respectable opinion has
set its seal of approval. If it deviates from this standard, it is usually viewed with suspicion. Professional critical
opinion, even, does not venture far from the rules of artistic deportment sanctioned by the "best people." Your
average critic knows that it is safer to go with the tide of conventional opinion than it is to take up the cudgels for
anything outside the beaten path of standpattism.
We see this tendency already at work in the case of Gershwin. Looking over the next morning's reviews of
his performance, we note an evasiveness on the part of our critics. Mr. Lawrence Gilman took the curiously negative
attitude of dismissing the affair with a more or less perfunctory gesture, delicately and tactfully witty, and then
proceeded to a lengthy discussion of a Sibelius tone poem which followed, and which appealed to him as
disappointingly boring and negligible. Mr. Olin Downes went a little farther, and conceded that we may have
"underestimated" the work; but he, too, perpetrated the absurd inconsistency of giving Gershwin one paragraph to
the three paragraphs given the Sibelius tone poem. Mr. Henderson refused to commit himself, and Mr. Peyser
shrugged his shoulders contemptuously. Many of the members of the orchestra were frankly antagonistic to the
composition, even to the point of reviling it.
Why, one asks, must this perverse attitude of resistance to the new persist in human nature? For years we
have been striving to encourage, develop, produce an American music. When some one gives us a music which may
or may not be American (whatever that is or ought to be), but which is beyond the shadow of a doubt a new, vital,
propulsive kind of sound, musical snobbery is up in arms against it, and the old deadly steam-roller of classical
routine goes over the achievement and extinguishes it. In one breath our intelligentsia are deploring the fact that our
art is a mere sterile replica of European standards and then when we produce something that is individually spicy and
racy and partially indigenous, the same intelligentsia throw up their hands in holy horror because the affair does not
approximate European standards. "This is all right in so far as it goes," they say; "but keep it in its proper
environment. Segregate jazz; it belongs to the cabaret; how dared it knock at the doors of the sacred temples of
sound!"
It is time some one had the courage to call emphatic attention to the counterfeit quality of this attitude. It is
not genuine. It is bogus. It is the attitude of artistic social climbers, not sure of themselves. The blue-blood, to-themanner-born musical aristocrat should be able to enjoy jazz in its proper proportion as he enjoys the third act of
"Tristan" in its proper proportion. Unfortunately, most persons are incapable of independent reactions. They cannot
estimate a thing for whatever degree of particular intrinsic merit the thing may possess. They are dependent on
signposts and preconceived ideas. Their opinions are formed through a sort of Social Register, so to speak, of the
artistic proprieties. When Chabrier's "Espana" is played at Carnegie Hall, it is "good" music. If the tunes upon which
it is based were heard at the Biltmore, they would be "popular" music. When Stravinsky adroitly exploits a number
of ordinary Russian tunes in his "Patroushka," the affair is hailed as an outstanding event in the history of music.
When Gershwin is alleged to have done the same thing in his Piano Concerto, something is said about Tin Pan Alley,
and the matter is dismissed as of negligible importance.
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As a matter of fact, the Gershwin Concerto has no more to do with jazz than the Grieg Concerto has to do
with Norwegian folk music. It is not to be viewed condescendingly, as an interesting experiment or a freak
exhibition; it is an assured accomplishment; and, as Mr. Walter Damrosch pointed out in conversation with the
present writer, it can hold its own with universal competition. Emphasis should be laid upon this point. Let us forget
jazz and Tin Pan Alley (wherever precisely that is), and the fact that Mr. Gershwin wrote "Oh, Kay," and judge this
composition as we would judge a composition of Honegger's or Stravinsky's or some one else's. It may then become
clear that Gershwin has given us one of the few gestures of vivid, enticing sound that music has had to offer since
Stravinsky's "Sacre du Printemps."
Plain speaking of this sort may be looked upon as evidence of a critical instability on the part of the writer.
But some one has got to come out in the open, whole-heartedly and fearlessly, if music in this country is to be saved
from the deadening influences of class distinction, of conventionality, of academic snobbery and hair-splittings. It is
a fallacy to believe that a genuine musical beauty will survive on its merits alone. Greig, one of the most
penetratingly beautiful harmonists of all time, is seldom, if ever, played by the professional musician. Grainger, one
of the most fervent, potential, natural musical talents we have to-day, is still tethered to his reputation as the
composer of "Country Gardens" or "Irish Tune." Shall we allow this inequitable kind of fate to impede Gershwin?
Unfortunately, there is every reason to predict that Gershwin will not receive sufficient encouragement to
"carry one," as we say. We shall probably continue our fulsome habit of overlooking a genius in the hand while we
are searching for problematic geniuses in the bush. It is a way we have. Only a short time ago I read in one of our
prominent magazines an article consisting of elaborate surmises as to the inception and growth of some problematic
future American music; and a little later on Mr. Henderson quoted the article with eulogistic comment. What the
writer of the article was driving at is more than I know; for I could find nothing but a series of highly theoretical and
philosophic speculations, without a single concrete and specific reference or recommendation. I move that we let the
future take care of itself, and give out attention to the present. Then we may come to appreciate the vivid aptness of a
cinema score such as that supplied "The Big Parade," for example, or the twang of a kind of raw, harsh beauty that
we hear in Gershwin at his topnotch.
In conclusion, it is hardly necessary to point out that no one in his sober senses suggests that the Gershwin
Concerto should be placed on a par with Bach or Brahms or Beethoven. The claim is made, however, that if you
were to hear Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue" or this Concerto with an absolutely unprejudiced pair of ears, you
would concede that this music is rattling good fun, to begin with, and fascinating, at times exquisite music, to end
with. It is not going too far to say that, even including the Rachmaninoffian melody in the strings, there is nothing in
all music quite like the second movement of this Concerto. Not beautiful in the classic or romantic sense, it yet
possesses a peculiarly hoarse, tart, stunted charm that touches at least the exclusive finger-tips of an alien loveliness.
One may not soon forget its far-off stuttering trumpet, and the spruce, jaunty piano passage that follows.
Here is a piece of music generated, if you will, by jazz, but valuable intrinsically as a thing in itself. Its
virtues are threefold; it has charm, it is technically expert, and it has used jazz merely as a spring-board from which
to project itself into the mystical areas of a distinct individuality. It is not essentially American in the sense that
Thanksgiving Day or Fourth of July are essentially American. It is not American in the sense that a song of Stephen
Foster's is American. It is music of the pavement rather than of the soil. In so far as it at times affiliates with the jazz
spirit, it is the Negro exploited by the Jew. But it is, in company with the collective popular music of our time, the
one unmistakably live impulse in contemporary music. And there is grave reason to believe that such an impulse,
from whatever source it comes, is indispensable to the present well-being of music. Scan the entire musical horizon
to-day, and no single vital, dominating figure is in sight. Ravel, in France, appears to have touched the summit of his
talent in his exquisite and entrancing, if somewhat sophisticated "la Valse." Stravinsky has done nothing of
significance since his memorable "Sacre du Printemps," which work , incidentally, appears more and more to have
been the outcome of a fortuitous experimentation rather than the inevitable expression of a consistently unfolding
genius. I cannot agree with those persons who look hopefully towards Bloch; his "Israel" Symphony seemed to me to
be merely in line with music's tiresome modern tendency in the direction of extreme and illegitimate inarticulateness.
Music, I believe, is going to seed. Preoccupation with tonal and harmonic complexity has rendered it an alien and
artificial thing. It must be taken out of the sacrosanct confines and super refinements of philosophic theory, of
technical hair-splittings, and given an airing. It is in need of revitalization. Never a believer in the national music
idea to the fallacious extent to which some persons carry it, I yet suggest the advisability of a blood transfusion, so to
speak, and recommend for this purpose a recognition of the merits and importance of so-called popular music. In the
case of Gershwin, I do not know whether he has the cultural inheritance, the artistic morale, to grow largely and
finely. But by all means let us give him his chance. It is to be hoped that progressive musicians like Mr. Stolowski,
Mr. Sakoloff, Mr. Reiner, and so on will interest themselves in this work.
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FEBRUARY 22, - OUTLOOK
GEORGE GERSHWIN AND JAZZ by George Newell (The relation of George Gershwin to jazz is best
expressed in the words of Walter Damrosch: "Various composers have been walking around jazz like a cat around a
plate of hot soup, waiting for it to cool off ........ so they might lift it to the level of musical respectability....... George
Gershwin seems to have accomplished that miracle." Mr. Gershwin is now at work on a brief ballet, "An American in
Paris.")
For many empty years serious creative music in America was a sort of catch-as-catch-can affair. The muse
of the lyre was looked upon as the anemic sister of the American arts, that robust art which had produced Walt
Whiteman and Sargent. Somehow Europe had us musically buffaloed. There was talent, to be sure, but they could
not get their composing machinery to function originally.
They would pilgrimage to Paris or Berlin. There they would study, drink beer, and affect "Flying
Dutchman" hats; soon to return to their native land neatly done up in a French or German bandbox. They would
write just that sort of music too, the only difference being that it was then called "American."
But was it? Listen to the ten bars of the "Rhapsody in Blue" before you answer. George Gershwin seems to
be at last the American who can express his native land and its life in terms of notes, trombones, or what have you?
But you will say, "Is this African stuff any more American than the imitation European music?"
The way it is done by Mr. Gershwin, I believe it is.
For that matter, what European school is free from Foreign influence? The music of Spain is a volatile
blend of Moorish, Basque, and gypsy. The profound influence of Hungarian-gypsy music on the work of the German
composer Brahms is well known. The similarity of the wild glamour so red-headedly existent in Celtic folk-songs is
startling in its Slavic resemblance.
"Very well, then; but tell me, what is this jazz, anyway?"
Some say jazz is this, some say jazz is that. The name itself was found by Lafcadio Hearn in the Creole
patois of New Orleans. It meant "to speed up," particularly in reference to syncopated music. In Africa the word
"jas," or "jazz," has a corresponding meaning among the natives. But I say fiddle-de-dee for all these learned
definitions. Jazz is American, and that's that. Now let's hear you define America.
Difficult, isn't it?
Some of the components of America may be more or less defined though: nervous energy, joy, humor,
youth, lack of repression, freedom of expression. It is because the spirit of jazz so admirably paints this musical
picture of America that the coming of George Gershwin at this time is so propitious.
A bumptious English wit of the nineteenth century said: "American musicians are at present too
gentlemanly to faithfully portray their motherland. When a good husky rail-splitter comes along and turns to music,
you will then have a man sufficiently equipped by experience and character to write American music."
One needs the copious probing of the figurative thumb nail to scratch through the veneer of this false
statement. For in recalling the personalities of Lincoln, Bret Harte, and Blackelock we are tempted to ratify the
Englishman's definition. That is, we would be so tempted if we had met George Gershwin.
Every inch of this tall young man is that of a gentleman. He is posed, quiet, and well-mannered. He is
genuinely polite, kind, and considerate. He is always willing to listen to the work of any other composer and advise
him. The names of the men and women whom he has helped along the barbed road to success would give our
typesetter a dizzy morning. Yet he is not a rail-splitter, nor has he the arrogant, temperamental qualities of a Wagner
or a Debussy.
As a man, I should say he is more like that kindly, naive composer Mozart. Mozart, you will recall, was that
fastidious gentleman so patently at home in either the glittering Court of Vienna or the smoky cottage of a roadside
peasant.
If any harassed process-server ever has occasion to search out the presence of Mr. Gershwin, I advise him
to look either at Mrs. Astor's or "Pop" Connolly's lunch-wagon. If he is at the wages, Mr. Gershwin will be the only
diner who's elbows do not garnish the counter!
George Gershwin was born twenty-nine years ago in Brooklyn. He was no child musical prodigy. He
assures us that he played nothing during his first thirteen years-nothing except hooky or precarious one-eyed-cat
around the fire-plugs and the neighborhood pushcarts.
That he might possess musical talent never occurred to his hard-working mother and father. There had
never been any musician in the family. What would they do with a musician, anyhow.
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At the age of thirteen, however, the affairs of the father took a turn toward the near-prosperous. A piano was
acquired-an upright of uncertain vintage. Still, the varnish was nice and shiny and the keys pushed up and down
beautifully.
Ira, George's elder brother, was to take piano lessons-the same Ira who is now one of Broadway's cleverist
lyric writers. He will enter our story farther on.
Ira was to take lessons at fifty cents an hour from a "lady teacher." The younger brother was never
considered, but one day he climbed upon the stool and proceeded, in his usual experimental fashion, to see what
made the thing go. He found out.
It was immediately apparent to his mother that the fifty-cent investment would not be wasted on George. He
could become a doctor, maybe.
For four months the marvelous musical absorptive qualities of George's quick mind kept the "lady teacher"
in a state of breathless pedagogy. And at the end of ten dollars' worth of lessons, she was "all taught out."
But George was anything but "all taught in," so he went to study with a funny old Dutchman who used to be
a bandmaster." He taught the young Gershwin such musical pastries as the "William Tell Overture" with weddingcake variations and other brassy favorites of bandmasters reduced to teaching piano-forte.
Thanks to a few discerning friends and his own intuitive instincts to gravitate in the right direction, he soon
left this harbinger of the brass band.
He then went to study with the late Charles Hambitzer. George was fifteen then. To this day he speaks of
this teacher with genuine awe and affection, "He was a fine musician-and I really began to learn something."
These piano lessons of the first few years were about the only lessons (in the common meaning of the word)
that George Gershwin ever had. For the most part his facility for brilliant piano playing has been self-taught.
Self-taught is surely the correct term for his technique as a composer. Like Wagner and Schubert, he seems
to have studied with no one in particular, preferring to abide by the counsel of this own ear. He is decidedly an aural
musician. He listens to everything, attending concerts religiously, that his ear may be a true teacher. No formulaebound academician ever superimposed his agglutinized conventions upon the soul of George Gershwin.
To be sure, he did treat himself to the luxury, of a few harmony lessons (weekly inoculations from a textbook of correct church harmonies).
When he was seventeen, he began to earn his living. He started in as a song-plugger for the popular music
firm of Remick.
Do you know what a song-plugger is? He is the anvil-chorus, high-pressure, robot-like salesman of the
ragtime music publisher. All day long. often for ten hours, he must sit and "swat out" syncopated ditties on a piano-a
sort of musical demonstration to "the trade" of the latest "hits." Fine for the nerves and the piano tuners' union.
I forgot to mention that the song-plugger was paid $15 a week for his musico-gymnastic efforts.
In the evenings, if he had any energy left from his work in the music iron foundry, George composed-but
nothing of much consequence. As a composer he was still going through the uncubator stage; soaking it up-blues,
spirituals, nigger ballads, and mixing them with the Chopin and Beethoven of his piano lessons.
Two years of this song-plugging, and then one day he quit.
"I just walked out," he said. "It wasn't what a wanted.
"No, I didn't have any other job in view. That $15 was all I was making."
The same intuitive instinct that sent him from the poor teaching of the bandmaster to the door of Hambitzer
was again evident. This time it took him to "Will" Vodary, that dynamic negro musician and orchestrator.
The kindly "Will" got him to try out for pianist at the rehearsals of "Miss 1917"-a Jerome Kern-Wodehouse
show.
It was a fortunate try-out. (For George, that is; the other pianist was fired.) George could put lots more pep
into his work. He could play the music up in the treble, down in the bass, and in countless original ways of his own
invention, to the great delectation of the chorus and the dancing director.
"You can't make up new dance steps to a lot of melodious opium," was the dancing man's comment.
"That tip of Vodary's got me a $35-a-week job."
And now came another friend in need-Vivian Segal. At the Sunday night concerts of the Century Theatre
she sang two of Gershwin's songs. The success of these two songs was the beginning of an easier trail for George.
The firm of Harms & Company, who control ninety per cent of all the American show music, signed him on the
dotted line-the first man to be so contracted since Jerome Kern. And soon, in 1919, came his first big success, "La
La, Lucile."
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Since then he has written all or some of the music for twenty-five shows. At present he has music in two
shows on Broadway-"Funny Face" and "Rosalie," one, "Oh, Kay," on the road; another company in London, and one
in Australia.
In almost all of these shows his lyrical collaborator has been his older brother, Ira, the one George sidetracked from the fifty-cent lessons.
The family really had tried to make a doctor out of Ira. He even got to the "pre-medic course" at City
College. But he had too much of his brother's spirit to stay where he was not happy. So he too "walked out on them"
to be treasurer and secretary of "Colonel Lagg's Greater Empire Shows"-a Mid-West tent carnival to which a hamlet
of a thousand inhabitants was a big stand.
"I was lucky to get that job," Ira told me; "the other treasurer had absconded. And I got $35 a week, too,
only $5 less than the highest-paid man in the show- the wire-walker. But I had to put up my own tent, and that title,
secretary-treasurer, is just a lot of hokum for ticket-seller."
George had already won his spurs as a musical-comedy composer before Ira entered the field. And rather
than be known as the brother of a famous brother who got his job via the convenient alleyway of fraternal politics,
Ira wrote his first lyrics under the name of Arthur Francis. For a long time he insisted that his musical brother refer
to his lyrics as the work of "a college boy I know, who isn't so bad."
Arthur Francis had quite achieved success in his own right before he collaborated officially with George,
though the plan that Ira become a lyric writer was first sponsored by his brother. But Ira had fully cut his teeth on the
show "Two Little Girls in Blue" before he dropped the pen-name. He and George then wrote "lady, Be Good."
It was in the year of "Lady, Be Good" (1924) that George Gershwin wrote the epochal "Rhapsody in Blue."
Here was something truly new in music. Jazz had indeed come into its syncopated own.
In commenting on this work Walter Damrosch said: "Various composers have been walking around jazz
like a cat around a plate of hot soup, waiting for it to cool off......so they might lift it to the level of musical
respectability.......George Gershwin seems to have accomplished that miracle."
So confident of this fact was the conductor of the New York Symphony that the next year, 1925, he
commissioned Mr. Gershwin to write a jazz piano concerto. Gershwin accepted this commission the day before
sailing to England to produce a show. "I didn't have any idea if I could write one, of course," he told me, "but I'd
heard a few concertos at concerts"! ! !
He returned from England, and in one month he wrote the concerto-fully scored by himself for one hundred
and ten symphony players.
Practically no other jazz composer orchestrates any of his work. Many of them, the "one-finger composers,"
must have a professional arranger to write the notes down on paper for them. Very few of even the liberate popularsong writers ever bother to write their own harmonies.
The success of the concerto, while not as sensational as that of the Rhapsody in Blue," was very solid
indeed.
Since the concerto a one-act operatic sketch, "135th Street," has been produced. It was written long before,
however.
I saw Mr. Gershwin a few weeks ago, following the New York opening of "Rosalie," and I can best
characterize his present condition as imminently volcanic. Something is going to happen soon. He is so calm outside
that his insides must be seething. Something big is coming. Is it another "Rhapsody in Blue"?
No one can say but George Gershwin himself, as he writes high up in the sound-proof studio at the top of
his New York home.

MARCH - THE CHESTERIAN
THE FIRST JAZZ OPERA AND OPERETTA by Hugo R. Fleischmann. - With "Johnny strikes up" Ernst
Krenek has created the first jazz opera, just as George Edwards originated jazz operetta with "Lady X." Almost
simultaneously, therefore, two composers of genius, whose exceptional qualities were so far known to a confined
musical circle alone, have proved to the world at large that musical tradition and jazz need not by any means be
irreconcilable opponents, but may get to be on excellent terms on closer acquaintance. The new spirit of our time, as
expressed in jazz, triumphs over tradition; not however in such a way as to obliterate it, but in order to draw it into a
new relationship of which the world gladly takes possession to-day. Jazz infuses something into the petrified
formulas of our European music which not even our radicals, such as Schonberg, Stravinsky, Casella or Bartok are
able to impart to it: the electrifying rhythms of alien races, a peculiar type of construction that mercilessly rends the
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framework of regular phrase-periodicity asunder, and forces of expression which revolutionize our world of feeling,
leave out minds no time for reflection, but take hold of us, carrying us away, one of the stone cages where we have
so long been dreaming and doing wonders, into reality with its sweeping motion, its gigantic buildings and its
inventions that take our breath away. The musician will henceforth take his share in the progress of mankind and no
longer lead a comfortable life of contemplation in cloistered seclusion. He places his technique, his fancy and his
talent at the service of present-day ideas and seeks to give them musical expression: it is thus that we have to regard
jazz as presented to us in the stage works by the two composers in question.
Ernst Krenek, who made such a lucky stroke with the first jazz opera, is of Czechoslovak descent. His home
is that of such men, as Dvorak, Smetana and Leos Janacek, but his cradle was Vienna, where he was born in 1900.
He himself described the stages of his early life in an autobiographical sketch, having begun his musical studies
under Franz Schreker in 1916, he followed his master to Berlin in 1920. His schooling included a careful training in
the traditional curriculum, but he was not unduly burdened with complacent scholasticism. The first of his more
important chamber works, including string quartets, belong to this period, also orchestral music containing three
symphonies. They attempt to approach what is known as "atonality" in their musical idiom. The stage too, attracted
his attention and his works in that direction were the scenic cantata, "Zwingburg," first performed at the Berlin
Staatsoper in 1924 under Erich Kleiber, and the comic opera, "Der Sprung uber den Schatten," to a libretto of his
own, produced at Frankfort o/M. In 1923 Krenek left Germany and lived for two years in Austria and Switzerland,
save for the interruption of visits to France and Italy. This period not only widened his outlook, but gave a decidedly
new turn to his intellectual attitude. New influences are unmistakable in his opera of "Johnny." Krenek discovered an
entirely new relationship between art and life and found a direct association between artist and public to be not only
possible, but in the highest degree desirable. This popularization of art is one of the most remarkable features of his
opera. In 1925 Krenek was appointed conductor to the Prussian State Theatre at Cassel by Paul Bekker, the patron of
modern composers. It was there, accordingly, that his now famous work, "Johnny Strikes Up," was finished on June
19th, 1926, as we are informed by a note in the vocal score.
"Johnny Spielt Auf," as the original title runs, is a stroke of genius. It is a declaration of war directed against
the false phraseology and the torpid ideology of European artistic creation, to which the composer opposes the free
American world-perception, cut loose from tradition and unbiased by antiquity and medievalism. Krenek here
proclaims a new art. Whether it will make its way and prove capable of opening up a new epoch in music will
depend on whether there are a sufficient number of talented and above all unprejudiced composers who have really
grasped the spirit of our time and possess strength enough to take their share in this gigantic subversion. Everything
that appeals to our generation finds its place in "Johnny":-the cinema, the film, broadcasting, loud speakers, jazz, the
fox-trot, exoticism, revues, luxurious hotels and express trains. It is not difficult to imagine with what enormous
difficulties this work confronts the theatrical promoter and the stage manager. But all these unheard-of stage effects
are by no means the essential feature; they are merely the fanciful framework for a stage entertainment the like of
which operatic history has never before experienced.
Strictly speaking, there are two actions, which run parallel to each other and occasionally overlap. Action I:
Johnny, nigger, jazz musician, fiddler, banjo player, trombonist and saxophonist, robs the violinist Daniello of his
valuable Amati instrument. Daniello, whom Krenek describes as a "cheapjack, southeastern male beauty"- we think
of the Roumanian grease painted dandies-follows the clues to a railway station, where he is run over by the train that
is just arriving. Johnny vaults upon the station clock, which transforms itself into the globe of the world, and while he
plays his dance music on the noble master-violin, humanity gyrates in a mad whirl to the rhythms of American jazz.
Action II: The protagonist is a composer, Max, a serious artist, but weak and without power of resistance. The
mountains allure him and he holds dialogues with the glacier, which he idealizes as "the symbol of tangible form, of
perfected nature, of life fully grasped." He falls deeply in love with the singer Anita, the leading lady in his opera,
whom however he is unable to captivate. Anita yields to the passionate seduction of the violinist Daniello (see action
I.) and Max, in despair, is on the point of committing suicide. But in the nick of time he finds the way back to life
and to his beloved, a way which, it is true, is by no means smooth and free from perils, for it leads to exciting pursuit
of criminals, dizzy avalanches and headlong motor-car races, things which are all seen on the stage and whose
realism eclipses everything of the kind ever attempted before.
Let us now consider the music of "Johnny Strikes Up." It is above everything significant that Krenek for the
first time dared to make use of American dance forms which every musically cultivated person had previously
regarded as unholy. His opera is dominated by jazz: it contains the delicious blues, "Leb Wohl, mein Schatz, ich
geh"; a tango, "O reverie"; a shimmy, "So hat uns Johnny aufgespielt" and even a negro spiritual in Johnny's song of
triumph. Whatever one may think of Krenek's audacity in introducing these hits into the world of opera, there is no
doubt that they enrich the forms of that art and impart to it a new and gay aspect which it had hitherto missed. That

- 911 -

Krenek is capable of other things as well he proved sufficiently by the magnificent concerted numbers in the same
work and especially by the powerful, deeply serious and strongly affecting dialogue between Max and the glacier,
which sings in mysterious female voices and moves us to our depths. It is here particularly that Krenek reveals the
rich treasury of his extraordinary gifts and the wealth of his ideas.
George Edwards, the composer of the jazz operetta, "Lady X," the production of which was recently greeted
with tempestuous applause in Vienna, is a Russian domiciled in the United States, who has already given a brilliant
proof of his gifts in his free arrangements of negro spirituals. His "Lady X," the libretto of which was written for him
by Dr. Ludwig Herzer, is not an operetta of the stereotyped kind usually cultivated on the classical Viennese soil by
musical comedy kings like Kalman, Lehar, Oscar Strauss and Leo Fall; it is an entirely new departure, as regards
both the play and the music. It unites the style of the operetta to that of the revue, administers to the theatre a strong
dose of the cinema, and lets the sentimental Viennese song alternate with vigorous orgies of jazz. Sterling musician
that he is, Edwards employs, even for an operetta, a highly polished technique and a brilliant orchestration, thus
lifting musical comedy on a level where it no longer remains a mere amusement for a certain limited public. The
score of "Lady X" is cultivated, pure-bred operetta music with an incredible wealth of happy invention and cut
according to American jazz patterns. And it is curious to note how the composer contrives to give a most refined
character to all his blues, fox-trots, Charlestons and tangos.
Needless to say, the basis of "Lady X" is a love story, but one that take a truly dramatic course and retains
its interest to the last fall of the curtain. Edwards, whose real name is Louis Gruenberg, proves, like Krenek, that the
exotic music of peoples and races of an inferior culture may be purified and rendered profitable to our own art. Much
as with the modern methods of rejuvenation, its youthful, fresh and not yet fully developed glands may yield their
contents and infuse them into the old and enfeebled formalities of European music with the happiest results. In this
respect Edwards-Gruenberg must be regarded as a Voronoff of creative music. It is to be hoped that "Lady X" will
soon begin a triumphal progress from one international centre of musical culture to another.

MARCH 1 - LIVING AGE
TWO HUNDRED YEARS OF OPERA - FROM HANDEL TO JAZZ (beginning on page 441 - JAZZ IN
VIENNA BY Dr. Ernst Decsey.)
In our April 15, 1927, issue we commented on the production of Ernst Krenek's jazz opera, Jonny Spielt Auf
(Jonny Strikes Up), which was first performed in Leipzig a year ago and has since been performed in Berlin as well.
The fact that Vienna, with the finest opera in Europe, has taken up this new work would indicate that it may well
become a classic of our time.
At last it has happened. Black Jonny, wearing his white derby and playing his fiddle and banjo, has won a
decisive victory in the Vienna State Opera House.
The directors and the conductor who had to lead the orchestra set their teeth and went thorough with it, but
their souls were devastated. Half of them prayed for artistic failure, the other half for commercial success. They
wanted to reduce the deficit and at the same time to show the public the futility of modern art-to prove that
modernity shouts but cannot sing.
The unexpected has happened. Jonny is an artistic triumph and a huge financial success; he 'struck up' with
a vengeance-there is no doubt about that. The two first evenings brought sixty thousand shillings into the box office.
The public was in an ecstasy. There were dozens of curtain calls, and deafening applause. The chap with the banjo
conquered the stalwartly defended citadel. Common, everyday Jonny, the scorn of the aristocratic opera, penetrated
the holy of holies and showed his real worth. The audience paid unheard-of prices for seats in the profaned temple,
which proved quite as amusing as it ever had in its purer days.
The terrible has happened! Believers in old-fashioned traditions have lost another battle. Opera, having
been pronounced dead, has suddenly leaped out of its coffin to mock its futile detractors. The success of this new
piece does not, however, lie in its external triumph, but in its complicated, restless presentation, in its stuff and
substance.
The revolution was consummated the moment Jonny first danced across the stage. When the whole Opera
was turned into the familiar succession of streets, electric-light signs, stations, hotels, and all the other fantasies of
modern life, when this midnight express kind of music first struck our ears, the fight was won.
People can criticize Jonny as much as they please; they can rail at the score, and talk of pestilence and
cholera; they can make just as sour faces as they please. But it will do them no good. There he is, my friends; and I
am delighted that I was there, too!
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Opera as a form of art has been turning into a pudgy, fat creature while musical comedies, moving pictures,
revues, and plays have been enlivening our technical apparatus. The opera dwelt in the past, as if Mozart did not
have the stuff of revolution in him, as if Chakocski, Puccini, Charpentier, Leoncavallo, and even Verdi as we know
him in Traviata, were not men of our time. The opera wore the moony trappings of romanticism; it was a world of
evening cloaks; and the first telephone we ever heard appeared in Strauuss's intermezzo.
Johnny's thoughts, however, took a new direction. In a time when Marconi sends wireless waves telling of
distress at sea, have you no fear left? On with the loud-speakers and locomotives! Romance brought in the 9:15 long
hence, and any apparatus, any piece of machinery, is suited to the opera, provided it cannot be filed in a card
catalogue. Everything that music can express is permitted-the depths of the Rhine, hotel terraces, glaciers, dragons,
sewing machines, goat teams, automobiles. With one terrific spring, Jonny has retrieved the opera from neglect and
turned the horn of Oberon into a slide trombone.
Once upon a time this was all in the imagination, like the discovery of America and the airplane. But Ernst
Krenek was the man of the hour. He had the decisive courage to break the egg of Columbus. Perhaps he is merely
talented; perhaps he is a genius. I do not know. But, discoverer or inventor, in any case he is the man of the hour.
Krenek had written voluminously-chamber music, orchestral music, and vocal music-before he attacked this opera.
And he went to this task with no thoughts of immortality, merely trying to construct a practical piece of theatrical
material. Perhaps he just wanted to create a number of good roles. In any case, he himself has played his part more
capably than anyone else, because it is thoroughly fresh and ingenuous. My own enthusiasm testifies to that.
Krenek is of Czech descent and was born in Vienna twenty-seven years ago. He is also a born musician with
a thoroughly journalistic temperament, whose merits resemble those of Dickens. Krenek's work is in the newspaper
tradition, just as his technique is in the operatic tradition. He has a keen eye, a nose for news, and a feeling for
actuality that penetrates all his nerves. He discerns poetry in ordinary affairs. He hears lyrics where others only hear
noise. He finds his material in everyday affairs-in the railway stations and on the streets. He finds it in life itself, and
not in books; and it is extraordinary how hard he hits you.
He did not stagnate in Vienna, where young and old went about with stooped shoulders, but he traveled
abroad-in Paris, in Switzerland, where he made the acquaintance of a new public and discovered what that public
yearned for. Having the courage to apply his knowledge of the world, he has given us a mixtum compositum of
revue, operetta, moving pictures, jazz, and comic and real opera that remains opera none the less and that is enriched
by each new element it contains. The theatre, he said to himself, consists of change and contrast. It is the life of this
whole gaudy universe, the brightest and faintest rays that shine from the heavens.
Here we go! Station lanterns dance like fireflies through the night of his fancy. Let mere men speak prose as
usual. Here we have an exalted, unique dialect. Let us make an opera of it-exciting, amusing, not in the least pathetic,
and, most important of all, comprehensible. Let us feel that the characters are alive, and let us have them experience
the same emotions we do, and not emotions foreign to us. Let everyone understand everything that is happening. A
writer and composer who despises his public never bores them. He is a veritable maitre de plaisir. Furthermore, all
innovators are alike-they never repeat things that have been often repeated before. Wagner expressed this when he
said: 'My spirit thirsts for what has never happened.' That is Krenek's philosophy of the stage, the Jonny philosophy
(Jonnysmus) of 1928.
The plot? Two plots develop smoothly-occasionally too smoothly to suit my taste. But some theatrical
expert has put it all together very cleverly. One plot deals with the neurasthenic Max, a composer and a typical
representative of the old school, sentimental about nature and indecisive-a Hamlet on a glacier. The other theme is
woven about the apelike, roguish Jonny, a negro banjo-player, a violin-thief, a seducer of women, and an entirely
fresh figure on the opera stage.
Between the two is a mixed modern type, Daniello, a handsome, effeminate virtuoso, sweet and vain, a Pied
Piper of Hamelin. 'I am king of the fiddle,' he says. He runs away with Max's friend Anita, the singer, and plays him
false with her. But Jonny steals Daniello's Amati violin and sneaks it into Max's traveling baggage. Max is arrested;
Daniello is run over by a locomotive; Max is freed, leaps wildly on an express to Amsterdam, and rushes away to
America with Anita. The clock in the station turns into a representation of the earth, on top of which Jonny sits
playing to humanity the universal dance of jazz. This symbolism is the climax, and suddenly the show closes on a
note of comedy. The entire cast appear in front of the curtain, roaring with laughter, Daniello the happiest of all. It is
a game, and the players turn to the spectators saying 'Jonny has played, and we've danced to his piping.'
The author of this piece did not write at a desk, but in the theatre itself. You notice that at once. There are
many humorous little skits-Max waiting, with a cigarette in his hand, for Anita's arrival, and the subsequent
disentanglement of their differences. One scene misses fire,-the ride in the automobile,-but there is a matter of small
importance, for it is the whole thing that counts, and the whole thing remains effective.
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The production moves to the tempo of our time, to a motorlike rhythm, and love itself throbs to a new pulse.
Hardly thirty years have passed since the last protests against the ardor of Tristan and the bloodthirstiness of
the Valkyries subsided. It is not twenty years since Salome had to be defended. To-day its composer is a classic.
Since Bizet, since Mozart, even since Gottfried von Strassburg, the librettos have always been considered frightfully
immoral; and immorality can be discerned in our scheme of things to-day. The violin virtuoso and the diva cannot
remain in style forever. He cannot languish even through two acts, and our time has no time for an Isolde. People
come to the theatre, look at what is happening, and decide at once whether they like the performance or not. One
whispered word at eventide and doors open, Couples disappear. 'Comme tu es beau Viens, viens...!'
But the music proved the decisive element. It lifted the whole performance to its own level. Krenek gives us
a picture of each of his characters. He shows us Anita, the ever-amours singer, he shows us the overtragic Max, the
lustful little servant-girl, the raging manager, and the Charleston, stamping Jonny. Picture upon picture. And the
orchestra does not mangle all the characters into a single common pulp. It is lean, athletic, slender.
Everything falls into its natural sphere. The glacier scene is accompanied by a mysterious female chorus, the
atmosphere of the station is conveyed by ringing bells; the hotel represented by a muffled jazz band. And everything
is permeated with the calm elegance of the man about town. The whole production savors of a new feeling for life, a
new picture of the world, a sprightly, rhythmical sensation. Shimmy dances, Charleston, tangos, alternate with deep
chorals. And the music never proves boring. Something is always happening, something amusing, never anything
ornamental or overdecorated. Discords resolve themselves into harmonies which the unwilling ear enjoys in spite of
itself. And I am no Odysesses to stop my ears with wax when the sirens sing.
The score unrolls like a highly colored, elaborate carpet. It includes melodies without cadence, passages of
pure rhythm, dissonances, such chorals as one hears in church, and Negro spirituals. The one pathetic note is the
superb spiritual that Jonny sings standing on the piano accompanied by a slide trombone. You thrill when this theme
is repeated later, and you even enjoy hearing the glacier motif again during the scene in Max's room.
On the whole, the music is unharmonious, although there are those who label Krenek a second Strauss, just
as people labeled Strauss, just as people labeled Strauss a second Wagner twenty years ago, and Wagner a second
Meyerbeer twenty years before that. The past is always called to mind. Comparative reminiscence is the Sunday
sport of tyros. In the customs inspection that I applied to Krenek's musical baggage I discovered no smuggled wares;
and even if I had, what difference would it have made? I know that certain mountain peaks stand supreme-Mozart,
Beethoven, Wagner; and we are all pygmies in comparison-all of us.
Krenek's mechanical orchestration soon went to my heart. The day before the first performance an interview
appeared in one of the Vienna papers wherein the Director of the Opera called jazz a mass of barbarism, a pestilence
and cholera, a plague and affliction, death and the devil, and who knows what else decides. That night I listened
attentively, and heard a splendid performance full of style. Use was made of jazz whistles, sirens, xylophones,
flexatones, castanets-even a fly-swatter figured; but where were the evidences of barbarism, plague, and pestilence?
In many operas I have heard ordinary instruments making nothing by noise. In Jonny the noise of extraordinary
instruments made music.
But the greatest thing of all is what the music does not do, rather than what it does. It is often most effective
when it is most quiet, when it is free from the springtime floods of overflowing passion. Krenek has apparently
borrowed this technique from the prince of composers, Mozart; and he has borrowed successfully. I do not know
whether Jonny is a masterpiece, or whether it represents the future shape that opera will assume, but in any case it
gives us in general outlines some idea of what we may expect, and that is sufficient.
After the first performance one of our most highly esteemed older composers announced: 'That marks the
end of the smug tradition.' Right enough. smugness ceased with Strauss's Salome, though that was branded a fake
when it first appeared. The same cry went up over Carmen, whom the old-fashioned Europeans called a mere wench.
We hear the cry again to-day, because smugness always ceases when something new appears, and smugness was
never the aim of opera.
I do not know Ernst Krenek, but I am glad that such a man exists. I do not know whether he has composed
all this opera himself, or whether he has put together a number of popular tunes. I only say it is a joy to be a critic
when for once you discover a real man, a good fellow. There is plenty of room in my heart for both Mozart and
Krenek, and I am not old enough to swear my allegiance to any one god. Thank heaven, art is protean; new faces
appear, and a great tradition renews itself.
Krenek's Jonny brings us a new type of opera, a new character, a new form of musical truth. It makes me
think of Pythagoras, who sacrificed a hecatomb-a hundred oxen-to the gods when he proved his theorem. Ever since
that day all the oxen in the world have quaked with terror whenever a new truth has appeared.
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MARCH 17 - THE LITERARY DIGEST
WHEN EUROPEAN COMPOSERS JAZZ - Foreign composers affect to scorn jazz, but can not keep away
from it; also they apparently can not master it, but use a substitute which they doubtless think just as good. La Press
(Paris) asserts that a class in jazz has been determined upon for the conservatory of Frankfort, but that Frankfort
musicians have protested, declaring that the accursed thing shall have no place in an art school. Kind words were
spoken of it by Maurice Ravel, the French composer, who is now a visitor here. Here is a pen picture of the famous
composer, by Olin Downes of the New York Times:
"Mr. Ravel is neither young nor robust. His mentality, which is acute and highly developed, is not that of a
youthful, ebullient people, or, perhaps, of any modern civilization. Like his art, he is delicately and fastidiously
organized. Living can not be easy for him. Yet his qualities maintain him. The rapier withstands the onslaught of the
bludgeon.
"Other European visitors, with more physique than Mr. Ravel, and apparently better geared to the
exigencies of the young civilization, have not withstood it so well. But that is Mr. Ravel's quality. He has traveled
America under the auspices of the Pro Musica society from coast to coast. Americans in large numbers have
examined him. Mr. Ravel has courteously and curiously returned the examination-this without rancor or
misunderstanding, but, on the contrary, with cognizance of the richness of a future that contrasts formidably with the
boundaries of his present and past. The thought would make some artists of Mr. Ravel's years and sensibilities
uncomfortable; but he is too sure and aware of himself and his background for that. A characteristic product of ideas
refined and re-refined by centuries of an aristocratic culture, he has been watching with coolness and curiosity the
formation of a new and cruder society and its groupings in the field of an expressive art. He has surely felt the
pressures, the potencies, and the swirling forces of a young, impulsive people. But he has stood against other
inundations than the one which now sweeps against his defenses, and for the present, at least, he holds his own."
Mr. Ravel's "kind words" occur in Mr. Downes's article, and lead out of some observations he makes on
composition in general here in America:
"In the field of composition I have found my earlier impressions of American music confirmed. I think you
have too little realization of yourselves, and that you still look too far away over the water. An artist should be
international in his judgments and esthetic appreciations and incorrigibly national when it comes to the province of
creative art. I think you know that I greatly admire and value-more, I think, than many American composersAmerican jazz. I have used jazz idioms in my last violin and piano sonata, but from what point of view? That, of
course, of a Frenchman. Fascinated as I am by this idiom, I can not possibly feel it as I would if I were an American.
It is to me a picturesque adventure in composition to develop some ideas suggested by American popular music, but
my musical thinking is entirely national-unmistakably so, I fancy, to the most casual listener. I am waiting to see
more Americans appear with the honesty and vision to realize the significance of their popular product, and the
technique and imagination to base an original and creative art upon it."
When his interviewer remarked that this was an astonishing opinion from a classicist and the inheritor of an
ancient culture, Mr. Ravel raised his eyebrows:
"No, it isn't strange. It is only logical. It is not the developed artistic culture which fails to comprehend the
significance of a culture and civilization different from itself. On the contrary, a developed artistic consciousness
implies such appreciation. If we in France, for instance, listen to German music, we wish it to be fundamentally
German. The thing we are inclined to reject is the German music which leans toward that of the French. It is
precisely the same with the good German criticism. Criticism in that country, when it is not a matter of prejudice or
chauvinism, is the criticism that recognizes immediately, and appraises at its full value, what is essentially the
expression of the spirit of another race. You are most courteous and receptive to the ideas of your neighbor when you
are most certain of the quality and the value of your own. There are musicians, I am happy to say, who feel that way
in Germany and in France. A world brotherhood of art should include-must, indeed, imply-the confident affirmation
by the creative spirits of national and racial consciousness. It is surely time for the American to look about him and
found his own art traditions."
Mr. Ravel is not mentioned by Mr. Henderson of The Sun in his article on "modernism" and "jazz." Having
exprest all there is to say, or nearly all, in the modernistic formula, certain Europeans turn to jazz. "Why let Brother
Jonathan have all the fun?" Mr. Henderson "would be the last in the world to be so vulgar as to intimate that
European composers don't know their opinions. He honestly believes they do. But they certainly do not know their
jazz." He shows us why:
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"On Tuesday evening last Pierre Monteux, conducting the Philadelphia Orchestra, produced in Carnegie
Hall the third symphony of Willem Pijper, a Dutch composer highly recommended by Willem Mengelberg and also
Rudolf of the same name. M. Monteux was engaged in the discharge of a pious duty in presenting the work because
it is dedicated to him.
"Authoritative information declares that pijper is the most radical of the Holland composers. His symphony
proved him to be entirely abreast of the progressive movement in the treatment of harmony, cross rhythms, atonality,
polytonality and instrumentation. It also showed us a native of Utrecht in the act of struggling to assimilate jazz. And
there was no difficulty in perceiving that the music jazzed originated in the creative recesses of the soul of one
Debussy.
"Try, kind reader and lover of the tonal art, to conceive George Gershwin or Zez Confrey aiming to make a
jazz piece out of a few pages from 'Pelleas et Melisande' or "L'a res midi d'un Faun.' Can you see either of them
making such a blunder? Yet over and over we find the European musicians, who are striving to be up to date, and
who believe that jazz is the high sign of the spirit of this age, endeavoring to transform melodic material rooted in
their own soil into jazz by the mechanical process of tacking some syncopations to the beginnings of phrases and
muting the trumpets and trombones.
"What they all fail to grasp is that the basic substance of jazz is the tune. If the tune is not suitable to jazz
treatment, the result is just musical nonsense. And the tunes which belong to the domain of jazz grew in this country.
Think of a spectacled German gentleman trying to compose 'blues.' What does he know about the half-desperate
laughter of the Negro torn by grief?"

APRIL - MUSIC DIGEST
THE NEGRO SPIRITUALS-FAD OR FOLK MUSIC? An Inquiry Into the Reasons for Their Popularity
Here and Abroad; How to Sing and Listen to Them Intelligently; and the Possibility of Their Influencing
Composition. by Joan Foster.
Spirituals have come into the Promised Land. For a time shortly after the Civil War they were like a
'motherless chile' deserted even by the then self-conscious negro. Newly emancipated and educated, he became
ashamed of the mode of expression of this slavery and plantation days. But by 'n bye the Deep River of folk-music
rolled on, gathering adherents on its way until "O when I git in glory" expresses the position which spirituals have
reached.
A few weeks ago we visited one of the heads of a leading music publishing house.
"Tell us," we begged, "what kind of American music you have the most call for."
"Spirituals," he replied unhesitatingly. "The songs of the nineties and all types of folk music are popular but
these negro melodies seem to exceed them."
So, armed with a clue, our curiosity led us to investigate further the appeal of the spiritual, to see whether its
message was a universal one, to find out all we could about the art of singing and understanding.
For this purpose we sought some of those who have made and are making the spiritual not only what it is
today but what it was in the yesterday when darkies gathered at a camp meeting to chant their hymns with swaying
bodies and hands clasped criss-cross.
First we called on the soprano Edna Thomas, who has sung the songs of the South in the East of her country
and to the peoples of Western Europe. It did not take much coaxing to make "the lady from Louisiana," as she has
come to be known, discuss the slave and plantation melodies.
"Sperechils'," she began in a mellow Southern accent, "reach the heart. They have sincerity. Our life today
is so hectic that we seek a mental oasis through something that touches the heart. It takes only a few moments of
negro music to produce that wave of feeling. Their melodies make us relax. They soothe the nerves.
"Not, however, when they are done in an 'arty' fashion. The way to sing 'sperechils' is to sing them like the
negro. First we must understand the psychology of the negro, have an understanding of his life, and make allowances
for his shortcomings and his virtues, his fidelity and a certain dignity of spirit. The negro was originally a savage
who became exposed to the civilization of the white man and melody came to him after he came in contact with it.
His philosophy and humor saved him. The 'sperechils' have healing power for his wounded spirit.
"In my opinion only Southern people can really sing them. When I was a baby in New Orleans my colored
mammy sang them to me all the time. I used to hear them float up from the kitchen along with the aroma of jumbo.
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"Over in England there is an excellent understanding of these songs. The English, as you know from
American history, were Southern sympathizers during the Civil War. A common bond existed between the gentry.
The squire who presided over his peasants and the plantation owner with his slaves had much in common.
"Many of the sons of the gentlemen of Virginia, Carolina and Kentucky had gone to England for education
and awakened their interest. They also took with them the minstrel songs they had heard at home. During the
reconstruction period following the war the English sympathized even more closely with the South.
Then, in 1874, the Fisk Jubilee Singers went to England, Holland, and Germany with their chorus of twelve
mixed voices to sing 'sperechils.' A minister in Brooklyn gave Theodore F. Seward, the leader of this group, a letter
of introduction to an Episcopalian dignitary in England. He in turn arranged for them to appear before Queen
Victoria. The Anglo-Saxons are sentimentalists. This, coupled with what they had already absorbed about our life in
the South, made 'sperechils' gain a foothold.
"I found the English most responsive, Lord Balfour sang them for me, accompanying himself on an
accordion. Lord Salisbury also showed a deep interest in them, and asked me to sing his favorites for him. Audiences
were spontaneous in their enthusiasm.
"In Germany the reaction was entirely different from that in England. The listeners were enthusiastic but the
analytical Teutonic type of mind was more interested in the scientific production of the voice in singing the melodies
than in the melodies themselves. You know, to do them like the colored people the voice production cannot be free.
Vowels should not be open and the consonants must be pronounced the way they pronounce them rather than the
way that makes for correct singing. In Hungary the melodies made a deep' impression and, though I have not toured
there as yet, I understand that the Russians are highly appreciative towards them. In Spain, I do not think the
'sperechils' moved people deeply. The blind critic of El Sol, however, not being able to see me, expressed his
enjoyment at having heard them sung by one of the race.
"Do not think, though, that I consider the 'sperechil' the basis of American music. I believe it to be more so
than Indian music on account of its heart quality but I do not regard it as an influence on composition. The
'sperechils' occupy a distinct place in the sun and are part of the sunny South."
Harry T. Burleigh, of Deep River fame, agrees with Edna Thomas that the spirituals should be regarded as
"a body of folk music," and that they will not act as a great influence on composition.
"If ever the spirituals were to have actuated the writing of music it would have followed right after Dvorak
introduced his Symphony from The New World with its Goin' Home in the largo. Most of the themes in that work,
however, were more Indian than negro. I know that for a fact because I studied with him." (We are inclined to
believe that Mr. Burleigh was modest at this point, unless the study was reciprocal. Because in the introduction to
Seventy negro Spirituals edited by William Arms Fisher, the editor states that 'it was through Harry T. Burleigh that
the Bohemian composer made his first direct contact with these songs.')
"Indian music has rhythmic qualities and a certain color. But spirituals are deathless. In the first place folk
music can't die. In the second place the spirituals depict the sorrows of a people. They are the offspring of sorrows.
"There is a general fallacy that they are all sad. That is not correct. They are full of hope, faith, and triumph.
There is no quality of hopelessness in them, nor do we find the anger, malice, retaliation, or resentment the enslaved
people might have expressed against their owners."
"Don't you think, father," his son Alston interposed, "that the spirituals have a prevailing mood of
melancholy?"
"That describes it much more accurately than sadness," said the elder Burleigh, beaming at the son "he had
raised to be a singer, but who had turned actor." It did not seem to be a bitter disappointment for the father seemed
proud of his son's histrionic ability in Abraham's Bosom and Meek Mose, especially since he had trained the chorus
in the music of this colored drama now running on Broadway and had collaborated with Stribling, the author of
Teeftallow, another current Broadway attraction, in transcribing the music. Many of the spirituals are written in the
pentatonic scale," Harry T. Burleigh continued. "This seems to have been easily used by primitive people to express
sorrow. The Volga Boatman is also found in that scale. Speaking of this Russian folk song reminds me that the best
method of interpreting a spiritual is to sing it like any other folk song, the German, for instance. The negro usually
intones it with exaltation, suppressed ecstasy and abandon which the white people who sing it try to copy.
"I feel," observed Burleigh, Junior, "that a great many of our race try to make themselves over into what
they think the white people expect them to be like. The same applies to the way many of them sing spirituals today.
"True," replied his father, "and it does not necessarily follow that just because a person is colored he can
sing spirituals. I know some who haven't the faintest conception of how they should be handled. In fact, there are still
many people who do not understand spirituals because they do not understand the colored race. Within the last few
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years, of course, spirituals have been popular. It came as part of the widespread recognition accorded the artistic and
literary ability of the negro although there is a dancer now of labelling anything written by a negro Art.
"A few years ago in France this interest was aroused when a young French negro, Rene Maran, wrote an
expose of conditions in Africa in his novel Batouala which won the Goncourt Prize. All Paris was reading it. Roland
Hayes happened to be in London at the time. Pierre Monteux heard him and engaged him for a concert here. Paul
Robeson's singing, his acting and that of Charles Gilpin, The Survey, and such novels as Black April and Porgy (by
the way, the spirituals in the superb dramatic version are local), all these helped fan the flame. However, spirituals
are not a fad. The preposterous jazz arrangements of them are. They will never live as jazz, but they will always be in
the first rank of the world's folk music."
James Weldon Johnson, who in collaboration with his brother, J. Rosamond Johnson, brought out the Book
of American Negro Spirituals and the Second Book of Negro Spirituals, also spoke against jazzing the spirituals.
"They lose their rhythm, a certain undersurge, and the most important thing to remember in interpreting spirituals is
not to spoil their swing. Nobody needs to learn how to sing them. All one has to do is to feel them.
"A knowledge of their history, how they were brought out and what they mean to people is important. I
attended a concert in Chicago a short time ago at which the spiritual O When I Get to heav'n Goin' to Sit Right Down
was sung. The audience laughed. There was really nothing to laugh at. It was very tragic. The slaves who wrote it
had in mind how they were driven from sunrise to sunset without a chance to rest.
"It seems to me that among the slaves there were some individuals who were talented creators of music and
who gave the impetus to a group constantly acting and reacting to the spirituals. A number of them are recent
compositions. Some twenty to forty that have come to my attention I had never heard before. There are different
spirituals in different sections of the South.
"I advanced a theory in the preface to my first book of spirituals that one way to date the spirituals is by
form. There is no way of actually determining which of the three, Go Down, Moses, Swing Low, or Roll Jordan is
the oldest. Yet some spirituals are almost identical with the primitive African form. In Swing Low we have the line
of refrain and the reiteration of the African lyric form. Go Down, Moses becomes more complicated. The leader
sings a line which changes. The group never changes its portion. Then the leader and the chorus sing in unison to the
last line, which is in three-part harmony. We have the leader singing three lines, the chorus answering, followed by
all singing in unison and dividing it into harmony. By the time we come down to Deep River we have a choral
spiritual. This may be more modern.
"After all, though, rhythm is the core of music which our race brought from Africa. As I see it, we are
getting back to the primitive in everything. Jazz is the jungle - the interest in Harlem cabarets, the revues we stage,
the primitive motif in art.
"Spirituals were already popular before the war. The recognition was contemporary with our going into the
war when people awoke to all things artistic pertaining to the negro. A reversion of opinion regarding Africa and the
Africans came around that time through exploration and a closer study of the tribes. The discovery was made that
they were not merely savage but had a culture and a civilization. With the interest in the paintings of Matisse and
Picasso came the revelation that their art was founded on those of the African Mormons. With the vogue of cubism
the interest in the art of black tribes increased.
"Through the singing of Paul Robeson, Roland Hayes, and my brother Rosamond Johnson and such groups
as the Fisk Jubilee Singers and the Utica Singers (the average quartet, unfortunately, injects barber shop harmonies
into spirituals) the vogue for spirituals grew. It has abated somewhat now, nevertheless their value is not lessened.
They have been, are, and will ever be recognized as fine folk music."

MAY - NORTH AMERICAN REVIEW
JAZZMANIA by Sigmund Spaeth. - "Jazzmania" has become practically a geographical term covering the
whole territory of modern extravagance, absurdity, exasperation and distortion of values. While based upon a species
of musical technique, the application of the slang coinage, "jazz," has become general, fitting almost every
abnormality of the age. Our murders, our trials, our welcomes to Channel swimmers and transatlantic flyers, our
sports, our conventions, our best sellers of literature and their authors, our drama, our concert and operatic stage, our
elections, our social gatherings, our charities, our painting, sculpture and architecture, even out ethics and religion,
have all fallen into the idiom of jazz. Along normal, conservative lines they could not possibly succeed.
Whether this condition is deplorable or admirable is a matter for argument. It is at least interesting; and an
analysis of its musical basis may serve to clarify its fundamental and most significant properties.
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The origin of the term itself need not cause any sleepless hours. No one knows exactly where it came from,
although its Negro parentage is fairly obvious. No matter what the explanation of the slang phrase, its meaning is
clear enough. Jazz is not a musical form; it is a method of treatment. It is possible to take any conventional piece of
music and "jazz it up". The actual process is one of distortion, of rebellion against normalcy.
Jazz, therefore, may be practically defined as the distortion of the normal or conventional in music; or in
anything else, for that matter. A caricature is a jazz portrait, and a burlesque is jazz drama. "Jazzmania" is simply the
habit of thinking and acting in distorted terms; a manner of life consistently at war with conservative tradition.
The reasons for this state of affairs are not hard to find. it is a part of human nature to rebel against anything
orthodox after it has been so long established or so strongly emphasized as to seem burdensome. The whole history
of art, and of civilization in general, shows merely a series of revolutions. There has always been a reason for form
or technique of any kind, but once that reason was forgotten, and formality became and end in itself, the rebellion of
the Liberals was inevitable.
In the field of music, the blame for jazz (if it is indeed culpable) may be placed squarely upon the shoulders
of the Conservatives, the hidebound, intolerant scholars, artists, critics, highbrows, self-appointed guardians of taste
and standards, who have insisted that music is a matter of rules, regulations and formulas, and refused to admit the
significance of any opinions, responses and reactions but their own. These reactionary formalists of music have had
their parallels in all other lines of art and life, and the immediate effect of their activities today is Jazzmania.
The self-sufficient "expert" of music is a familiar figure, and always has been. Most of the "artists" belong
in this class. They surround their trade with an ectoplasm of mystery and crown it with a halo of transcendental
hokum. They are afraid to admit that they make their living through perfectly intelligible abilities, shrewdly
developed to a point of commercial value, and maintain the pose of ineffability chiefly to avoid embarrassing
investigations. Within their own fraternity, their methods are well known and discussed, but not for the benefit of the
public.
There is some excuse for this, but far less for the attitude of the mere parasites of music, those who have not
the creative or interpretive ability to rank a artists, but nevertheless, with the help of second-hand information and an
often hypocritical enthusiasm, constitute themselves a stern judiciary of what the average listener shall like or not
like. Too often their dicta are treated with awe through mere lack of information or experience, and even when they
are unquestionably right, and in accord with the sympathetic understanding of all qualified judges, their intolerance
is a menace and a deterrent to aesthetic progress.
When the average man or woman, the potential music lover, ventures occasionally to express an honest
opinion or a sincere enthusiasm, he or she is almost sure to meet the rebuff of one of these contemptuous
traditionalists in the stock formula of disapproval: "Your taste is terrible." Driven back into his shell, the business
man decides that it is "all over his head" and that "Jazz is good enough for him," while the housekeeping woman
reiterates her own formula, "I don't know anything about music, but I know what I like."
Jazz has found millions of such disciples because it offered not only an escape from the conventional but
actually represented also the line of least resistance. Jazz rhythms are based upon the universal human instinct to
keep time, an instinct which actually seeks to lighten physical effort by a rhythmic accompaniment, and has
succeeded in doing so, from the folk song of the reapers and the strain of the Volga boatmen to the modern daily
dozen, assisted by phonograph or radio.
Even the complications of syncopation or "rag time" cannot obscure the regularity of the fundamental beat,
and to the jazz lover "keeping time", mentally or physically, becomes a game in which the reward is the personal
satisfaction of overcoming an invisible enemy. "You can't fool me," says the jazz hound on the trail of rhythm,
coming down on the beat with the same feeling of triumph that was the psychological secret of cross word puzzles
and "Ask Me Another".
Jazz melodies have been mostly simple and obvious, easily remembered after one or two hearings. "Popular
music is familiar music," and when recognition is made easy, it is a tremendous asset. Again the distortion of melody
serves as an incentive, an encouragement to individual attention and a stimulator of personal pride in its mastery.
The distortions of jazz, however, are not merely rhythmic and melodic. They also deal with harmony and
tone color.
Jazz harmonies are quite in line with the freedom of modern harmonizing in general, and actually fall short
of the liberties constantly taken by the "serious" composers of music. Tonal coloring also has been revolutionized by
the development of muted brass, of virtuosity in the wood wind, and of a never-ending variety and versatility of
percussion. Here again the jazz band is merely presenting in an obvious and insistent form the whimsical
individuality which is characteristic of all ultra modern music.

- 919 -

Jazz effects are, in truth, nothing new in the musical art. Distortions of some sort have figured in
composition of all kinds for several centuries. Every revolutionary composer has started with apparent distortions
which to a later generation seemed entirely logical and necessary. (From this, however, it by no means follows that
all distortion is logical and necessary.)
Monteverdi, putting a deliberate dissonance into Ariadne's lament to express its tragedy, becomes perhaps
the first of all jazz composers. Beethoven definitely jazzes the choral melody in the Finale of his Ninth Symphony
when he orchestrates it for a combination of brass, bassoons, cymbals and triangle, and at the same time breaks up
the tune into a sprightly skipping rhythm. Schumann's love of syncopation is continually apparent, and this is
accentuated in his greatest follower, Brahms. Chopin uses jazz rhythms, jazz melodies (many of which have been
stolen by modern popular composers) and jazz harmonies, actually finishing one of his Preludes on a "blue" chord
(containing the interval of the minor seventh). Liszt was a jazz composer par excellence, and a good showman to
boot. Along conventional lines he would hardly have been noticed. Neither would his son-in-law, Wagner.
Tschaikowsky and Dvorak both introduced jazz effects into their most popular symphonies. Debussy's harmonies are
the very essence of modern jazz, and in such a piece as the familiar Golliwog's Cake Walk he distorts melody and
rhythm as well. Stravinsky and all the ultra modernists revel in jazz instrumentation. Most of them have tried to write
jazz in the American style, but without much success. Stravinsky's Rag Time and the jazz movement of his piano
concerto cannot compare with the work of Gershwin, Souvaine or Grofe; on the other hand, the jazz effects in
Petrouschka are thoroughly delightful. (One of the best bits of modern jazz, incidentally, is in the Scherzo section of
Schoenberg's operetta of Blossom Time, and The Miracle represents a jazzing of all kinds of material, musical,
pictorial, literary and religious.)
Jazz painting and sculpture have become so common that their distortions are almost accepted as normal.
The artist who wishes to emphasize color generally does so at the expense of form. If there is some detail of outline
that he considers particularly important, he does not hesitate to exaggerate, quite in the jazz spirit of the cartoonist.
Ultra-modern statuary is full of the same kind of distortion. Sometimes it is all head, sometimes all legs, sometimes
merely a combination of curves or angles to give the effect of motion or rest.
The jazz architecture of New York is a practical one, rising literally out of the necessity to build for height
alone, since upward is the only direction in which any space is left. The results, however, have a distinctive beauty
quite aside from their utility.
Nature also expresses herself occasionally in the jazz manner. In most cases a landscape or a mountain or a
sea view is assumed to be normal merely because it is obviously natural. But the bizarre coloring of a sunset
generally partakes of distortion, with a consequent shock of pleasant surprise, while the stratified rock formations of
America's western canyons are assuredly an overwhelming jazz of geological traditions.
It cannot be argued therefore that distortion is fundamentally unnatural and illogical. Its spirit enters in
some degree into every art and beauty to which the elements of selection and composition contribute at all. Even the
photographer consciously applies the principles of emphasis and accent in selecting his subjects, his light and his
angles.
Basically, the new jazzmania need not be considered a menace to civilization. The powers of truth and
universality are not to be denied for long. Ancient Greece delivered her drama through absurd masks and in stilted,
artificial phrases, but they have given way to natural, human expressions of face and language. The honest, normal
painting of Rembrandt, Raphael and other great masters of the brush survives today, as do the music of Bach, Haydn,
Mozart Beethoven and Brahms and the poetry of Shakespeare, Milton, Dante, Goethe and Schiller.
"The good, the beautiful, the true," they are all essentially the same, and no distortion of real values can
continue indefinitely unless it has a permanent significance in emphasizing such values. This has been the case with
every radical change in the conventions of all art, and particularly of music. The mere fact that such changes have
met with contemporary opposition does not prove that distortion as such is an admirable thing, or that the opposition
to change is always wrong. Time alone can show what contains the elements of permanence and hence of truth and
beauty.
Jazz seems to be the modern folk-music of America, a unique phenomenon in that it has sprung from a fully
established and, on the whole, a highly civilized nation. It exhibits all the characteristics of primitive folk-music, but
in a complex and distorted form. It has essentially a monotony of rhythm, a simplicity of melody, a neutrality of
mode (neither major nor minor), a distinctive tonal coloring, and, most important of all, the spirit of improvisation;
and all these traits are to be found in naive folk-music the world over.
If the normal processes of the past are to repeat themselves, as has always been the case, then the best
elements of this new folk music will survive in the art music of the future, and the worst will be eliminated, by the
simple law of evolution. To be afraid of jazzmania in any form is to deny the very principles of human life.
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"Whatsoever is good, whatsoever is honest" must somehow endure, and if it does not, then it was not true to begin
with.
It would not be fair to dismiss jazzmania as a passing fad, for it is far more than that. But it would be
equally unfair to classify it as merely destructive and to group its various distortions under the general head of
aimless irresponsibility. The weakness of jazz is that it has been embraced by so many who have not taken the
trouble to find out what is behind it, in music or any other art. Lazy minds are inclined to ask merely "What's the
latest?" and let it go at that. The whole ultra-modern movement actually receives its chief support from those who
have not the slightest conception of the traditions of any of the arts.
But this again is a fundamentally untrue state of affairs and therefore cannot survive. Those who have
supreme faith in the great masters of beauty are not troubling themselves unduly over the jazz menace. They are even
interested in it as a distinctly entertaining phenomenon of human nature. It is only childlike ignorance that interprets
a grimace as a permanent disfiguration.

MAY 9 - NEW REPUBLIC
A NEW YORK DIARY (Ed. excerpts from a column). .....The bright urn that crowns the tower of New
York's Paramount Theater now has a significance. It is a funeral headstone for Paul Whiteman. Five years ago
Whiteman's orchestra carried a torch, and Paul had a Message. Two years ago, Whiteman's orchestra was still the
best of its kind. Now Paul has gone paramount, and the orchestra is just another cheap band.
A jazz orchestra that people might hear without dancing was something new once. It was this Whiteman
who started it. It was he who gathered and trained the best jazz players to be found. It was he who invited all and
sundry to contribute jazz pieces in concert style for his programs. Gershwin, Sowerby, Carpenter, Whithorne, Grofe,
Joslyn and other talented men responded. The torch was lighted, and the kinetic message went out that something
new and big and exciting and important had happened and would continue to happen for a long, long time.
Thus it was that we came to listen to jazz. Then the orchestra went into the popular theater, where it
belongs, and where its best efforts and spiciest experiments could be set forth. At last the jazz concert was a regular
thing. At last the exigencies of the dance hall were gone, and the musical idiom of the American city could take on
large form. But what resulted? A thing called the "Rainbow Rhapsody Revue." Six sheiks sing syllables through
megaphones. Then a high tenor sings syllables through a megaphones. Then a high tenor sings syllables through a
megaphone. Then the orchestra takes up its megaphones, for more singing of unintelligible words. Ten ladies with
shapes, dressed in alhambras and tortillas and such Spanish things, raise their legs in a line. A comedian makes
wisecracks with Whiteman. Henry Busse, he who can make a trumpet talk like nobody's business, achieves the
ultimate height of humor. He walks across the stage wearing a derby too small for him. Then a concert piece. Sixteen
bars of this old tune and eight of that. At the end appears a rainbow of the ten with the shapes, but this time without
Spanish or any other costume. It seems impossible that the man who talked the talk of the Paul Whiteman of five
years ago should have planned this utterly cheap display, which not only is not music, but isn't even jazz. Paul has
succumbed to the Paramount, at the very time when the Paramount is ready and eager to take up what he has to offer.

JUNE - THE BOOKMAN
"BALLADS, SONGS AND SNATCHES" by Abbe Niles. What was it in jazz that so infuriated some
people and started others to rashly identifying it as the music of the future? Just two qualities; a little strangeness and
a little humor. Both had been absent from most pre-jazz popular music, and neither is to be found in the so-called
"sweet jazz" of 1928.
"Sweet jazz," a matter of orchestral technique, represents a revolution of which Paul Whiteman (in this day
of its success) is the Will Hays. This revolution was primarily directed against a third and quite dispensable quality
of the early jazz, which was its appalling noisiness, but it ended up by throwing out the baby with the bath. The
"sweet" technique, hardly connected with true jazz save by its employment of saxophones and banjoes, consists
principally of hiring expert arrangers. These gentlemen proceed to take a given song, and do what they can to relieve
the monotony of its fox-trot rhythm and its usual lack of inspiration, by assigning successive choruses to different
voices, writing in connecting passages between repetitions, changing keys, and so on. The result is refined, but still
dull.
Whiteman has made sweet jazz the Established Order. When I sniff at it, I become a pelican of the
wilderness (Psalms, xii). Nine out of ten other leaders cherish as their main ambition to sound just like Whiteman.
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The trouble is that they succeed only in sounding just like each other, and that-as you may know by pressing a
button-is nothing to get excited about. In reviewing popular phonograph records, I propose to confine myself to work
about which one can excusably get the least bit excited. That, by the way, includes Whiteman, because he is a leader,
not a camp-follower.
The music of the streets and music-halls is not something serene and sublime. It need not duck its head to
make way for the clouds. Not al of it should be jazzed in its presentation helps, Oh, such a lot.
These qualities do not depend on the splitting of ear-drums. Unsweetened jazz need not be noisy. I cite the
Columbia race record of Bessie Smith singing "Pickpocket Blues." In her accompaniment, in the little jailhouse
glooms that sit suspended in the dank atmosphere and mock poor Bessie's sad cries, there are stangeness and humor,
but not stridency. There is not much beauty, to be sure, but neither is beauty irreconcilable with real, even with "hot"
jazz. I cite the haunting middle portion of the Coon-Sanders Orchestra's fox-trot record of "Sluefoot" (Victor).
Finally, while I take these pains to get the facts straight, give me a jazz record with strangeness and humor, or with
wit, or with honest slapstick, and while it revolves. I'll lump the noise and do without the sweetness. A fat comedian,
bouncing downstairs on a banana peel, is worth a thousand tootsie rolls. Therefore I shall holler for such fox-trot
records as Columbia's (r.) of the raucous, ginny voices and the felonious fiddling of Peg Leg Howell and his Gang in
"Too Tight Blues".
Two more excellent recent hot records, both Brunswick: "East St. Louis Too-dle-oo", fox-trot, Duke
Ellington's orchestra; and Zelma O'Neal, who is only half the size of her voice, with breathless intensity explaining
"Varsity Drag". Hear also Red Nichols, a famous trumpeter, in "Riverboat Shuffle" (Brun.); Ted Lewis in "Mary
Ann" and "Cobblestones"; Waring's Pennsylvanians in "Who's Blue Now?" backed with Coon-Sanders in "Stay out
of the South" (Vic.); and none other than Whiteman in "Mississippi Mud", the best of his significant warmings-up
(Vic.).
If you will dance to sweet jazz, try Jan Garber's in "I Wish I Could Shimmy like my Sister Kate," or the
Radiolites in "Forever and Ever" and "Rain or Shine" (Col.); or Shilkret's in "Can't Help Lovin' that Man" and "Why
Do I Love You" (Vic.). But I leave jazz flat to give Whiteman his due for his absolutely final versions, in one record,
of the sensational Brazilian modinka "Ko Ya Ya" and of the "Parade of the Wooden Soldiers" (Vic.).
Excellent waltz records, slow enough for dancing teachers, are Columbia's Waltz Cavaliers in "Moonlight
Lane" and "After We Kiss", and Eddie Thomas's Collegians in twelve inches of "Victor Herbert Waltz Medley" and
"Beautiful Ohio" (both Col.).
A few unusual singers should be mentioned: the powerful, colored contralto Bessie Brown and her
passionate singing of that strange song "Chloe" (Brun.); Blind Willie Johnson's violent, tortured and abysmal shouts
and groans and his inspired guitar in a primitive and frightening negro religious song "Nobody's Fault but Mine"
(Col. r.); Ruth Etting caroling through her nose in "I Ain't Got Nobody" (Col.);Ethel Walters in a highly unusual
song-in spite of its title-"Home, Cradle of Happiness", in which her voice at the end takes a slur that makes one jump
(Col. r.); Barbecue Bob (Col. r.) whaling his guitar and singing "Motherless Chile Blues", which commences:
Ef I mistreat you, gal, I sho' don' mean no hawm,
I'm a motherless chile, an' don' know right f'um wrong.
It is generally pretty hard to make out what the blues singers sing-an exception is Lillian Glinn, a very
pleasing contralto, for whom hear "All Alone and Blue" (Col. r.). One of these songs, "Kansas City blues", has now
spread over both sides of two records (Brun.), just the same tune over and over again to thirty or more verses sung by
Jim Jackson. Thus:
When my good gal quite me, she sure threw.......
I wouldn't min' so much, but it's all over town;
She done gone to Kansas City (etc.).
Im gonna tell all you men what you mustn't do:
Don't never love one woman like she says she loves you.
She'll call you Honey, an' she'll call you Pie,
But she let things git a-loose, lawd, on the sly;
Then she'll move to Kansas City.
Al Bernard's record of "St. Louis Blues" and "Beale Street Blues" (Brun.) is worth knowing, though I don't
hold with all this singer's devices; white people when singing negro character songs almost universally become
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roguish, causing, if the roguishness is carried far enough, severe pains in the neck. I seem to detect a trace of this
cuteness in Frank Crumit's record (Vic.) of the great Civil War song "Kingdom Comin'" (with "Bohunkus" on the
other side), but Crumit is good, for all that. A real blues-singer, Alberta Hunter, has recently sung "Beale Street
Blues" and Pinkard's "Sugar" to "Fats" Waller's organ-jazz accompaniment (Vic. r.). One more vocal record: you
may hear Paul Robeson sing "Old Man River" with the Whiteman concert orchestra and a mixed chorus, for twelve
inches, in Vic. 35912. The song is too much cut up, and its unusual range a bit beyond Roberson's, but what a bass,
and what a song! Save in the show, with Bledsoe and all the fixings, I have not yet heard justice done it.
The same applies to Gershwin's "The Man I Love", which is either dragged out with sentiment or knocked
down with jazz. The best record of "The Man I Love" which I have heard leans to the sentimental, but is a beautiful
piece of work by the Victor Salon Orchestra (12 inches). On the other side is an interesting new composition called
"Manhattan Serenade", by Louis Alter. It is not so turbulent as Manhattan and it is not without traces of Gershwin,
McDowell and Kreisler, but it is worth listening to. This is a record to turn on during tea time to wallow in this way;
there are the old songs, and there is the sheet music. First, I note down that after many years the complete score of a
musical comedy has been printed; that of "Show Boat". The music of this magnificent show is almost continuous,
and what has been printed separately occupies about a tenth of the 260 pages of the score. You will want it, five
dollars worth, to keep with "The Chocolate Soldier". Now, as to the new fox-trots. Ballad fox-trots: "Mammy is
Gone" is ballad first, but danceable. Its lyric, and its heavy minors suggesting the spiritual "Go Down Moses", will
knock 'em stiff, and they'll lay where they fall. "In My Bouquet of Memories" will draw its salt tears too. "Rising
Sun" might be adapted for dancing purpose. There is a tendency toward sweet simple old fashioned tunes: examples
are "Sweet Sue", "In the Evening", and "The Church Bells are Ringing for Mary (and they're ringing the heart out of
me)", which was written as a joke by three eminent gents under a nom de plume, but the public took it seriously, as
publics will. (This is a waltz, by the way, and out of place where I've put it.) Surplus energy: "Hello Montreal" (think
hard and you'll know what it's like), "Waitin' for Katy", and "That's My Mammy". Sociological note: mammies no
longer need by black. Smooth fast fox-trot: "Happy Go Lucky Lane", by the writer of "Blue River". Cullud fox-trot:
"Bottomland". March: "Roustabouts' Song" from "Rain or Shine". Other production fox-trots: "Imagination", "Crazy
Rhythm", and "Life as a Twosome" from "Here's How"; "You Took Advantage of Me", "Blue Ocean Blues", and
"Do I Hear You Saying-", and about anything else from "Present Arms". Waltzes: "Moments with You", "Little
Mother" and "Dear Little Girl". German jazz: judging by the selections from the opera Jonny Spielt Auf, there isn't
any, save a few tricks lifted from our own Spencer Williams...The following (copyright 1928 by Villa Moret, Inc.,
reprinted by permission) is Gus Kahn's chorus to the fox-trot song "Ready for the River". Neil Moret, whose tune is
up to the words, twenty-eight years ago wrote "Chloe":
I'm ready for the river, The shivery river, the river that goes down to the sea
Want to drown my trouble, and leave just a bubble, to indicate what used to be me.
Made my will, wrote some notes, gonna keep a-walin' till my straw hat floats.
Ready for the river, the shivery river, so get the river ready for me.
BEST SELLERS IN POPULAR MUSIC
The following list in order of popuarlity as of May 7th (1928) is furnished by the courtesy of Crown Music
Co., New York jobbers. Although you will not hear a waltz in ten nights at a cabaret, half of the list (marked W) are
waltzes.
Ramona (W),Chloe, Together (W), Was it a Dream? (W), Laugh, Clown, Laugh (W), I Can't Do Without
You (W), My Ohio Home, Beautiful, Mary Ann, Little Log Cabin of Dreams (W), There must be a Silver Lining and
So Tired.

JULY - FORUM
George Antheil - Jazz is not a method of rhythmically distorting any music but a music capable of
development into a serious art. It can be taken apart and reassembled symphonically and still remain jazz. The most
common accusation against jazz is that it is not music but a method; and the jazzists themselves have unwittingly
supported this statement, apparently trying to imply that their serious attempts have been the purest and highest of
music. Their own peculiar method, they asserted, was their business and their choice. This method they explained
and again explained.
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But viewed without their explanations this music was immediately detected to be in the "parade-form" - that
is, a stream of melodies which follow one another without meaning, top or bottom. Attempts at thematic
development only tended to expose the complete ignorance of those who tried their hand at it, and musicians were
forced into the view that if jazz were excused as only the method, then the music beneath it was nothing.
I must, therefore, from the beginning abandon the assertions from my own camp, I will state a new case. Is
jazz really music instead of a series of melodic and harmonic thefts, ground into a modern dance rhythm? Let us
examine the definition of music. A music, whether that of a race, a nation, or a great composer is composed of very
highly individual elements of rhythm, harmony, and melody. A great composer differs from a great race only in that
he adds another element - more extended development and in general a more sophisticated use of the original
elements. In other words, a more organic and usually longer presentation is the serious composer's gift to his nation
or race.
Let us first see whether jazz possesses the first three elements of this definition: rhythm, melody, and
harmony.
I think that no one will question the fact that jazz has added a whole encyclopedia of rhythms individual
only to itself. The two beats of "Charl! - ston!" is only one of these many examples. An interesting book indeed
could be compiled of them, to say nothing of real melodic and harmonic developments that come from jazz itself and
not from Debussy or Rimsky-Korsakoff.
Melodically it is inevitable that the oftentimes tawdry and stolen melodies, or melodies of any kind
whatsoever (but, mind you, melodies, otherwise they would have no sales value) should develop very special kinks
of their own. They cold not have been forced to weave in and along these very individual new rhythms for all these
years without doing so. Be these kinks only four notes in length, they are as inevitably associated with New York or
San Francisco as a similar four-note fragment of Grieg's brings the fiords of Norway to mind. Beethoven organized
his great symphonies upon just such fragments.
I must admit that lately jazz has slipped harmonically and become dangerous. Perhaps this danger can be
removed through a thorough understanding of it. The whole-tone scale harmonies jowl-to-jowl with blue negroidian
sevenths and ninths is an old and rather depressing story which has been adequately told in all of the French music of
the last decade. For instance, when a certain American jazz work in a longer form came over to France and the young
French composers - then infatuated with jazz - heard its middle section with its almost pure Debussy accents, they
looked at one another in dismay. As a result, there is to-day literally not a young composer in France writing jazz.
But strip away the recent Debussy influence and one finds the true harmonic elements that have developed
gradually from the earliest negro music to the present harmonies. This alone should interest us combined with those
harmonies which are often obtained in contemporary jazz by startling rhythmic and melodic juxtapositions, which in
themselves generate a new color instead of borrowing one.
Here you have your three elements. But is this music a music that will not be destroyed should one try to
reorganize these elements into an edifice more lasting? Or, more simply, is it organically capable of producing a
great composer?
When I was first asked, "Is jazz music?" I was tempted to reply "What is music?" I believe that these three
words alone are a sufficient answer. However, the development of a great composer out of jazz is the only really
clinching argument. But one thing is certain: if one attempts really to organize jazz and make a symphony out of its
prime elements, it cannot help but be jazz - but it may also be a symphony. An idealization of any music should be
attained by heightening all or any one of its original effects. That will be superjazz.
The heel of Achilles! Point to Hungary, Spain, and Ireland, all of them countries like America with a
supersophisticated folksong and folk dance. Throughout the centuries they have not succeeded in disentangling their
rhythmic, melodic, and harmonic elements. They have never produced a composer of the first magnitude. On the
contrary, countries with a lesser sophistication in their folksong, such as Germany, France, Italy, and Russia, have
given us great composers.
It will take patience to tear apart the elements of jazz and stamp and reorganize them with one personality.
A good healthy skepticism will do no harm. A real reception of jazz can only be paved with an understanding of the
elements and difficulties to be encountered. If jazz is sophisticated and difficult to redistribute, ours is also a
sophisticated and modern age; and our artists will throughout the centuries rise to comprehend the situation. Jazz
belongs to America and if it is abandoned everywhere else on earth, still America cannot abandon it. She should not
want to. Jazz is her way out to the future. But until jazz finds its way a little more clearly, let us not take it into the
concert hall. A fair understanding of the situation will give sincere and daring effort a chance. But the patronizing by
business men of cabaret music as though it were a symphonic concert cannot help but make one suspect that inasmuch as they must patronize native effort - they are trying to make as bright a job of it as possible. The term
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"tired business man" seems even to apply to our musicians, who are glad even temporarily to run away from their
daily grinding out of respectable music, whether it be from the conductor's desk, or the music-teacher's studio.
The concert hall has often been the scene of bitter and bloody conflict. But within the years this must attain
a dignity that the mere serving out of a parade of clever and popular melodies in trick orchestral garb can never
attain. Revolution is dignified, severe, and haughty. Do not fear it, but support it, if you want to clinch the final
argument in favor of jazz - the only final and clinching argument - a composer.

JULY - LIFE AND LETTERS
JAZZ - There are few more popular fallacies than the widely spread conception of jazz as an art at once
'crude, barbaric, and cacophonous', to mention only a few of the epithets constantly applied to it by our more highbrow critics and our more low-brow judges. This fallacy is perhaps due to the fact that jazz, whatever it may be at the
present day, has its origins at least in negro folk-music, and probably that is why an essentially decadent and over
sophisticated art is credited with the crude vigour and high spirits of its progenitors. To realize the inherent nostalgia
and civilized melancholy of jazz music one has only to compare it with the popular music of an earlier day or of a
purely European tradition such as the marches of Sousa or the Catalan sardanas; no piece of classical music could
provide a greater contrast to the average fox-trot than the splendid "Liberty Bell' of Sousa or "El Vica del Casa'"of
Morera. The curiously quiet and refined vulgarity of jazz was strongly, though no doubt unconsciously, emphasized
by an entertainment devised by the B.B.C., in which jazz songs of the present day were performed in the same
programme as the Victorian songs popularized by Harold Scott and Elsa Lanchester, and a selection from the
'Facade' of Edith Sitwell and William Walton. Between the delightfully vigorous humour and sentiment of the
'eighties' and the extraordinary pungency of the 'Facade' recitations came the songs of to-day-politely melancholy,
humourless, slightly lascivious. Yet this is the music that is described as a 'return to the tom-tom'! One sometimes
wishes it was.
The point is that jazz has long ago lost the simple gaiety and sadness of the charming savages to whom it
owes its birth, and is now, for the most part, a reflection of the nerves, sex-repressions, inferiority complexes, and
general dreariness of the modern world. The nostalgia of the negro who wants to go home has given place to the
infinitely more weary nostalgia of the cosmopolitan Jew who has no home to go to. The negro associations of jazz
have become a formula of expression only, as empty and convenient as any other art formula.
The importance of the Jewish element in jazz cannot be too strongly emphasized, and the fact that ninetenths of the jazz tunes are written by Jews undoubtedly goes far to account for the curiously sagging quality
(admirably described by Wyndham Lewis as 'the depressed line' ) so typical of Jewish art, the almost masochistic
melancholy of the average fox-trot. Were the passage not too long I should like to quote in connection with this pp.
110-112 from Blaise Cendrars's remarkable book Moravagine. Even the outwardly cheerful tunes have a melancholy
basis: they seem merely an effort to escape from a constant depression, reminiscent of Tchaikovsky marching with
the band or riding on a roundabout in a vain attempt to rid himself of the self-pity which rides on his back like some
lachrymose Old Man of the Sea.
The pleasures of just letting oneself sag are familiar to all, and no doubt it is this negative charm, either
consciously or unconsciously realized, that makes jazz so acceptable to most people of the present day. (There are
contributory factors, of course, but with these I shall deal later.) There are times when it seems that even the most
important artists of to-day are negative in spirit, and it is hardly to be wondered at if this bleak, yet at the same time
subtly alluring, outlook should find its expression in popular art as well.
Apart, though, from its psychological qualities per se (and, of course, its suitability for dancing), jazz has an
amazingly rich store of associations that must not be discounted when we are considering its popular appeal.
Association is nearly always a part of our musical appreciation, but with jazz it is often the major part, for it is rarely
that we hear a tune without recalling some revue or other, fixed in our minds, perhaps, buy the attractions of one of
the stars, or buy the innocently promiscuous sex-appeal of the whole entertainment, and even if the tune recalls no
actual production, it conjures up a pleasantly alluring vision of 'ideal scenes', slightly tawdry maybe, but none the
less attractive.
Jazz, in fact, is just that sort of bastard product of art and life that provides so acceptable a drug to those
incapable of really coping with either. As with all drug habits, one dare not stop for fear of the reaction, and it is no
rare experience to meet people whose lives are so surrounded, bolstered up, and inflated by jazz that they can hardly
get through an hour without its collaboration; with no doubt unconscious logic they make up for the threadbare
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quality of their own emotions by drawing on the warm, capacious reservoir of group-emotion so efficiently provided
by the American jazz kings.
If we narrow our view from the social side of jazz to its purely technical side, we find qualities of so high an
order that it is hardly surprising if many people are inclined to form rather exaggerated hopes of its possible future
development. The virtuosity displayed both in the orchestration and performance of jazz is, indeed, little short of
amazing, and at a time when the more serious forms of music seem gradually to be sinking into a slovenly
amateurishness, the thoroughly slick efficiency of popular music cannot be too highly praised. It is no exaggeration
to say that if one wants a really perfect ensemble, whether in dancing, singing or orchestral playing, one should go to
such an entertainment as Blackbirds, rather than to the Ballet, the Opera or the Queen's Hall.
The orchestration, though at times it has a tendency to over-emphasize the more grotesque timbres, is for
the most part executed with the greatest dexterity and charm, and is, perhaps, the most intrinsically pleasing
instrumental sound since the Haydn orchestra. The piano writing, in particular, is of the utmost brilliance, and marks
the greatest advance in piano technique since Albeniz. Like many so-called innovations in jazz, the speaking tone
employed in the execution of saxophone passages has its counterpart in other ages and countries, an exact parallel to
this particular device being provided by the Japanese method of playing a flute.
Orchestration and performance apart, though, the best jazz often displays rhythmic and harmonic
ingenuities of the greatest interest. The most striking feature of the harmony is its curious resemblance to that of
Delius, the least barbaric composer of modern times, and though some people may not at first see anything in
common between 'The Sleepy Hills of Tennessee' and 'The First Cuckoo In Spring', let us say, there is no denying a
certain technical and spiritual similarity which it is of great interest to examine in view of the light it throws on the
origins of jazz.
The somewhat sentimental negro propaganda of the last few years has always tried to make out that the
folk-music of the American negro is a purely savage, unspoilt African product. A mere glance at the savage art of today might have sufficed to show that no tradition has less force and staying power than a barbaric tradition. This is
particularly true of folk-music which depends on an aural tradition and has not, like sculpture, the steadying
influence of past work actually before its eyes. Percy Grainger, in an extremely interesting pamphlet entitled The
Imprint of Personality on Unwritten Music, has pointed out how the folk-music of Raratonga has been influenced, to
a large extent, by the introduction of the harmonium, and there is no doubt that a similar influence has taken place in
America. It is Hymns Ancient and Modern that is responsible for the richly sentimental harmony, both of the negro
spiritual and the music of Delius. This statement may seem strange to those who do not realize that Hymns Ancient
and Modern was the first real popularization of what is generally known as 'juicy' harmony, and that the best tunes
of, for example, the Reverend John Bacchus Dykes must have possessed at the time they were written an
extraordinary sensual appeal. The reaction of the sentimental and oppressed Negroes to the rich and unctuous
melancholy of the music was, of course, enormously enhanced by the religious nostalgia of the words, the oftrepeated desire to escape from this vale of woe into a better and happier land.
This nostalgia and desire for escape is equally present in the music of Delius, whose work, though
completely and deliberately irreligious in intention, is, nevertheless, influenced by the more sentimental English
church composers, sometimes, as in the 'Wanderer's Song' and 'The Splendour Falls', quite flagrantly. It is true, of
course, that Delius himself may have been slightly influenced by negro singing during his early days in Florida, but
as his individual harmonic style did not develop until much later, and as his tunes and rhythms appear to be
completely unwayed by negro music, it is only logical to suppose that these harmonic resemblances are due to a
common influence. The texts chosen by Delius, the hymn writers and the jazz composers have an extraordinary
emotional similarity. 'There is a blessed home beyond this vale of woe', Delius's setting of Fiona Macleod's 'Hy
Brasil', and Geo. Meyer's 'Way Down South' are all an expression of the same nostalgic melancholy which, one
suspects, is more of a consolation to the composers than would be the unexpected realization of their dreams.
An attempt is made by jazz composers to palliate this deadening nostalgia by a somewhat excessive use of
rhythmic devices which rarely succeed, however, in spite of their ingenuity in disguising the essentially four-square
metre of the tunes. These rhythmic devices, charming though they may be, are by no means as recent as is generally
supposed, nor, with the possible exception of the Charleston, are they exclusively of Negroid origin. Putting aside
the syncopations of Schumann and Tchaikovsky, examples of jazz rhythm can be found as far back as the English
composers of the Henry VII period (the works of Edmund Turges being particularly interesting in this respect), and
there is a charming example of ragtime in Dibdin's 'The Ephesian matron or a Widow's Tears'.
The chief interest of jazz rhythms lies in their application to the setting of words, and although jazz settings
have by no means the flexibility or subtlety of the early seventeenth-century airs, for example, there is no denying
their lightness and ingenuity, and it is to be hoped that their influence may free the setting of English words from the
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somewhat lumbering rhythm of the German lied. English words demand for their successful musical treatment an
infinitely more varied, and syncopated rhythm that is to be found in the nineteenth-century romantics, and the best
jazz songs of to-day are, in fact, nearer in their methods to the late fifteenth-century composers than any music since.
It has been unfortunate that those composers who have sought inspiration in jazz have not only made use of its
exhilarating rhythmic qualities, but have incorporated also the more obvious harmonic clichés, the circumscribed
form and the flat and uninspired melodic line that not even the utmost arabesque can save from deadness. There have
naturally been exceptions, and certain sections of Stravinsky's Les Noces and Walton's 'Portsmouth Point' show a
most interesting use of jazz rhythms adapted to a purely individual melodic and harmonic basis; but for the most part
any attempt to produce 'symphonic jazz' has resulted in some such melange as the 'Rhapsody in Blue', combining the
more depressing mannerisms of jazz with all the formlessness of the nineteenth-century fantasia. The nineteenth
century has, as a matter of fact, had very much more influence on jazz than is generally supposed; both technically
and spiritually the fox-trot is, to a great extent, the somewhat common and profligate child of the Chopin mazurka
and the Tchaikovsky valse, and can no more be considered the foundation of a new tradition than the building in
Regent Street.
There seems to be a slight tendency to-day amongst composers of all countries to drop their exaggeratedly
national characteristics and to write in a more or less stereotyped jazz style. Depressing as the adoption of a jazz
formula by all countries may sound, it would at least supply what has been lacking in music for the last hundred
years-an international standard of criticism.
Unfortunately, the European essays in jazz have been disappointing. The French have too keen a sense of
satire to approach it with sufficient seriousness, while, on the other hand, the Germans have approached it with a
kind of earnest depravity and sense of sin that is not without its humorous side. Krenek's JohnnySpielt Auf, the
principle example of Teutonic jazz, may seem daring to those whose previous standards have been a Munich cafeband ploughing through a 'shimmy-fox', but its attempts to rival the school of Gershwin are singularly inept, and the
main body of the work is as turgid and vulgar as anything that has come out of Germany for some years. The failure
of composers to produce jazz works of any importance or profundity is in reality due to the fact that jazz is itself an
essentially decadent and derived art-at its best an ironic comment on Romanticism; at its worst a sentimental
expression of a negative emotion-it is worst a sentimental expression of a negative emotion-it is neither a vigorous
nor an essentially new form of music, and any attempt to use it as a folk-tradition on which to form a style is about as
intelligent as using plaster swags and ornamental ironwork for the foundation of a cathedral.

JULY/DECEMBER - DIAL
THE MUSIC OF THE DEGENERATE by Maxim Gorki (translated from the Russian). It is night. Yet-it
seems somewhat unsuitable-the word night-confronted by this wonderful sky of southern Italy, this atmosphere
impregnated with blue light and with the aromatic warmth of a kindly soil. The light seems to pour not from the sun,
reflected by the golden rays of the moon, but from that indefatigably prolific soil, laboriously, masterfully tilled by
human hands. The silver-tinted olive-leaves, the stony foundations of the mountains breathe noiseless light; these
walls protect from landslips, defining on the rocks, vast plains sown with corn, planted with beans, potatoes, and
cabbage-laid out with vines, and orange and lemon groves. How much wise, tenacious labour has been lavished
here!-The orange and yellow fruit also shines through the transparent, silvery mist, adding to the earth a queer
likeness to the sky blossoming with stars. One is led to think that the earth has been carefully ornamented by its
labourers for a great feast and that after resting to-night, to-morrow, at sunset, they will rejoice and make merry.
The silence is immutable. Everything on earth is so still, it would seem to have been chiseled by the hand of
a great artist, cast in bronze and blue silver. The perfection of peace and beauty inspires one with solemn thoughts of
the inexhaustible power of human labour, labour that creates all the miracles of our world; communicates to one the
certitude that with time this triumphant force will compel even the soil of the extreme North to work for man twelve
months of the year, will break it in, as it does animals. Joyfully and as the French say, reverently one meditates upon
man, the miracle-worker, upon the splendid future which he is preparing for his sons.
Memory evokes the figures and faces of workers in the field of science: Professor Vaviloff, strolling about
Abyssinia, seeking the dissemination centres of nourishing graminaceous plants with a view to spreading in his
country such of them as do not fear drought; one recalls D. Prianishnikov's story of beds of acid of potassium at the
source of the Kama; all the men whom one has come to know rise before one: the great man J. Pavloff, Rutherford in
his laboratory in Montreal in 1906; dozens of Russians, founders of science, stand forth in memory and, bringing
back all one has read, contribute to the concept of the wonderfully prolific, ever increasingly active work of the
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world's scientists. We live in an epoch when the distance from the maddest vagaries to the most matter-of-fact
realities is being diminished with incredible speed.
Recently one of our territorial investigators, Andrej Bokhareff from Kozloff reminded me in a letter, of two
such miracle-workers, Luther Burbank, the American "self-made man," and our man of genius, Ivan Michurin. I take
the liberty of publishing an extract from his letter, hoping that Bokhareff could have no objection. The Letter:
"Luther Burbank discovered, as is known, a number of mysteries in the domain of intersective
miscegenation of fruit-bearing plants, and managed to produce species of plants not only marvelous but monstrous in
their luxuriance, adaptability, taste, immunity to illnesses and plant enemies, thus enriching the entire continent of
America. To mention his eatable, thornless cactuses and the nuts, the stone-hard shells of which he transformed into
a membrane think as a leaf, suffices to suggest the picture of this giant of fructification.
There is in the Union of the Socialist Soviet Republics-in the district of Tambov, on the meager soil of
eternal snow-drifts, hemmed in by the foliage of wild willows, poplars, and maples, the smaller in proportion, but
even more marvelous truck-garden of the hybridizer, Ivan Michurin.
Luther Burbank worked for subtropic California with its favourable climate; Michurin, for the stern climate
of Central Russia.
Luther Burbank produced many new species of fruit-bearing plants intended for the consumption of the
rich. Michurin has produced more than a hundred species of fruit-bearing tress, among which are pears that ripen just
before Christmas (in cellars and cases) and are preservable in prime condition until April. This alone means riches to
the workers. Then in the stern atmosphere of Tambov, Michurin has managed to grow luxuriant apricot tress, grapes
(four kinds), almond-tress, nuts, mulberry-tress, rice, quinces, et cetera-all for the workers, for our country, for the
inexperienced peasant-orchard-grower with his limited knowledge.
Luther Burbank carefully tended his nurslings. Michurin bred his in Spartan conditions, that the species
might withstand any environment and produce the necessary economic result. When he started his work, Luther
Burbank was poor, but after his scientific successes, he reveled in the luxuriousness of American culture. Owing to
the sad condition of Russian life formerly, Michurin existed in poverty close to misery. During his long life of
struggle, of anxieties, failures and disappointments, defeats and victories, he attained results that will enrich not only
Central Russia, but the whole temperate zone. In a word Michurin transplants the south to the north.
Luther Burbank and Ivan Michurin symbolize the opposite poles of gardening, but in their general aspect
are very much alike.
Both began their work in early youth, both were poor, both became great philosophers, artists, and creators.
Both made great discoveries in the domain of plant-growing. To Michurin's lot has fallen the great discovery of
adaptation in methods of fruit-growing, by the aid of which man will probably in the immediate future produce not
only new types, but also new species of fruit-bearing plants, more fully corresponding to the demands of life and
better adapted to the inevitable changes in climatic conditions. etc., etc., - going on in article that speaks about radio
and fox-trot:
The stillness of this night, permitting the mind to rest from the various if paltry grievances of the day's work,
seems to whisper to the soul a solemn music of the universal labour of great and small, a magnificent song of a new
history-a song boldly raised by the working people of my country.
Then, all of a sudden, in the sensitive stillness resounds the dry knocking of an idiotic hammer-one, two,
three, ten, twenty strokes and after them-as a splash of mud in clear transparent water, there come with a crash, a
wild whistle, screeches, rumbling, wailing, howling, the snorting of a metal pig, the cry of a donkey, the amorous
quacking of a monstrous frog. All this insulting chaos of mad sounds is submitted to an imperceptible rhythm and
after listening for one, two minutes to those wails, one begins unwillingly to imagine that this is an orchestra of
maniacs, stricken with sexual mania and directed by a man-stallion who brandishes a huge genetic member.
That is the radio-one of the greatest discoveries of science, one of the mysteries wrested by it from nature,
hypocritically silent. It is the radio in a neighboring hotel, bringing consolation to a world grown gross, the world of
birds of prey-transporting to them on air the tune of a new fox-trot executed by a negro-orchestra. It is the music of
grossness. To its rhythm in all the magnificent "cabarets" of a cultured continent the degenerate, with cynical
fluctuations of the hips, pollute, simulate, the fecundation of woman by man.
From time immemorial the poets of all nations, all epochs, have lavished their creative power in ennobling
this act, adorning it, making it worthy of man that in this he should not be on a plane with the goat, bull, or boar.
Hundreds, thousands of beautiful poems have been composed in praise of love-an emotion which has ever been
potent in stimulating the creative powers of men and women. Through the force of love man has become a being far
more social than the cleverest of animals. Poetry expressing a matter-of-fact, healthy, active romanticism in sex
relationship has had great educative and social importance for humanity.
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Love and hunger govern the world, said Schiller. Love, as the basis of culture, hunger as that of civilization.
Then came an over-grown vampire, a parasite living on the labour of others, a semi-man with the motto: "After me
the deluge," and with his thick feet he tramples all that has been created by the finest nervous tissue of great artists,
the illuminators of the working classes.
He, the gross, does not need woman as a friend and human being; she is for him a mere tool of pleasure,
unless she is as much a bird of prey as he is himself. As a mother she is of no use to him, for although he is fond of
power, children are an impediment to him. Power, too, seems necessary to him only for fox-trotting and the latter has
become a necessity because a man grown porcine is already a poor male. Love for him is-depravity, and not, as it
was, mere appetite. In the world of the gross, homosexual love acquires an epidemic character. The evolution of
grossness is-degeneration.
It is the evolution from the charm of a minuet and the passionate vitality of a waltz, to the cynicism of a foxtrot with the convulsions of the Charleston; from Mozart and Beethoven to the jazz of the Negroes who undoubtedly
laugh in their sleeves seeing how their white masters evolve towards a savagery which the Negroes of America are
leaving behind them more and more rapidly. "Culture is declining," cry those who would like to see prevail over the
working-man, the prestige of grossness. The proletariat threatens to do away with culture! Its constituents cry and lie,
for they cannot remain blind to the fact that it is the universal herd of the bestial which is trampling culture; they
cannot fail to understand that the proletariat is the only force capable of saving culture, of fathoming and widening it.
The monstrous bass throws out English words; a wild horn wails piercingly, reminding one of the cries of a
raving camel; a drum drones; a nasty little pipe sizzles, tearing at one's ears; the saxophone emits its quacking nasal
sound. Swaying, fleshly hips, thousands of heavy feet, tread and shuffle.
The music of the degenerate ends finally with a deafening thud, as though a case of pottery had been flung
from the skies to the earth. Again limpid stillness reigns around me and my thoughts return home; the peasant
Vassily Kucheriavenko writes to me from there: "Before, in our village we used to have one school for three hundred
houses; now we have three, a co-operative society, three red 'corners,' a club, a library, a reading-room, various
groups; we have a wall-newspaper, we subscribe to countless reviews, papers, books. In the evenings- from whitehaired old men to red pioneers-the clubs are crammed with all kinds of people. Lately an old woman of seventy-two
died; before her death she used to say she would have loved to join the union of young communists had she not been
so old. Why had it all begun so late, she said! She begged to be buried in the Soviet manner, with the flag. She went
to all the meetings, walking many versts, and was like a girl,-recently in an American review, Asia, there was an
article about all this, with photographs."
She is a curious person, that old grandmother. Of course: "One grandam will not make culture," as the
proverb says, but how many do I know of such, let us say, amusing cases of rejuvenation of the ancient peasant, all
pointing to one conclusion: the Russian nation is growing young.
How fine it is to be working and living in our time!

AUGUST - FORUM
JAZZ IS NOT MUSIC - A reply to George Antheil in the July Forum by Sigmund Spaeth. Jazz is not a
form of music. It is a treatment applied to music, and, incidentally, to all the other arts, and to modern life in general.
The jazz treatment, in brief, is a distortion of the conventional, a revolt against tradition, a deliberate twisting of
established formulas. As such, it is thoroughly characteristic of the civilization of to-day.
It is human nature to rebel against orthodoxy, particularly when the underlying reasons for its laws and
forms have been forgotten. All through the history of the world there have been climaxes of rebellion in every phase
of life and art - rebellion against an established aristocracy, rebellion against political tyranny, rebellion against
traditional ethics, rebellion against the formalism of literature, painting, sculpture, architecture, and music.
Every rebel in art has "jazzed" the formulas of his predecessors. In fact, "jazz" is a verb rather than a noun.
Beethoven, Schumann, Chopin, Wagner, Strauss, Debussy, and Stravinsky all represent a jazzing of musical
conventions, for they all, in some degree, distorted what before them had been accepted as conventionally correct. If
their revolt proved constructive, their novel ideas became traditional, and served as established formulas for the next
generation. With the exception of Stravinsky and Strauss, who are still living, this has actually happened to all the
composers mentioned - all of them arch-heretics in their day.
If jazz effects are recognized as mere distortions of the conventional, it is easy to see that there is no such
things as jazz per se, but that all music may be subjected to a jazz treatment. The conventions of music deal chiefly
with rhythm, melody, harmony, and tonal color. Jazz may therefore be applied in any of those directions. The
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distortion of regular rhythm (syncopation or "rag time") is the most familiar manifestation of jazz in modern popular
music. But this is only one phase of that rebellious activity. The conventional outlines of melody may be distorted, as
they are in the incoherent, helter-skelter jumps to unrelated intervals made by our hypocritical ultramodernists.
Orthodox harmony may be distorted, as it has been all the way from Debussy to Schoenberg, with varying effect. As
for tonal coloring, its possibilities of caricature and burlesque have been the mainstay of the jazz band. Nobody
knows who first hung a derby hat over the end of a trombone, but certainly it looks better there than anywhere else.
The sound of muted brass thus produced has become a recognized necessity in the instrumentation of modern
orchestral music of the most serious type. Jazz instrumentation is already a commonplace on the concert stage and
the search for new and strange noise makers still goes on.
Beethoven definitely jazzes the great choral melody of his "Ninth Symphony" when he breaks it up into a
skipping rhythm and hands it over to a combination of trumpets, bassoons, triangle, and cymbals. In fact, the whole
conception of that great last movement is jazzy in the extreme, with the kettledrums interrupting the repeated efforts
of other instruments to start a satisfactory melody and the final entrance of soloists and chorus to put a stop to the
orchestral bickering. Schumann was fond of slow syncopation and cross rhythms, as was his disciple, Brahms.
Chopin delighted to ornament his melodies with all kinds of frills, and the tunes themselves have proved a treasure to
eclectic popular composers. Incidentally, he ends one of his Preludes with a distinct blue chord, unresolved.
Debussy's whole-tone scale was a jazzing of the conventional progression, and the resultant harmonies (technically
chords of the ninth) now figure prominently in our popular music, from "Moonlight on the Ganges" to the "Rhapsody
in Blue." The "Golliwog's Cake Walk" is an honest attempt at jazzing melody and rhythm as well as harmony,
apologetically included in a "Childrens' Corner," Richard Strauss cleverly makes use of the most outrageous
distortions in order to emphasize, by contrast, his simple and often banal melodies. "Til Eulenspiegel" is a classic of
jazz treatment applied to one of the jazziest of characters in music.
The jazz treatment, therefore, is by no means confined to the so-called jazz composers. Nor is it limited to
the field of music. The impressionists, post-impressionists, pointillists, cubists, and futurists have all taken their fling
at the conventional methods of painting. We have had strange, formless pieces of sculpture that jazzed every
tradition of the human body. Architecture proudly displays its monstrosities, some utilitarian, some merely perverse.
Gertrude Stein and the vers librists have their unorthodox way with the conventions of literature. Even nature has
occasionally expressed herself in the jazz manner, particularly in the distortions of the western canyons of America.
Jazz, then, has never in itself been music, and perhaps never will be, but simply a method of treating the
material of music or any other art. The popular composers have only in a few cases invented their melodies,
generally borrowing this essential foundation and then "jazzing it up." The real artists of jazz in the popular field
have been the arrangers and masters of orchestration - men like Ferdie Grofe, Bodenwald Lampe, Domenico Savino,
and Frank Black. The one great creative genius of jazz thus far is George Gershwin. His "Rhapsody in Blue" was
epoch-making, for it showed that the jazz treatment could be applied in other ways than for the mere complication of
dance music. He used every type of musical distortion - rhythmic, melodic, and harmonic - and the unconventional
tone colors were supplied by Grofe, who did the jazz orchestration. But the whole thing rested upon a foundation of
honest invention and individual self-expression. The "Rhapsody in Blue," therefore, is music rather than jazz, and
thus occupies a niche of its own in American tonal art.
Gershwin's "Concerto in F," for piano and symphony orchestra, is even more significant. It is perhaps the
best piece of absolute music yet composed by a native American. If it has a weakness, it is in the orchestration,
which is Gershwin's own. In at least two places his climaxes fail to come off, simply because he is not sufficiently
familiar with the resources of the symphony orchestra. The basic musical ideas, however, sparkle with individual
genius and the jazz treatment is always legitimate. One almost wishes that the composer had completely thrown off
the burden of the Liszt tradition, particularly in the Finale, which is not quite up to the first two movements.
A mere jazz treatment of music already composed in some other form, such as is now common with every
conceivable classic and near-classic, cannot possibly create the feeling of permanence. Neither can the
commonplace, banal melodies of the average popular composer, no matter how skillfully treated, make any more
than a transient impression. Jazz remains a method of arranging (or disarranging) music, not a form of composition.
The question then arises whether the jazz method of treating musical materials is likely to have any
permanent effect upon the art. The final answer to that question can be given only by posterity. The law of evolution
has functioned consistently in music, and mankind has somehow grown accustomed to depending on the survival of
the fittest. Thus far it has worked with surprising fidelity, and the chances are that it will go right on working. This
means that if the revolt of jazz is in any sense constructive, instead of merely destructive, it will leave its mark upon
the music of the future. Beethoven's innovations became traditions because they were fundamentally sound. Wagner's
revolutionary music drama triumphed overwhelmingly because it had qualities far in advance of the conventional
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"grand opera." Debussy has already become orthodox, and the world is rapidly adapting itself to the far more severe
dissonances of his successors.
The weaker elements of the jazz method are gradually disappearing, which makes it perhaps a question
whether even the stronger elements will survive. The monotony of the foxtrot rhythm has become distinctly tiresome,
and relief is constantly sought in all directions, even that of the old-fashioned waltz, the tango, and the square dance.
But this is a restless age, and for physical reasons the foxtrot will be hard to kill.
Certainly the day of merely noisy jazz is already over. There was a time when this treatment implied merely
a raucous and inarticulate shouting of hoarse-throated instruments, with each player trying to outdo his fellows in
fantastic cacophony. The pianist pounded out the fundamental rhythm, with a suggestion of tune, to which the others
added their indiscriminate variations
Paul Whiteman changed all that when he insisted that jazz musicians must read their music from regular
parts and play the same piece twice in the same way. Under his baton - as well as those of Lopez, Bernie, Golden,
Olsen, and others - there developed a "sweet jazz," which produced soft, dreamy, subtly exotic effects, often
presenting real beauty of tonal coloring. The old, raucous noises, the jugglings, gesturings, and absurd posings, are
now almost forgotten, and a good jazz band has become on the whole a serious and dignified assemblage. Such
musicians as Maurice Ravel, Stravinsky, and Koussewitzky have gone on record as saying that the rhythmic patterns
and instrumental colorings of American jazz constitute our most significant contribution to musical literature, and
they are probably right, simply because America has contributed nothing else that was not purely imitative or
completely commonplace. (This, of course, does not include the Negro folk music, nor that of the Indian, neither of
which properly belongs to us.)
But even Messrs. Ravel, Stravinsky, and Koussewitzky would not go so far as to call jazz music. They
recognize its effect upon the established formulas of the art, and they recognize also the characteristically American
spirit of this treatment. But music is the organization of sound toward beauty, and thus far jazz has merely distorted
the organizing factors of rhythm, melody, harmony, and tone color. Whether these distortions have produced or will
produce something that adds to the permanent beauty of music, time alone can tell.
Jazz, then, is not yet music, but thus far only a method of distorting music, with its bad effects, perhaps, still
overbalancing its good. But, like everything revolutionary, it may in time prove its solid foundation and emerge with
a real contribution to the permanent materials of music. Meanwhile its influence will continue to be considered
chiefly destructive. If the jazz elements ever become a part of recognized music, as is quite possible, they will enter
into it so subtly and imperceptibly as to seem no longer a distortion but a normal expression of established
orthodoxy. In that case, even as now, it will be impossible to say definitely, "This is jazz, and this, on the other hand,
is music." For the jazz will remain a treatment rather than an element, even when disguised by the veneer of
respectability, and against its on-slaughts the mighty fortresses of Bach, Beethoven, and Brahms are fairly sure to
stand impregnable.

AUGUST 11, - THE LITERARY DIGEST
WHEN THE MASTERS "JAZZ" - Jazz has been with us so long now that it has become accepted and
spoken of as music. But Sigmund Spaeth, in the August Forum, declares it is not a form of music, but a treatment
applied to music. The jazz treatment, he says, is "a distortion of the conventional, a revolt against tradition, a
deliberate twisting of established formulas." "Jazz" is a verb rather than a noun, and every rebel in art has "jazzed"
the formulas of his predecessors. To find Beethoven, Schumann, Chopin, Wagner, Strauss, Debussy, and Stravinsky
among the jazzers makes one open one's eyes: but if they all, in some degree, distorted what before them had been
accepted as conventionally correct." Here are some illustrations:
"Beethoven definitely jazzes the great choral melody of his 'Ninth Symphony' when he breaks it up into a
skipping rhythm and hands it over to a combination of trumpets, bassoons, triangle, and cymbals. In fact, the whole
conception of that great last movement is jazzy in the extreme, with the kettledrums interrupting the repeated efforts
of other instruments to start a satisfactory melody, and the final entrance of soloists and chorus to put a stop to the
orchestral bickering. Schumann was fond of slow syncopation and cross rhythms, as was his disciple, Brahms.
Chopin delighted to ornament his melodies with all kinds of frills, and the tunes themselves have proved a treasure to
eclectic popular composers. Incidentally, he ends one of his Preludes with a distinct blue chord, unresolved.
Debussy's whole-tone scale was a jazzing of the conventional progression, and the resultant harmonies (technically
chords of the ninth) now figure prominently in our popular music, from 'Moonlight on the Ganges' to the "Rhapsody
in Blue.' The 'Golliwog's Cake Walk' is an honest attempt at jazzing melody and rhythm as well as harmony,
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apologetically included in a 'Childrens' Corner.' Richard Strauss cleverly makes use of the most outrageous
distortions in order to emphasize, by contrast, his simple and often banal melodies. 'Til Eulenspiegel' is a classic of
jazz treatment applied to one of the jazziest of characters in music.
"The jazz treatment, therefore, is by no means confined to the so-called jazz composers. Nor is it limited to
the field of music. The impressionists, post-impressionists, pointillists, cubists, and futurists have all taken their fling
at the conventional methods of painting. We have had strange, formless pieces of sculpture that jazzed every
tradition of the human body. Architecture proudly displays its monstrosities, some utilitarian, some merely perverse.
Gertrude Stein and the vers librists have their unorthodox way with the conventions of literature. Even nature has
occasionally exprest herself in the jazz manner, particularly in the distortions of the western canyons of America."
Jazz, then, has never in itself been music, Mr. Spaeth continues, and perhaps never will be, but simple a
method of treating the materials of music or any other art.
"The popular composers have only in a few cases invented their melodies, generally borrowing this
essential foundation and then 'jazzing it up.' The real artists of jazz in the popular field have been the arrangers and
masters of orchestration-men like Ferdie Grofe, Bodwalt Lampe, Domenico Savino, and Frank Black. The one great
creative genius of jazz thus far is George Gershwin. his 'Rhapsody in Blue' was epoch-making, for it showed that the
jazz treatment could be applied in other ways than for the mere complication of dance music. He used every type of
musical distortion-rhythmic, melodic, and harmonic-and the unconventional tone colors were supplied by Grofe, who
did the jazz orchestration. But the whole thing rested upon a foundation of honest invention and individual selfexpression. The 'Rhapsody in Blue,' therefore, is music rather than jazz, and thus occupies a niche of its own in
American tonal art.
"Gershwin's 'Concerto in F,' for piano and symphony orchestra, is even more significant. It is perhaps the
best piece of absolute music yet composed by a native American. If it has a weakness, it is in the orchestration,
which is Gershwin's own. In at least two places his climaxes fail to come off, simply because he is not sufficiently
familiar with the resources of the symphony orchestra. The basic musical ideas, however, sparkle with individual
genius, and the jazz treatment is always legitimate. One almost wishes that the composer had completely thrown off
the burden of the Liszt tradition, particularly in the finale, which is not quite up to the first two movements.
"A mere jazz treatment of music already composed in some other form, such as is now common with every
conceivable classic and near-classic, can not possibly create the feeling of permanence. Neither can the
commonplace, banal melodies of the average popular composer, no matter how skillfully treated, make any more
than a transient impression. Jazz remains a method of arranging (or disarranging) music, not a form of composition."
Will the jazz method of treating musical materials, it asked, be likely to have any permanent effect upon the
art?
"The final answer to that question can be given only by posterity. The law of evolution has functioned
consistently in music, and mankind has somehow grown accustomed to depending on the survival of the fittest. Thus
far it has worked with surprising fidelity, and the chances are that it will go right on working. This means that if the
revolt of jazz is in any sense constructive, instead of merely destructive, it will leave its mark upon the music of the
future. Beethoven's innovations became traditions because they were fundamentally sound. Wagner's revolutionary
music drama triumphed overwhelmingly because it had qualities far in advance of the conventional 'grand opera.'
Debussy has already become orthodox."
There is a final effort to set straight the various claims of those who to-day champion the innovations:
"Maurice Ravel, Stravinsky, and Koussewitzky, have gone on record as saying that the rhythmic patterns
and instrumental colorings of American jazz constitute our most significant contributions to musical literature, and
they are probably right, simply because America has contributed nothing else that was not purely imitative or
completely commonplace.
"But even Messrs. Ravel, Stravinsky, and Koussewitzky would not go so far as to call jazz music. They
recognize its effect upon the established formulas of the art, and they recognize also the characteristically American
spirit of this treatment. But music is the organization of sound toward beauty, and thus far jazz has merely distorted
the organizing factors of rhythm, melody, harmony, and tone color. Whether these distortions have produced, or will
produce, something that adds to the permanent beauty of music, time alone can tell."

AUGUST 16, - MUSIC COURIER
IS JAZZ MUSIC? - In the forum not long ago, George Antheil wrote an article called Jazz Is Music. The
same magazine now publishes a retort by Dr. Sigmund Spaeth, called Jazz Is Not Music.
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Dr. Spaeth's chief point is that jazz is not a form of music, and a treatment applied to music, "a distortion of
the conventional, a revolt against tradition, a deliberate twisting of established formulas."
The good Doctor adds that every rebel in art has "jazzed" the formulas of his predecessors, and that
Beethoven, Schumann, Chopin, Wagner, Strauss, Debussy, and Stravinsky "all represent a jazzing of musical
conventions, for they all, in some degree, distorted what before them had been accepted as conventionally correct."
By the same reasoning then, Bach was a jazzist because his music broke away from the conventions of his
time; and Haydn was another, for inventing and fathering the modern form of the symphony.
Dr. Spaeth, an avowed admirer and advocate of jazz, makes the facts suit his argument. What he does not
set forth, is the difference between art music and entertainment music. So far jazz has expressed and sustained itself
almost exclusively in entertainment and dance music. It cannot reasonably be said that "jazzing" has up to the present
justified its entrance to the realms of the high class songs, instrumental pieces, and symphonic works. Such
compositions, treated in the jazz manner, gain nothing in artistic interest or worth, and frequently lose in that respect,
even when the jazz is of the best kind-for there are various brands of jazz, bad, good, and excellent.
Syncopation has not been discovered by the jazzists, of course, and neither has bizarre orchestration, or the
employment of exotic harmonies. But while the great composers used such contrivances and colorings as incidental
matter in their works, the jazz writers make them their end and aim. "Too much of any one thing is good for
nothing."
Jazz still serves mostly to stimulate rhythmically, to amuse, and to make a surface appeal sensorily and
somewhat superficially.
Jazz has found a place of its own, and it is a useful place. But it is not art.
Dr. Spaeth concludes his thesis by saying that the value of jazz in symphonic composition must be
determined by time and posterity. That is a statement which admits of no denial.

AUGUST 25, - MUSICAL AMERICA
JAZZ GETS A NATIONAL TWIST - Irving Weil Travels a Syncopated Beat. (Garmisch, Bavaria).
A German typewriter (meaning, of course, the machine and not the more or less charming bubikopfed
young women who rattle its keys) is as distracting as the exclamatory scenery of the Bavarian Alps hereabouts.
Allowing for a keyboard full of umlauts, and Zs and Ys should be, as well as for an inhibitive 8,000-foot wall of rock
looking like an Urban backdrop-allowing for these and perhaps still other distractions, one nevertheless can think
coherently enough to realize that these two months since leaving New York have become chiefly a compendium of
European jazz.
That doubtless, is a dolorous confession for the thing called a music critic to make, and its effect on his
supposed mental equipment may at least be slightly gauged by the sweetly confused approach we appear to be
making toward what is on our mind. But the music critic on a holiday is not to be held too strictly to account; and,
besides, it has seemed to be far more interesting, and more fun to observe the curious foreign evolution of America's
greatest gift to the Old World than to listen to Igor Stravinsky conducting his Sacre du Printemps in Paris, or
Vincenzo Bellezza conducting Madama Butterfly in London, or Fritz Busch conducting anything whatever in
Dresden or-fill out the alternatives for yourself, you can't go far wrong. Pop into almost any place of any
consequence over here and, musically, you will hear one or another of the lads you have known in New York doing
much the same thing over again-and in quite the well known old way. But jazz is different. Also, and how! (If that
pleasant little bit of slang isn't altogether outmoded on Broadway now).
For something has happened to jazz in Europe in the last couple of years. It is no longer a ludicrous
imitation of the thing as we know it in America. You can, of course, find that sort here and there but very largely it
has ceased to be a mere imitation. From having been something exotic which the Frenchman and the Brattier and the
German indiscriminately got pretty wild about and then tried his own hand at, it is now by way of being absorbed, of
getting a genuine national stamp, at least in France and Germany. The animal still speaks in the same rhythmic
accents but the inflection has changed. something French has slyly crept into the syncopated melody that, in Paris,
makes it exceedingly French; whilst in Germany they now often enough make it as German as, Ach ,du lieber
Augustin.
Of course when you know the French or the Germans at all well, you realize that their absorption of jazz for
their own purposes was bound to happen. At heart, the Frenchman really abhors the exotic; at best it only tickles him.
And when it becomes threatening he simply gathers it in, puts a very high and very stiff and very shiny collar on it,
fits it out with yellow gloves, a very tight coat and a very think walking stick and, presto, it is as French, in spite of
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its name, as an omellette Richmonde. And you German, at heart, and often enough on the sleeve as well, abhors the
exotic even more; at best it makes him envious. And when to him it likewise becomes threatening, he goes at the
thing with that tuchtichkeit for which he is famous.
Oh, Oh, Oh, Ah, Ah, Ah
And so, in a way, we were not so tremendously surprised when, in Paris some weeks ago, and later in
Stuttgart, in Munich and even in such smaller places as Nuremberg and Wurzburg (and even right here in this lovely
little town of the Bavarian Alpine country)-we were not altogether surprised when we discovered the new national
twist that had been given to jazz over here.
We were inveigled by it first one evening at the Casino de Paris where the revue (Les ailes de Paris) really
had some funny moments as well as the customary pneumonia-immune ladies of the chorus. The thing popped at us
in the form of a perfectly senseless, but fetching little affair with the profound title of Oh! Oh! Oh! Ah! Ah! Ah!, for
which Jose Padilla, the Parisian equivalent of Vincent Youmans and Zez Confrey (but scarcely that good) was
responsible. The rhythm was the old 4/4 of the American fox trot, but the syncopated melody winking at you above
the rhythm was as French as the once-famous pre-war Viens poupoule. Moreover, the syncopation was given a
peculiar turn of rubato that cleverly emphasized the lilt of the air, touched off its provocative effect.
The whole matter was all the more apparent when, shortly afterward, the particular star of the show, a
comely young combination of, say, George M. Cohan and Willie Collier, named Maurice Chevalier, came along and
sang that unmistakable bit of American jazz, I gotta get a girl. (He very nearly sang it in English, too-still
recognizable as "I goat tear gait ay geerl.") "Geerl," by the way, is now a perfectly acclimated French word, due to
the fact that Mr. Tiller of London has a dozen and a half of his young prancers in every revue in Paris.
A Find Among Comedians
There ought to be a digression for a moment to permit a few words about this lad, Chevalier, for it seems
inevitable that florenz Ziegfeld or Charles Dillingham or someone will shortly hear about him and incorporate him
with Broadway. Indeed, on dit (as that piquant Gallic flaneur, Hollister Noble, would say) that the American movie
world has already found him good enough for a rather fabulous offer beckoning him to Hollywood. But he is too
good for the movies and it is unlikely, once in America, that he himself will be quite satisfied with them alone. For
he has an excellent voice and sings a song as though it were a delightful improvisation. And his patter is just as
spontaneous. Also, he is an actor, with a delicious sense of humorous effect and an imperturbable bonhomie that no
audience can resist.
U.S.A. Jazz Can Be Found
However, to gel back to something like the main idea of these jazz researches, Chevalier's account of I gotta
get a girl was not only fetching in itself, but was an excellent example of what is pretty generally to be observed
about the American brand of jazz as now practiced in Paris. For, aside from the fact that the French are beginning to
manufacture genuine French jazz, they have also finally caught the trick of making the U.S.A. sort sound genuinely
Whitemanesque. You have doubtless heard how much of a joke a French jazz band is, but it isn't so any longer. They
can pump the stuff at you now so well that if, for instance, you should taxi quickly from the Cafe Anglais to the
ambassadeurs and compare the Parisian jazzists of the one with Waring's Pennsylvanians at the other, you wouldn't
want to go back to the Anglais and throw things.
But here in Germany it is rather different, so far as reproducing the American article is concerned. Very
likely that is because American jazz in Germany is still a kind of recalcitrant waltz. Doubtless that is one of the
numerous reasons spurring them on to fabricate a true German substitute. This latter has now become something
recognizably indigenous. Moreover, it has its own attractions. A couple of engaging examples of the thing have
swept over the country, from Berlin southward. They have penetrated even this fastness of ancient Bavarian folk
song where the schuplattl, or stamping country dance still very successfully resists the invasion of the foxtrot. You
hear these two German jazz affairs every time you stop somewhere in the country round about for afternoon kaffee,
or, if you prefer, a tall one of Lowenbrau.
Approaching the Mock-Sentimental
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One of these German jazz songs (for they are also sung, ad lib-indeed, may be sung, ad lib, in Germany) is
a lively bit called Benjamin, ich hab nichts anzuziehn. One may perhaps translate it as Benny, dear, I haven't a thing
to wear-that being about as near as we seem to be able to come toward maintaining the rhyme. The air and
orchestration (the latter being arranged for anything from a fiddle and a couple of zithers to what have you) are the
brain child of Jaro Benes. He seems to be half Czechoslavakian and half Hungarian, but the Germans hail him as
their own. And his song proves it well enough. For, with the time changed, the melody could successfully
masquerade as one of the old landler. The effect in jazz rhythm, with a trap drummer getting a bit excited on his job,
is something very like the flavor of that spicy but essentially Teutonic cheese-melange known as Liptauer. A litre of
beer, of course, always goes with it.
The other piece of now prevalent German jazz (and it wouldn't be astonishing if either or both were to find
their way to New York, either by pirate craft or as regular copyright cargo) is a nonsenseweight affair out of a Berlin
revue. It bears the frothy title, Ich reis dir eine Wimper rausund stech dich damit tod. That, as Broadway might relish
it would run, I'll nip an eyelash from your eye and stab you with it till you die. This is the nearest to anything
approaching the mock-sentimental we have discovered since the beginning of our summer in Germany. For the
mock-sentimental is scarcely in the Germans' line; they revere sentimentality too much-yes, even in the year 1928.
It is for that reason that ordinary jazz-not the newly concocted German variety-still has the effect of the
recalcitrant waltz. For very nearly every German jazz band we have heard is only half what it seems. If, for instance,
it happens to consist of, say, five men-pianist, violinist, banjoist, saxophonist and traps-the last three will suddenly
put down or turn away from their instruments, the traps will pick up a second fiddle, the banjoist a cello and the sax a
clarinet (indeed, anything may happen), and all five will then break out in a rash of Mozart or Beethoven. But mostly
it will be Johann Strauss, with a sensual tear squeezed from every bar.
Of course, you can't dance to Mozart or Beethoven-not on this side of the ocean, at any rate-but, then, the
Germans don't mind these interludes for sentimental refreshment. As a fact, they really expect them. We have heard,
for instance, a staid enough looking hausfrau of indeterminable age, ask a jazz band for a potpourri from Madame
Butterfly between dance numbers. Puccini, for obvious enough reasons, is enshrined right up among the national
musical gods in Germany.
German jazz bands are thus, as we have said, only half what they seem. But that is why they play their own
newly created German jazz as well as they do. The German melody in it is like the scent of the quarry to the pack.
They immediately recognize what they know something about, and they are after it with spirit. But the American
article they still regard with distaste. The French, on the other hand, have amusedly overcome prejudice in the
matter.

SEPTEMBER - THE BRITISH MUSICIAN
A SYNCOPATED APOLOGY (Part I) by Neville D'esterre. - The director of a famous band has told us
lately all about his conversion to the ways of truth. For many years he was groping and floundering in the darkness of
classicism; but one day a sudden noise descended upon him, and at the sound of it his soul was bathed in light. From
that day he has never turned his back, but marched breast-forward'; and he is now supreme among the exponents of
Jazz.
Having witnessed, in the picture theatres, the conversion of innumerable heroes from the ways of darkness
and penury to those of light and expensive suites in the best hotels, I am disposed to treat these human documents
with the greatest respect. Though obsessed, myself, with the paltry things of the mind, I refrain from greeting with
light-hearted jest the great thoughts which emanate from the stunt-projector. Without the stimulus of stunt where
should we be? Pouring over newspapers without headlines; walking on our feet instead of hurling ourselves across
the country in motor-cars; fingering keyboards instead of pressing buttons; going to church instead of switching off
the lights and talking to Mary Queen of Scots. In a stuntless world we might even be driven by sheer ennui to read
Wordsworth and listen to Bach! Faint echoes of ancient fatuities might reach our ears, and we might go about telling
one another that 'a simple maiden in her flower is worth a hundred coats of arms,' quite forgetting that all the choicest
fragrance of field and forest could be bought at a shilling a bottle from the nearest chemist, and that a hundred coats
of arms would cost a hundred guineas in license fees alone. It will be manifest to every schoolboy (though less clear,
perhaps, to his befogged olders) that the stunt is the very embodiment of common-sense, and that there is more pure
wisdom in the voice of the klaxon, shrieking through the silence of the night, than in all your philosophies from the
age of Plato to the age of Pip, Squeak and Wilfred.
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We may give our attention now to a certain musical critic, who has been writing essays, treatises, and
articles about music for twenty years or more. The dull fellow! We can picture him in our minds, as with scratching
pen he creates his lucubrations, girt around with medieval silence at the dead of night, hopelessly out of touch with
supper-clubs, and all else that brings home to us the tremendous stir and purpose of life. We can imagine him in the
light of day, when honest folk are abed, still invironed with his monachal appurtenances, and grubbing about in the
depths of Grove's Dictionary to discover an excuse for classical music. Now, you can go right through Grove's
Dictionary from A to Z, and you will not find a line of Attaboy in the whole work; and if there are any swear-words
there, such as every well-bred young lady uses to express her feelings, that are all translated into Italian, so that only
the Fascists can understand them. The compilers of this Dictionary even display a prejudice against dashes and
asterisks; and when they disagree with anybody, they go to great pains to explain why they do so, instead of just
firing at that person a volley of abusive epithets. But to criticize Grove is not our game. Suffice it to say that no selfrespecting stunter would be seen, even in a state of sobriety, in the company of such a publication.
Well, that is the sort of stuff this musical critic studies; and it leads him to pronounce the most abominable
errors. He declares, for instance, that music can never be permanently interesting to an intelligent listener, unless it
bears plain evidence of being the outcome, directly or indirectly, of habits of profound and ordered thought. He says
also that the great bulk of Jazz music bears no such evidence, and is hopelessly uninteresting in consequence. The
error lies, not in the terms of these statements, but in their implications: in the supposition, briefly, that there is any
particular good in profound and ordered thought. The average stunt-projector seldom, if ever, think profoundly, or
arranges his thoughts in any especial order. On the contrary, he just lets them rip; and that saves him no end of
trouble. Unless forcibly restrained (as, for example, by antiquated Laws) he never fails to obey the clarion call of
caprice. And he proves to us, not so much by precept as by example, that the really serious things of life are those
which provide the most immediate gratification; this being, indeed, the criterion by which is estimated the material
importance or unimportance of everything which we say or do. The otherwise attractive personality of Nelson is
disfigured, as we all know, by his incurable addiction to a morbid craze called duty; and we find this heroic figure
constantly abandoning the cosmeticised presence of Emma Hamilton, in order to indulge this peculiar vice. The only
excuse for Nelson is, that in his time a widespread belief existed (due to the abysmal ignorance of the period) that a
man ought to do his duty, no matter how uncomfortable he felt about it. Any stunt-projector, male or female, can tell
you how utterly ridiculous this notion is. As Wilde said, at the dawn of the stunt age, duty is something which we
expect others to perform. Let them perform it, then: that is plain sense.
Clearly the musical critic is cutting no ice, when he suggests that Jazz is defective, as music, because it is
unintelligent. That is precisely the virtue of Jazz, as anybody versed in the new philosophy can tell you. For, what is
the intelligence? An incubus, a parasite upon the human system, an interloper upon the parquet floor of life. And if
you allow this thing to develop and take hold of you, you may find yourself doing your duty before you know where
you are. The obvious way to avoid such a disaster is just to stifle the intelligence, to smoke or gas it out of the
system. If you never order your thoughts coherently, you can live the whole of your life in a state of inbecilic selfsatisfaction; and then, of course, you never need bother your head about anything. You reach, in that case, what
Meredith called 'that highest pinnacle of wisdom, whence we can see that the world is well designed,' by which he
meant a fortieth story casement overlooking Central Park, New York, where the flappers ride their ponies in the
morning, and so keep themselves fit to tackle the serious business of the the dansant and the cabaret.
Inspired, perhaps, by this musical critic, there presents himself next to our notice a choirmaster from the
North of England, who has lately averred that Jazz music has a deteriorating effect upon the moral sense of the
young people, who allow themselves to become immersed in its characteristic sentiment. Here we are again-another
flagrant instance of petitio principii! Let us see how the choirmaster pursues his argument. Jazz, he says, is at
bottom the music of savages, and to cultivate a taste for Jazz is to turn traitor to culture, and to all that culture stands
for, and to revert atavistically to a barbarous standard. you produce, he says, this non-moral music in an atmosphere
of garish material luxury, calculated in itself to soften the moral fibre; and the inevitable result is utter
demoralization, and a descent to a lower standard of thought and feeling. But of course it is! And what could be more
desirable? How can anybody make a business of pleasure without first becoming thoroughly demoralized? How can
youth and beauty turn their backs on duty while their systems are yet poisoned by the virus of morality? If the
choirmaster had told us that Jazz gave him a headache, or prevented him from enjoying his cigar, we could have
treated his plea with some respect. But this talk about the demoralizing music of the jungle-what is it, but a first-class
advertisement for Symphonic Syncopation, for which the mass-producers across the water ought to be duly thankful?
For the caveman and the squaw, whether they are shuffling across the floor of a Palais de danse, or dining on caviare
and champagne in the middle of the night, or, with a sterner grip of life's tremendous purpose, doing their seventy
miles an hour along the public highway, what can be more appropriate than to have the jungle all around them, and
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to hear incessantly in their ears, or echoing in their thoughts, the bark of the drum, the snarl of the saxophone and the
fierce growl of the grand piano?
But yet another apologist for the classics steps out into the limelight. And this one tells us that Jazz is
nothing but a bundle of conjuring tricks, and that if you did away with the conjuring tricks, there would be nothing
left but thin melodies and commonplace harmonies, as stale as ditchwater. In short, the same story over again. Let us
consider it through the medium of an analogy. Take the National Gallery, now, a building suitable in every way for
dancing, and for supper parties, but retained, through the improvident stupidity of our ancestors, for the exhibition of
pictures. And what pictures! There are no captions to tell you what the people are doing, and the figures never move
and the trees never wave-clearly one-man jobs, the whole lot of them. How can you expect any rational person to
spend an afternoon looking at them, with half a dozen up-to-date picture shows within a radius of five hundred yards
of the place? You stare at two brothers by Reynolds, and they just stare back at you. For all the excitement you are
likely to discover, you might just as well be looking at a lamp-post. And, then, all this highbrow talk about Bellini's
Madonna!.....You should just see Gloria Swanson rolling her eyes! And for action, a silly thing of a clergyman called
Peter Martyr being murdered, without any sequel whatever-no detective, no penitentiary, no trail at the Old Baileynothing! Well, just in the same way you can listen to Bach or Haydn all day long without being conscious of any
excitement, whereas Jazz music is simply full of it-excitement the whole time, nothing but excitement. Musical
conjuring tricks! In terms of sound the very ideal towards which massed humanity is shaping its course, the 'hors
d'oeuvre before the feast. The feast, we understand is likely to take the form of toxic gas bombs-a supremely thrilling
experience.

A SYNCOPATED APOLOGY - PART II - (OCTOBER)
Finally, our attention is drawn to a writer of books, who discusses the matter in this wise. The peculiar
thing, he says, about popular music (meaning jazz) is that, although it is always with us, it is always new; and that the
music which every errand boy is whistling to-day will be forgotten in twelve months' time, while in ten years' time
nobody will remember that it existed. In contrast with this peculiarity he point out that classical music is being
regularly performed to-day, which was composed more than two hundred years ago. But what does this prove? It just
proves that the classicists are two hundred years out of date. It just proves that their pedantry is only matched by the
unrelieved dullness of their wits. Novelty is the very salt of life. If each successive year is to be merely a repetition of
the last, one might just as well be dead and buried, or, at any rate, working for a livelihood. And, in any case, if you
come to study Jazz, you will find that it is produced on an organized carry-over system, so that the new stunts of this
season become the old stunts of next season, and so on. Jazz, in fact, is not a multitude of separate works, as is
commonly supposed, but an endless series of variations, by a multitude of separate composers, on one original
theme. So there you are again. The alleged deficiency is a first-class virtue all the time.
Thus far the overwhelming case for Symphonic Syncopation has been expressed in general terms. It
behoves the writer now to particularize. First, however, let us clear the air a little more. The point which we are
striving to establish is this: that Jazz, far from being an inferior species of music, is in reality the very highest,
noblest, and most significant form that the genius of man has ever divised. This can be demonstrated by means of the
simplest and most effective of tests-the dollar sign. Which does it pay the better to create, music in the 'form of Jazz,
or music in the form of symphonies and sonatas? Which type of art, diligently pursued, holds out the higher reward
to the producer in the shape of something really desirable-say, the suite of rooms, already mentioned, at the most
expensive hotel? Their innate modesty, or some other reason less obvious, prevents us from knowing familiarly the
names of those who shower the blessings of Symphonic syncopation upon an enchanted world; but how do Senor de
Falla and Professor Dohnanyi compare with any two of them in the vital matter of boodle? A delicate and personal
question; but there can be no doubt about the answer to it. The Jazz merchants have it all along the line. If Jazz music
were not the best, it could not command the best prices; that is a first principle of political economy. Even if all the
powerful reasons, deducible from the foregoing arguments, were to fail us, we should still have this ultima ratio, the
mathematical proof. When you see your Jazz merchant occupying a suite de luxe at Porridge's or the Blitz, while
your classicist has to endure a single bedroom at a railway hotel, you can gauge, with the micrometrical accuracy of a
modern snap journalist, the relative value of the two forms of art.
Now, music, as we all know, is a species of poetic expression; and it is generally inspired, either by direct
contact, or by indirect association, by some sort of poetry in the form of words; this, of course, being the principal
reason why poetry (which is but an archaic word for bunk) continues to exist. Over and over again the classicists
have pointed out to us, that the bedrock of classical music is the superb poetry from which it has taken birth. Even
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where the poetic inspiration is not acknowledged, it is presumed to be there, tucked away somewhere among the
semiquavers; but in a great many cases it is fully acknowledged, and we discover in nearly every case that it is some
'masterpiece' in whole, or in part. singular how readily the intellectual groper deludes himself! These so-called
masterpieces are nothing but school text-books, or, as we might aptly term them, schoolmaster-pieces. Take Goethe's
Faust, for example. wherever German is taught this essay in dramatic versification figures in the standard
curriculum, and is extensively employed for the purpose of familiarizing the pupil with German grammatical
construction. The Words:
Das Unbeschrebliche
Hier ist's gethan;
Das Ewig-Weibliche
Zieht uns hinan
were written only to be parsed. And yet more composers of music have been inspired by this work than by any other:
Schubert, Berlioz, Liszt, Wagner, Gounod, Boito-this name is legion. another writer of educational text-books,
Schiller, provided Beethoven with inspiration. Mendelssohn, Nicolai, Sullivan, Tchaikovsky, and several others fell
back upon Shakespeare, yet another producer of scholastic publications. Schumann cultivated Byron, who falls into
the same category. More recently Richard Strauss, casting aside all disguise, has composed music based upon
Sophocles, a tragedian as notorious in the class room as he is unknown in the newspaper office. When we consider
the matter in this light, it is a wonder to us that none of these composers ever found inspiration in Hamblin Smith's
arithmetic, or Henri Bue's French Grammar. (But perhaps they did, and passed off the results as abstract music.) And
there is another thing, too, in this connection, that strikes us with particular force-I mean the amazing progress of
society in the short space of a hundred years. This writer of school-books, Lord Byron, who supplied Schumann with
some of his inspiration, spoke of the schoolmiss of his own day as smelling of bread and butter. What wonderful
advancement is shown by the modern schoolmiss, who lurches across the dancing-room, fairly reeking of gin-sling!
When we recollect that most of the classical music was composed in the days when people actually ate bread and
butter, without so much as sprinkling it with cayenne pepper, we can hardly wonder that it is what it is.
It remains, therefore, only to consider the poetry upon which Symphonic Syncopation takes its stand; and of
this poetry it is perfectly safe to say that none has ever been used, or is ever likely to be used, in a classroom as an
element of education. It is poetry, in short, for people who have finished with education, and know everything - as
you will soon discover when you talk to them. Now, the classical poetry, like the classical music, has never been able
to stand on its own legs, but has always needed the support of the author's irrelevant name, to hold it up, and provide
it with a sort of meretricious gravity. The superiority of the poetry which inspires Jazz is demonstrated by the fact
that it stands quite comfortably by itself, and that the names of the authors are perfectly unknown to anybody. The
titles of these jewels of the poet's art speak for themselves. let me quote a few of them: - 'The cat's whiskers,' 'I've got
a girl,;' 'Whose Baby Are You?', Every night I cry myself to sleep over you,' 'Did Tosti Raise His Bowler Hat?,' 'If
You Knew Susie Like I Know Susie,' 'There's Yes! Yes! In Your Eyes.' But perhaps it is putting it too mildly to say
that such titles speak for themselves; it is doing them and their secretive authors an injustice. Consider that pure gem,
the last but one on the list. Observe the boldness with which the poet employs the adjective, like, as an adverb, and
say whether you can discover anything in Milton or Keats to match it. Think of the romance if 'I've Got A Girl.' That
charming, assertive little word, got! The reference (I am unable to discover the context) is manifestly to some ladykiller of distinction, who had got the girl, either alive in a packing-case, or chopped up small in a can trunk. And then
again, 'Every night I cry myself to sleep over you.' How our sympathy wells forth towards the unhappy recipient of
these lachrymal attentions, kept awake into the small hours by the rain of tears upon his head. As for 'There's Yes!
Yes! in your eyes' I know that expression well. I have often seen it in the eyes of a harassed railway porter, asked by
a dozen people at once whether the Beckenham train starts from platform number ten. In short, when we cast the
analytical eye upon the exquisite lyrics (or bunk) by which Symphonic Syncopated music is inspired, we can no
longer feel astonishment at its triumphant progress, or at the fact that its penetrating strains reveal to the souls of
bandmasters, and others, the blinding light of truth - that same light, which in rainbow colours, flashes its messages
nightly across the seething circuses of Central London, bidding us drink Frothington's Ale, or reinforce our internal
machinery with Cod's Emulsion.
Having thrown all this off the chest, and established the genius of Jazz exactly where it ought to be
established. I rise from my seat, and turn for solace and recreation to my piano. And what I intend to play begins
with this theme: - I leave it to the reader to identify the composition, but he has my full authority to accept it as the
concluding and conclusive word of the whole argument.

- 938 -

OCTOBER - FORUM
JAZZ (When asked whether or not jazz is music, Mr. Irving Berlin counter-questioned "What is Jazz?" The
following letter may perhaps answer both questions.)
Editor of THE FORUM - It is perhaps easiest to attack the problem of whether or not jazz is music by
pointing out what seems to me a fault in both the FORUM articles on that subject. In spite of their intrinsic interest
both articles display a vagueness, or perhaps a fear of becoming too technical in the presence of the average reader.
Thus Mr. Antheil says that jazz contains melody, harmony, and rhythm, but he fails to indicate clearly the particular
and distinctive kind of each which differentiates jazz from other music. Likewise Mr. Spaeth makes jazz identical
with a general revolutionary tendency in all art, which would not distinguish George Gershwin, for instance, from
Schoenberg, to say nothing of Gertrude Stein, Matisse, or even Beethoven. Jazz would express no more than the idea
of innovation. In the music of one of the most radical of innovators, Paul Hindemith, with its contrapuntal texture,
there is a greater resemblance to Bach than to Irving Berlin.
In deciding whether jazz is music or a method of treating music, I must say that I prefer Mr. Antheil's
position to that of Mr. Spaeth, though I suspect that their disagreement is largely verbal. For after all, what is meant
by "treatment" or "applying" jazz to rhythm, melody, harmony, or tone color? A theme can be treated in the form of
variations, folk songs can be woven into a rhapsody, but to "treat" rhythm, melody, etc., suggests that they are
metaphysical entities in a class with medieval "universals" or "Platonic ideas." They are what George Santayana calls
"concretions in discourse" not "concretions in existence" and are arrived at by a process of abstraction from what are
the real, individual rhythms, melodies, harmonies, etc. This treatment would be only making new rhythmic, melodic,
and harmonic patterns, which is what Mr. Antheil claims for jazz, and which would make it distinctly music.
What then is jazz? Here again we must guard against making a mythical or metaphysical entity where none
exists. The method of empirical philosophy furnishes an interesting analogy. An object to an empiricist is nothing but
a concatenation of sense impressions whose contiguity is always recognized by the mind. Why then is not jazz
merely a concatenation of certain rhythmic, melodic, and harmonic forms which must occur together to produce what
we experience as jazz? The elements, it is true, are very subtly blended (Mr. Antheil attest to the difficulty of
distinguishing them), but there is no supra-sensuous demon lurking in them. Even what a real devotee of jazz would
call its special flavor is merely this blend plus the emotional reaction it effects within him.
The basic element of jazz is unquestionably the foxtrot rhythm with its four fundamental beats to the
measure. The first and third receive a primary accent, the second and fourth a secondary, sometimes heavier than the
primary, and in the orchestration usually given to other instruments. Between these beats sparkles the melody,
introducing minor accents and syncopated rhythms, furnishing a rattling crossfire to the foundational "tum-tum-tumtum." Melody and harmony are much less aboriginal, the former being frequently borrowed from the classics, the
latter from the modernists, but, as Mr. Antheil says, distinctive forms have sprung up to fit the rhythm. Instrumental
buffoonery and the well known vocal "do-de-yo-do," imitative of the former, are the external paraphernalia of jazz.
When one of the ingredients is missing, the result is not jazz. Pure jazz can seldom be made out of
unadulterated classical melodies, an instance of genuine "treatment." Standard composers generally fail when they
attempt jazz because they omit some of the basic ingredients and concentrate on the trappings. The late Victor
Herbert used to write in his own vein, then sprinkle on a few jazz garnitures. Leo Sowerby's "Synconata" is a hideous
compound of all the more blatant and cacophonous jazz instrumentation without the inherent redeeming graces. Even
John Alden Carpenter's "Skyscraper" achieves jazz only for moments at a time. Nor can emotional appeal alone
make jazz. Mr. Stokowski not long ago drove away a score or so of staid Philadelphians from the Academy of Music
by playing Henry Eicheim's "Burma," a piece utilizing native percussion instruments imported for the occasion. The
barbaric abandon of this piece was emotionally the nearest thing to jazz that I have heard from a concert hall, yet in
other respects there was no similarity. I quite agree with Mr. Spaeth that the only authentic jazz of lasting merit has
been produced by George Gershwin, a composer schooled and steeped in the jazz tradition and familiar with all its
aspects. Perhaps he will rise to the occasion of Mr. Antheil's demand for a composer who will make an honest
woman out of jazz. George W. Howgate, Pitman, N.J.
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DECEMBER - FORUM
(A DISCUSSION OF THE DEBATE - "IS JAZZ MUSIC?" - IN THE JULY AND AUGUST ISSUES OF
THE FORUM.)
Editor of THE FORUM: If jazz is only a method, as Mr. Spaeth says, why cannot Europe imitate it? Jazz
has never been conquered by a European. Thousands have tried. If it is a method of music that can only be written by
Americans, does it not begin, spiritually, to rise above a mere method?
In my July article I pointed out that jazz has individual rhythms, harmonies, and melodic fragments which
are not found in any other music, and therefore give it an individual quality which immediately places it in the
category of a folk music. Mr. Spaeth denies we have a folk music. He says one finds the same thing in Beethoven's
Ninth Symphony. Brahms, Chopin, all of them have written pages of real jazz, he says. Still I must point out that a
great deal of music has been written within the past centuries and of necessity a great many "treatments" must oft
find themselves repeated. Surely a critic and musician such as Mr. Spaeth does not wish us to think that the same
chord, rhythm, or sequence always has the same intention.
Atonality is certainly a method, if there ever was one, and one cannot claim that the great master,
Schoenberg, has never written any music. Beethoven, Mozart, and the rest of the great masters were extremely
methodic and systematic, in spite of their genius. Mr. Spaeth, in the technical domain, comes to some very
remarkable conclusions. He concludes that because he wrote in the whole-tone scale, Debussy was "jazzing" the
normal scale. Till Eulenspiegel - that profound rascal of the Middle Ages - becomes for him "one of the jazziest
characters in music" because Strauss in his admirable symphonic poem makes a number of grotesque skips and
jumps.
The works of Vincent Youmans are pure, clear, and extremely beautiful examples of jazz that is a pure
music. Many of the negro blues cannot in any case be confused with any other music. The day when composers stole
melodies from the old masters ("I'm Always Chasing Rainbows" and similar mediocrities) is slowly but surely
passing, but Mr. Spaeth writes as though that day were still in full swing. Jazz no longer needs to steal, to distort. It is
coming into a pure, simple, sincere expression of its own, and each year sees this fact more established. The ChopinLiszt-Debussy borrowing of Gershwin, which Mr. Spaeth so much admires, is on the wane, but his mention and
admiration of them account for his conviction that America has no music of its own. George Antheil Vienna,
Austria
Compared to mechanical contrivance and trick-are going to subordinate this gift of "effect" through will, to
the effects offered in the jazz orchestras, ready made? Never, in this world. If we consider the descriptive music that
exists for a solo-instrument, and that, a piano-which the modern French school has given to the world, we can afford
to smile at the bare thought of it-"Jeu d'eau," "Poisson d'or," "Jardins sous la pluie."

1929
JANUARY - JOURNAL OF EDUCATION CIX
THE AGE OF JAZZ by J. W. Studebaker - There is nothing new in jazz. Every age has its extravagant
symbolisms, its bizarre manifestations of youthful spirit, its exuberance of uncontrolled inventive genius. It is a sort
of mob psychology that marks the trend of the youth toward extremes in dress, speech, art and music, any of which
come readily under the general head, "jazz."
Three decades ago it was the trashy sentimental ballad, the Big Son figure, the enormous pompadour that
indicated so graphically the feminine self-expression of the times. Five years ago, in the opinion of many, the woman
with bobbed hair was guilty of a flippant impropriety. Some capable school teachers found themselves without
positions because they dared to adventure into this land of "flapperdom." Now this generation wants to wear "keen"
clothes, make "snappy" conversation and "hear slick" music. And so - it does! But through the orientation of
education the crude and grotesque will slough off and the new idea born of creative imagination will add a pleasing
variety to custom and art.
One of the most deeply imbedded of human instincts is rhythm. Primitive man demonstrated this with his
crude drums and other instruments invented to satisfy his natural craving for meter or cadence. The main interest in
music is rhythm, and all of us are susceptible to its charm: Modern jazz employs a distinctly monotonous meter,
which is its own worst enemy, and which does much to surfeit the taste of the habitual listener and turn him
automatically, to better types of music for relief.
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The jazz rhythm, in itself, is not so objectionable. It is the atrocious execution of this music, augmented, as
it sometimes is, by the unspeakable inane words accompanying the performance that generates disgust and
resentment. The same selection played by a first-class orchestra takes on a definitely different aspect, and under these
circumstances has its own place in the scheme of modern music.
Jazz has had a spectacular career in the fifteen or more years of its popularity. It has risen from the levee
atmosphere to the concert hall, from the cheap, almost impossible rendition in the lowest of dives to the expert
execution by the most famous symphony orchestra playing for cultured audiences in great auditoriums.
With the advent of jazz came the realization that the thing had "caught on" and that orchestra leaders were
making money playing the fantastic sounds and incredible harmonies wherever there were ears to listen.
Then there came into the field musicians of high calibre who saw possibilities in the strange combinations
that had started the world humming, and who set about to make jazz respectable and acceptable. Among these were
John Alden Carpenter and George Gershwin, whose melodic compositions of this modern type are recognized and
played constantly.
The Des Moines school music department, in the face of existing conditions, says practically nothing about
jazz. Instead there is a carefully planned program including orchestra training, glee club practice and definite music
appreciation instruction which seems to offset the tendency to the crudities of jazz madness. In fact, the students, in
making choices of musical numbers to be played or sung in their groups, choose, almost without exception, the best.
Jazz isn't going to make an appreciable difference in the musical education of the young if we surround him
from early childhood with the finest examples of the art - antidotes if one wishes so to label them. Why not credit
him with intelligence, offer many opportunities for discrimination and choice, and then let him use his developing
sense of beauty and appropriateness?

JANUARY 26, - MUSICAL AMERICAN
THIS QUESTION OF SPIRITUALS - They are really old German folk songs, says John Powell.
John Powell, home from an extended European tour, is planning to satisfy a wish of long standing-to take
time from his concert routine to complete several compositions.
An ardent Virginian, Mr. Powell is extremely interested in the music of the South. His best known
composition, perhaps, is the Rhapsodie Negre, which has an interesting history. Presented for the first time in 1918
by the Russian Symphony Orchestra under modest Altschuler and with the composer at the piano, the rhapsodie was
selected by Walter Damrosch as best and most typical American work to be played by Mr. Powell and the New York
Symphony Orchestra, when he took that entire body on its Good Will Tour of Europe, in 1920.
Since then, the Rhapsodie has had forty-nine performances, both here and abroad, in something less than
eleven years. Its fiftieth performance is scheduled for Jan. 28, with the American Orchestral Society. Mr. Powell
played the forty-sixth performance this summer, with the Concertgebouw, at Amsterdam, under Pierre Monteau; the
forty-seventh at Rugby, under Adrian Boult; and the forty-eighth and forty-ninth under the direction of Donald
Francis Tovey, in Edinburgh. He was invited to give the fiftieth performance in Germany, but, in a typical John
Powell gesture, preferred to celebrate the anniversary by playing this distinctly American work in America.
In regard to Negro music in general, and the spiritual in particular, Mr. Powell upholds the thesis that the
spiritual is by no means a pure example of African music, nor even of distinctly African tendencies. The Negro
spiritual, he contends, proceeds directly from the old German folk songs and hymn tunes brought to America in the
late eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries, by non-conformist Baptist and Methodist ministers.
These melodies, kept as pure hymns at first, gradually developed into the exhortative "gospel hymn" of
insistent rhythms and many repetitions. In this form, they were introduced into camp meetings and revivals, where
not alone a fixed congregation heard them, but where outsiders of all ranks and backgrounds grew familiar with them
as well. And there it was that the Negro, inherently religious and distinctly musical, heard the hymns and took them
for his own.
"The Negro spiritual," says Mr. Powell, "is nothing more than the result of primitive Negroid embroideries
superimposed upon well established and regular European musical forms. "The regularity and balance of the spiritual
clearly shows a form sense that cannot be primitive. Examples of pure African musical forms have come down to us,
to be sure; the rhythms on which jazz is based-not jazz itself-are African. But the spiritual is not, except in an
adapted way.
"You have often heard the orchestral trick of playing some well known theme-Home Sweet Home or Dixiein the manner of' this or that well known composer. You know how a fixed and familiar theme can take on entirely
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different characteristics by such adroit manipulation; and you know also, that such artful manipulation ceases to seem
like trick work, and actually sounds like an integral part of the finished piece. That is what has happened in the
growth of the spiritual. Upon a well organized foundation of musical form, the Negro has superimposed variations
that suit him and express his needs.
Primitive Humming
"Let me give you an instance from my own experience, in proof of this. Some years ago-when I was
working on my Rhapsodie, to be exact-I happened to visit friends in Richmond, and through the door that led from
the kitchen to the room where we were sitting, there came the sound of someone humming. There was something so
primitive, so passionate, so subtly stirring about the muted minor cadences and the pulsing tom-tom beats of this
humming, that I couldn't put my mind to anything else.
"Quietly, at last, I tiptoed to the pantry, and there was black Pauline, piling glasses on a tray, and humming
or singing softly at her work. When she saw me, she was so startled that she let slip her tray, glasses and all; because
darkies guard their primitive songs and incantations from white ears as carefully as they do their voodoo rites. At
last, after a great deal of adroit coaxing, I got her to tell me what it was she was humming; what was this thing of
primitive allure that had reached and riveted me, on the other side of the door. Her song had been her own version of
a common gospel hymn, called Make Me Ready, Oh, Lord.
Converted Street Song
Now, as she shifted from her own version and sang the hymn proper, a great many things became evident.
She had consistently converted the original major intervals into the minor, completely changing the character of the
tune, and on top of that, she had added to each cadence a wild little tom-tom like tail beat that hadn't come into the
original at all. Finally, what do you suppose the tune of the 'regular hymn' turned out to be? It was the tune of Sally
Get Your Hair Cut Short, an unimportant and unmeaningful street song of thirty years ago. By weaving this
commonplace tune over with unconscious embroideries out of her own Negroid background, Pauline had created a
'spiritual' of stirring beauty.
"I have used Pauline's spiritual for the second climax of my Rhapsodie; and to me, it represents a great deal.
It stands as the epitome of the colored race, seizing haphazard upon stray elements of an alien culture, and making
them over into an entirely new and different expression of their own.
"Turning again to the growth of the spiritual, after this making-over of the gospel hymn tunes, the next and
greatest factor, is the distinctly external Stephen Foster influence, whereby the spirit of the Negro was skillfully
recreated by a total outsider. Thus, it seems to me that the spiritual is, properly speaking, not at all purely Negro
music." R. H. Wollstein

FEBRUARY 13, - NATION
A NOTE ON GERSHWIN by Abbe Niles. - A little while past it was vulgarly considered safe to praise
light foreign music, Viennese waltzes, Spanish folk dancing, and even the scores of English musical comedies; but
American popular music (by which is meant music of a recognizably native flavor, written for publication and sale,
and exhibiting the technique which then meant most likely that the sale would be large) was considered something to
be enjoyed only with apologies, just as many Negroes have felt that they must apologize for the spirituals. The
distinction between "classical" and "popular" was, in short, felt necessarily and in all cases to coincide with the one
fundamental distinction between good and bad.
Snobbery of course, partly accounted for this fallacy, but it had a certain amount of excuse. From about the
end of the Civil War to the late nineties, American popular music had suffered a dismal slump. The unconscious
humor of the lyrics had been the redeeming feature of the songs. With the rise of ragtime and various more capable
composers there came an improvement, but the music, judged by unsentimental standards, remained pretty bad.
Ragtime, the most convenient purely American, popular technique, was conceived and set down so as to be playable
by virtual illustrates. Its think stock harmonies, for instance, might almost be numbered on one's fingers, and where
the tunes showed inventive ability it tended to be canceled by the despicable poverty of their apparel. But these facts
merely went to demonstrate the more clearly that the fallacy needed knocking down.

- 942 -

It was Jerome Kern who struck the first blow by producing a series of songs, many of them recognizably
American in spirit and treatment, which, besides having good tunes, exhibited sound, self-respecting, and musicianly
workmanship. The second blow came with the rise of jazz, concerned, in its most prominent aspect, with technique.
This necessitated Tin Pan Alley's importing trained musicians as arrangers; the success of jazz resulted in its
invading the musical comedies, thus bringing popular music into an atmosphere where work is expected, or at least
tolerated, than in songs written solely for the trade. But more than any other one person, George Gershwin has
reminded his hearers that the division between good and bad cuts across all others. This, it is submitted, is a valuable
reminder. If the fallacy to the contrary was a vulgar one, it was-and to a less degree still is-powerful.
It is not that Gershwin has written good music; the present writer thinks it good, but the point is that, good
or not, it is American, in the popular idiom, and good enough to show that first-rate music, even in the longer forms,
can be written in that idiom by anyone with the requisite training and natural gifts.
This demonstration Gershwin has achieved, in the first place, by perhaps 150 songs. Not all of them are
good ones. Some that present their writer's inspiration at its height suffer from the real or fancied necessity of
writing, for musical comedies, only in the narrow forms desired by dance orchestras. Yet they are engagingly cast in
their constricted mold and so widely appealing as to make it unnecessary to cite the titles of the best, from "I Was so
Young" to "The Man I Love." They show a pride of workmanship, an attention to detail (vide the invention spent on
their introductory measures and on the two bars at their close), and an avoidance of harmonic clichés, qualities which
were unknown to popular music a few years ago, and which are being emulated by others to the general good of the
art.
It is, however, through his adventures in the concert halls that this composer has done most to discredit the
vulgar fallacy, because these adventures were not only well, but spectacularly, carried off. The "Rhapsody in Blue"
demonstrated in fifteen minutes that jazz is independent of the fox-trot rhythm and form, and is therefore available
for experiments in the longer forms. This lesson was driven home by the piano concerto in F, a less compact and
balanced work, less happy in its orchestration (Gershwin's first attempt), but rich, if not too rich, in pleasing themes.
It reveals a unity that signifies the same devoted care and thought as do the best of the songs. "135th Street," wrongly
labeled a jazz opera, suggested little new save, for a moment during the "Pagliacci" burlesque which formed its
prologue, the possibilities of the more savage and wry-mouthed jazz for conveying a sense of tragedy.
It is not to be imagined that by "An American in Paris" (presented December 13 by Mr. Damrosch and the
Philharmonic Symphony) Gershwin darkly planned to damage fallacies and confute snobs. Obviously he had
immensely enjoyed working out his little story of a Yankee, as simple in his peculiar way as Mallarme's faun,
harmlessly trotting the streets, eluding the taxis and the museums, sitting down for a look at a boulevard table,
getting the homesickness blues, getting over them, and toddling happily off again. That, and the anticipation of
exciting a sympathetic pleasure in the conceit, probably measured the composer's main motive for putting his
American on paper; and his hope was justified by the joy with which the audience welcomed his creation.
But it is as important to the purposes of the present article to point out that "An American in Paris"
represents an advance in Gershwin's ability both to get what he wants out of a symphony orchestra (no mean
problem), and so to transform and combine his themes as to make a living organism of the sum total. It has a
personality apart from Gershwin's own, which his concerto had not; the Rhapsody had one, but it was partly the gift
of the arranger, Grofe. It is questionable whether the brilliant concert-notes supplied by Mr. Deems Taylor were as
much a blessing as a curse at the christening; not only did they supply a far more elaborate, and so distracting,
"program" than the composer had suspected to be applicable to his piece, but by doing this, Mr. Taylor enabled the
critics to sit back and relax, comfortable in the knowledge that they could fill their space in next day's editions with a
rehash of Taylor. Most of them did, even to the extent of repeating Mr. Taylor's obvious error in identifying a certain
music-hall piece, quoted in the score, as a maxixe. The ill-disposed critics, who are still numerous, added a rebuke to
the conductor for including this light (and American?) work in the same program with Franck's D-minor symphony;
the unshocked added a kind word or so; but scarcely anywhere was it pointed out that Gershwin had gained
considerably in his knowledge of how to write long compositions for large orchestras. Assuming that he knows more
of musical theory than many professional theorists know of jazz, he is largely self-taught, and is under no financial
necessity of continuing his education. Every proof that he is, nevertheless, taking the trouble to do so, is highly
important evidence for critics to take into consideration in attempting to anticipate what he may yet accomplish.
Such a prediction is difficult. That he will write great music, his work to date does not promise. Its spirit is
vital but not profound; not elevated, but humorous, witty, ribald; on occasion, pathetic or of a cool, blue melancholy,
but not tragic. It is the product of an immense gusto for life, work, and appreciation, which, it may be expected, will
not quickly fade. It will continue to arouse pleased surprise in the minds of intelligent hearers, including serious if
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not solemn musicians, over the world; to raise the general level of American popular music, and to obliterate a
snobbish, vulgar, and potent error.

MARCH - REVIEW OF REVIEWING
JAZZ ARRIVES AT THE OPERA by Alfred V. Frankenstein. - Jazz has found its way to the stage of the
Metropolitan Opera House, and the cause of it all is a young man who has never been in the homeland of jazz. Here
is an instructive paradox.
Ernst Krenek is his name, and he is an Austrian, twenty-eight years old. Son-in-law of Gustav Mahler, the
last of the Brahmins, pupil of the totally jazzless Schreker, native of Vienna, the city of waltzes, symphonies, and
romantic opera, he has taken an idiom quite foreign to his training and heredity, and given it a breadth that those to
the manner born have not achieved. The opera's house name is "Jonny Spielt Auf," which is translated "Johnny
Strikes up."
A sketch of the plot will be of interest, Anita, an opera singer, newly married to a composer named Max,
leaves their home in Germany to sing in one of her husband's operas in Paris. In a hotel there she is pursued and
conquered by a violin virtuoso, one Daniello. Johnny, the colored musician who leads the jazz band at the hotel,
covets Daniello's violin, steals it, and hides it in Anita's baggage. Anita returns to her husband, followed by Johnny,
leaving Daniello to think that Anita has, to use the only appropriate phrase, made a monkey of him to obtain the
precious instrument.
Johnny succeeds in extricating the violin from Anita's banjo case, where he has hidden it. The singer and the
composer quarrel, and Anita declares she will go on a concert tour of America. At a resort in the Alps Max and
Daniello listen to the radio. First Anita sings one of the composer's songs, and the composer, hearing the beloved
voice, resolves that she is, after all, the only girl for him. Johnny also broadcasts, and the violinist recognizes the
tone of his beloved instrument, and sets detectives on the jazz player's trail.
There ensues a grand scramble in a railroad station, Max after his wife, to join her before she can leave for
Amsterdam and the steamer to America, and Johnny to elude Daniello and the police. Johnny "plants" the violin in
Max's baggage, and the composer is arrested. But realizing that Max is a friend of Anita's maid, with whom he has
had a love-affair in Paris, Johnny jumps into the cab with the police and their prisoner, and succeeds in knocking out
the officers. Max makes the train by the skin of his teeth. In the confusion Daniello falls under the wheels of a
locomotive. The colored man mounts to the top of the great station clock, and there, with the coveted violin in his
hand, Johnny strikes up, while the crowd below dances.
It is a typical movie plot, with the scenarist's ticks and methods. The music, too, contains all the elements of
popular entertainment. But Krenek has also succeeded in mingling, to a certain extent, a degree of true novelty with
these elements of jazz a la mode. The persistent vigor of the new German music, containing all the elements of
variety, plays its part in the score. It is not a great opera, because Krenek's is an amusing rather than a great talent. It
is amusement raised to a high degree because skill and imagination have gone into the making. Krenek compares to
Schoenberg as Gilbert compares to Browning. But stack "Johnny" alongside of the "Rhapsody in Blue" and it
towers,
Johnny makes a prophecy. At one place in the opera he cries:
Da kommt die neue Welt ubers Meer Gefahren mit Glanz,
Und erbgt das alte Europa durch den tanz.
In English this might read: "Glittering the new world crosses the sea, and inherits old Europe by means of
the dance."
He cries this aloud, with full lungs. Perhaps he prophesies too much. Perhaps the new world would be better
off without inheriting old Europe. And it is a son of this old Europe who has given Johnny his depth of lung and
breadth of phrase and range of vision.
The jazz of Broadway is a small, shallow affair compared to "Johnny." Once, when instrumental jazz was
intended only for performance in the ballroom, there was no need for a form bigger than the sixteen-bar verse and the
thirty-two bar chorus that has become law in Tin Pan Alley. Now that celebrated jazz orchestras perform daily in
every house in the land, and in every revue, a growth into something intended for the delight of the ear is in order. It
is worth doing. The jazz orchestra is a gorgeous instrument. But no development of the resources of jazz, as such,
has taken place.
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That the public will rise to such music is apparent. Witness the sensational success of the "Rhapsody in
Blue," a piece none too original in itself, but indicative of what can be done. The jazz concert music, such as it is,
that has followed Gershwin's piece has been spineless, passive, devoid of the punch of Gershwin and Krenek. It has
bent the knee to the ossified traditions of Broadway.
The man who breaks through those traditions will create a popular music in America that will drive away
our blushes at the names of Arthur Sullivan and Johann Strauss. It will not be great music. No great space in future
editions of Grove's dictionary will be given its creator's name. But it will make the most satisfying and most complete
use of the materials given, as the artist uses his substance, rather than the easiest and most obvious use of them, as is
the manner of our present writers.
Meanwhile Copland and other American composers make of jazz a symphonic medium, which is a horse of
quite a different color. In the purely popular, humorous, and theatrical field we must admit that an Austrian has
stolen a march on us. There is something in Johnny's veins beside gin and cigarette smoke.

OCTOBER/MARCH - CATHOLIC WORLD
BLACK MUSIC - by Edward f. Murphy, S. S. L. - That the souls of our colored folk should express
themselves in song was fate. One favor after another seemed stripped from their being until the very cords of their
spirit were bared to the winds of life; and music, as in an aeolian harp, was born. They learned in suffering, as a
Shelley might say, what they voiced in song. "They that walked in darkness," writes a son of the race, "sang songs in
the older day-Sorrow Songs-for they were weary at heart."
An amazement at the beauty of the universe in contrast with man's base attitudes in it was the motif of their
singing. Woe bowed their heads, yet urged their timid eyes upward to behold what their lot could neither destroy nor
dim. So they saw and sang the moonlight and the stars, the jeweled gates to glory, the lovely prelude to joys
unutterable shining in promise over a darkling sphere. Death, throwing off his mantle of terrors, appeared flowerwreathed before them and beckoned to a peace which the world could not give.
"I walk through the churchyard to lay this body down.
I know moonrise, I know star rise; I walk in the moonlight, I walk in the starlight;
I'll lie in the grave and stretch out my arms, I'll go to judgment in the evening of the day.
And my soul and thy soul shall meet that day, when I lay this body down."
The sweetness of the Sorrow Songs, enriched with mellow notes of hope triumphant, is of the very essence
of the crushed heart of the race. There was good, great good, in the simple nature of this people. Life put layers of
custom on their virtues, as on the innate qualities of all races; and the fairer facts lay hidden. But the hand of
American greed, gripping and tearing away, incidentally broke the husks of souls. Body and spirit were bruised, and
the holy ichor of song dripped forth-the sweeter for the very excess of pressure.
The Negro spiritual is the cry of hearts pierced as much by the wonder of the heavenly future as by the
misery of the earthly present. Forced more than any other race to experience the crueler phases of life, our colored
have had various courses open to them. They could accept their condition and devote their energy to the things of
sense, as so many of them have more or less elected to do; or they could grapple their problems with one hand and
grope after ideals with the other, as did Booker T. Washington, and as thousands of other practical dreamers of the
race to-day are doing. Finally it was theirs to lose the sight and almost the touch of degradation by focusing on the
realm beyond, and on the scriptures which express in language what skies say in rays; or they could separate the
specks of gold from the abundant dross of the life around them. This third class has included the Negro poets.
The Sorrow Songs, wrung from the experience of slavery days, are a source from which the best of recent
Negro singers might well draw inspiration. Not only the colored themselves, but also the whites, are profoundly
moved by these rhythmic cries of a people sinking, as to the body, in a sea of woes but, as to the soul, "gold-dusty
from tumbling amid the stars." The Fisk Jubilee choristers, back in 1871, began their tour with which the songs of
yesterday's slaves conquered America, England, Ireland, Scotland, Germany, Holland and Switzerland. World
approval was confirmed with one-hundred and fifty thousand dollars which the troubadours brought back from their
travels and devoted to the founding of Fisk University. Thus poetic gold passed through a financial phase into an
intellectual. An institution to help free the Negro spirit rose on a foundation of crushed Negro hearts. Since then our
country, with this monument to the melodies of the lowly before her eyes, has not been able to forget the Songs of
Sorrow and their significance; nor can Europe forget either, for to-day we find new bands of Fisk singers in demand
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in Germany, Austria, Scandinavia, and even in Soviet Russia. And Roland Hayer and Paul Robeson, dusky artists
supreme, keep raising the spirituals to new heights of favor and appeal.
There is irony in the fact that these songs, quaintly beautiful, passionately quaint, as much of the land as the
rice-swamps of the Carolinas, or the sugar-fields of Mississippi, are the sole American music to-day; as much a part
of the story of our country as slavery itself. They alone express in perfection the emotions that swayed a large portion
of our population through a most vital chapter of our national story. Indeed they are history, expressed to the ear in
terms of the bosom; heart-history written in sound; sound drenched in color, and color a thrill with sound. It is meet
that the nation that caused these melodic walls should be haunted by them. But what gracious and lofty, if sometimes
pathetic and even somber ghosts they are, these songs! Contrast them with the pessimistic output of the silverspooned gentry of white lyricists of the present day, and see how the childlike slave managed to discover light in
darkness, whereas the latter seem most successful in discovering darkness in light.
Even when the minstrel mixed his African music with American, the effect was Africanization rather than
Americanization; and the dusky stream became a Pierian spring even to the white man's song, as witness such ballads
as "Swanee River" and "Old Black Joe," which include whole phrases of Negro inspiration. Thus this twilight
melody, distinct in itself, mingling with American without being lost, and influencing white creation, has richly
proven its vitality and power. Truth may not refuse it a place in our national drama; but strength and merit invite it
rather to a throne.
It is interesting to juxtapose the songs created in America by a race enslaved, with those of our English
forbears when they, too, were in thrall. We should have to turn to the Angle-Norman period of English literature to
find a parallel. Ballads and lyrics are the reflections of the minds and hearts of the common people, more
illuminating to the seeker of soul-aspects by far than the pages of mere history could ever be. Back in the eleventh,
twelfth, thirteenth and fourteenth centuries, when England was writhing under the French heel, the Anglo folk-song,
for instance, was at the stage of the Afro-American in the nineteenth; and we behold a contrast not unflattering to the
latter. In the English outpourings, there sounds a note of lawlessness, while the tone of the Negro is of meekness. An
intense hatred of social injustices and pretense burns in the former; but the latter hardly criticize, much less condemn.
The former are martial; the latter, submissive. The former breathe a hardy chivalry; the latter are chiefly sexless-with
Mother and child, rather than Woman, the theme. The former flame with a resolution of freedom in the realms of
earth; the latter aver an attraction to the liberty which is reached only by climbing "the ladder of the star." The former
admit of death casting his shadows on lonely roads; the latter look to life-and life eternal. "Dust, dust and ashes, fly
over my grave," sang the forgotten voice from black velvet throat, "but the Lord shall bear my spirit home."
Vulgarity and materiality are not absent from the English lays of the era of oppression; but Ethiopia's expressions,
bespeaking a full vision of the things above, are as reverent as they are fervent. It is a far cry, less even in time than
in theme, from the Geste of Robin Hood or the Luve Ron of Thomas de Hales to such lines of unearthly
preoccupation as these:
"Oh, the stars in the elements are falling, and the moon drips away into blood,
And the ransomed of the Lord are returning unto God, Blessed by the name of the Lord."
To be sure, the Negro ante-bellum voice was not always pitched to notes celestial. There were Joy songs
too, with little of noble aspiration a throb in them. Frequently these were just a facile commentary on plantation life,
and might easily have dipped to the censurable; but, remarkably, they kept in general sunny and wholesome. The
days of the slave were largely prose. However, if life, as Thackeray says, is a mirror in which we find reflected back
to us our own qualities, it is no wonder that a gleam has always guided the Negro's heart; for his disposition has ever
housed a sunbeam. We can see, in our mind's eye, the simple cornfield songster climbing to the top of the mound that
signified days and weeks of toil and, easily the king of his lowly world, and twice regent for having risen so
gracefully and surely above it, bursting into song. Improvising his words, or rather letting them bubble up magically
from the emotions in his breast; unhampered by the literary rules and self-consciousness which bind so many of his
white brother's efforts, surrendering himself totally to whatever muse would accept his humility and sincerity. Often,
very often, his inspiration was no better than childish; and yet, in its very triteness, it is picturesque and suggestive,
as appears from such a typical slave-piece as this, which Booker T. Washington recalls:
"Massa's nigger are slick and fat, Oh! Oh! Oh! Shine just like a new beaver hat, Oh! Oh! Oh!
Refrain:
"Turn out here and shuck dis corn, Oh! Oh! Oh! Biggest pile o' corn since I was born, Oh! Oh! Oh!
II - "Jones's Niggers are lean and po', Oh! Oh! Oh! Don't know whether they get 'nough to eat or no, Oh!
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Oh! Oh!
Refrain:
"Turn out here and shuck dis corn, Oh! Oh! Oh! Biggest pile o' corn since I was born, Oh! Oh! Oh!"
Significant it is that the number of these lighter, homelier revelations of spirit in Negro songs is larger than
that of the sad and solemn moods. Krehbiel, in his book on Afro-American Folk-Songs, says that the levity of the
race, cultivated by slave holders for evident purposes of their own, explains this fact. But there is just as much reason
to attribute it to the victory of the sons of Ethiopia over their wretchedness and to their high resolve to see the best in
the worst. They saved their finer stirrings for the time of moon and stars, and then the depths of their hearts were in
tune with the heights of heaven; but in the long hours of the toiling day, they challenged life and brightened it for
themselves with smiles that simply had to bud into songs.
In the spontaneity of the Negro singer, there could be no guile. Hence in the steam of his songs, his nature
appears, naked and unashamed, pure and undefiled. Here the truth shines that the soul of the race is essentially
worthy: fresh with the childlike quality for which no less than a Kingdom has been promised as a reward;
enshadowed but not embittered by the trials of life; strong with a current of hope. Here in these songs we find an
apology for the race more effective than the warmest and most gifted friend of Afro-America could ever pen, and a
reproach to harsher critics which should cause a blush.
It was a well irrigated field from which sprang and blossomed the talents of such latter-day Negro poets as
Paul Lawrence Unbar, Claude McKay, William Stanley Braithwaite, James Weldon Johnson, Sterling M. Means,
Walter Everette Hawkins, James D. Corrothers, Joshua Henry James, Mrs. G. D. Johnson, Ethyl Lewis, and Roscoe
C. Jamison. Though Dunbar lived only thirty-four years, he was able to attain a true artistic reputation, for in his
throat the bygone minstrels sang anew, complementing the young Negro's gifts and compelling attention. The Sorrow
Songs find new expression in such lines as these from his well-known poem, "Sympathy":
"I know why the caged bird sings, ah me, when his wing is bruised and his bosom sore,When he beats his bars and he would be free; It is not a carol of joy or glee,
But a prayer that he sends from his heart's deep core, but a plea that upward to heaven he flingsI know why the caged bird sings."
Noticeable it is that the modern Negro singer, though not untrue to the sighings of his race for the things
beyond earth, is sufficiently reconciled to this lesser sphere to seek and find his poetical examples it. Dunbar, like
Shelley, sees a symbol in a bird, declaring, "Though life has been hard and death's pathway dark, I shall wake in the
morning and sing with the lark." McKay locates fascinating illustration for his ideas in the shadows of Harlem, and
likes to surprise on his lady's lips some of the same poesy which his sires found in the heavens. Truer to the past, yet
yielding to the modern touch, Means seems more inspired by the old deserted log cabin than the moon. While
Hawkins even succeeds in releasing some of his verse from the racial element and giving it a Lovelace or a suckling
flavor. Corrothers draws stimulation from the woods, and in his "Ghosts," treats with delicate humor what would
have stricken the Negroes of bygone days with genuine fear and awe. Like Dunbar and McKay, Braithwaite is fond
of earthy images and, in his poem, "The New Day," seeks recognition for his race not in the ethereal courts but here
in the United States, appealing to the more striking than spiritual argument that Negro blood pooled with Caucasian
in the World War.
The explanation of this straying from the starry vision of the Sorrow Songs may be that life has been
somewhat softened in recent decades for our colored and, to that degree, has become attractive. In the light of
freedom, Afro-America discovers a brighter and more beautiful world than its fore-fathers in bonds ever knew; and
its interest grows. Now the race is so busy looking around that it has fewer inclinations to gaze up. "I Have a
Rendezvous with Life," is the very significant title of one of Countee Cullen's better known verses.
As a result, Negro song is steadily gaining in polish, sophistication, and other worldly virtue; but is it not
losing in substance? Despite their frequent triteness and their monotonous repetitions, do not the spirituals, with their
naive charm and soul-deep sentiment, still remain the acme of American Negro utterance?
Apparently the opening of his eyes to the goodness of the things around him has not as yet enabled the
dusky poet to see much more happiness. The earlier songsters, having nothing in reality, found all things in faith; and
their songs, born of their sorrows, were paeans of emotion at the rent in the gloom through which a heavenly destiny
shone. The modern courters of the muse, losing the gleam of unearthly appeal and finding the key to expression
among the flowers of the field rather than in the promise of the skies, cannot but he affected by the fact that the field
has the white man's shadow and too many prohibition signs on it. The heavens were as free from problems as they
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were open to all; the earth belongs to its possessors and brings forth thistles. Thus to-day, in much of the Negro
singing, bitterness, melancholy and complaint are to the fore.
It may be, as Macaulay maintains, that poetry declines as civilization advances, and that therefore the
inspiration of Afro-America naturally grows weaker. Or again, an explanation of the debility, if such there be, may
lie in the condition that, since most of the present Negro poets are mulattos, they cannot but be preoccupied with the
tragedy of belonging to both races and being denied by each. Perchance, too, there is a tendency to imitate the white
man's poetry which, in this epoch of disillusionment, would rather dilate on the thorns than on the beauty of a rose.
But whatever the reason, it is regrettable that the simple sublimity of the earlier flights of the race-soul could not be
better shared and reproduced. The original spirit and outlook, presented anew through the fresh culture of the
modern bards of this people, would result in song which would have to find place with the world's superbest. More
of such faithful echoes of the past as Dunbar's "A Spiritual" are a need of the present.
If the first American Negroes could transmute the sorrows of slavery into heavenly joys, it is no less strange
than unsatisfactory that the present singers should, to such an extent, turn the joys of freedom back to the sorrows of
slavery.
Happily the call to hope has not yet died from the black word-music of the day; a hope, however, not so
much for the mansion above the clouds for which the primitives sighed, as for a fairer share in the delight of earth. It
is Ethyl Lewis who comforts with the message:
"Never mind, children, be patient awhile, and carry your load with a nod and a smile.
For out of the hell and the hard of it all time is sure to bring sweetest honey-not gall."
But Countee Cullen, whose always meritorious work has just surpassed itself in a book of poetry which
promises to establish his fame securely, strikes the lost cord of spiritual interpretation and quest. The hero of his
Black Christ is an innocent Negro lad who is hanged from a tree and rises from the dead, seemingly, to heal the
anguish of his loved ones. Fearful indeed as the wrongs of the race may be, it would appear far better that it receive
its trials with a degree of the patience and endurance of its forbears and the Christ Himself, even submitting to being
lifted up guiltless on the tree, only to draw all hearts and afterwards to rise in true power, purpose and effectiveness:
than, seething with resentments and hate, to lend ear and interest to the hellish whisper, "All these things will I give
thee, if, falling down, thou wilt adore me."
For weal or woe, the soul of Afro-America is still largely in the keeping and molding of its singers; and a
great lack among them is a notable Catholic voice.

MARCH - MUSICIAN
JAZZ KNOCKS IN VAIN AT OPERA'S DOOR And, as Revealed in "Jonny Spielt Auf," the Little
Commonplaces of Modern Existence Furnish Poor Material for the Lyric Drama. by Herbert F. Peyser. In this part of the world the reverberations of Jonny and his jazzifying outfit have already subsided. Europe
was much slower to recover. In fact, some of the Continental capitals have not recovered yet. Last summer-that is to
say about a year after Krenek's slapdash fancy embarked on its career of hectic conquest-it struck Munich and almost
precipitated bloodshed. The National Theatre, the Residenz Theater and the prinzregenten Theatre (the bona fide
opera house of the city) averted defilement by simply shutting their doors in its face and Jonny had perforce to accept
the plebeian hospitality of a house on the Gaertner Platz shabbily devoted to operettas.
The opening night was magnificently tumultuous. Philistines and revolutionaries smote each other hip and
thigh. There were defiances and hysterics. Someone hurled stink-bombs and someone else let loose a flock of white
mice. When the performance ended the departing audience encountered on the street a threatening mob which
muttered imprecations on the Schwarze Scham," seasoned with dark assurances that "Euch wird furchtbares
geschehen."
Compared with all this and even with the sibilations of a tourist-ridden Paris at about the same time, Jonny's
recent entry into the metropolitan was little more than a piece of weekend spoofing. The thing seemed to amuse some
people and to annoy others. To my present confusion I confess that I allowed myself to be goaded into a state of
irritation. This, I realize, was highly absurd as "Jonny Spielt Auf" is too frothy, transient and piffling a business to
grow wrathy or apoplectic over. I am inclined to believe that those who found it diverting in the opera house would
have found it rather dismal in a theater devoted to burlesques or high-priced revues. In Mr. Gatti-Casazza's
Broadway tabernacle it both profited and suffered by a distinctive psychology of environment. In Germany pundits
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like Adolf Weissman have solemnly descanted on Krenek's adaptation to operatic ends of the technic of the revue.
Yet a "Follies" audience confronted with an unmitigated "Jonny" would probably perish of boredom, technic or no
technic.
In Hamburg last fall I spoke at some length about "Jonny" (which I had just heard in Berlin) with Intendant
Leopard Sachse, of the Stadt Theater. Herr Sachse eventually cut short the discussion with the query: "Why should
you want 'Johnny,' anyway? It's not for Americans, it's for Europeans." For the untraveled Continental the piece is,
indeed, a representation of those "American" influences which are supposed to be conquering the Old World. The
average German does not pause for a moment to question the accuracy of young Herr Krenek's ideas or
representations-even when by way of local color he makes Jonny sing about Alabama and the Suwanee River! In
Germany they consider this touch a shrewd bit of realism, not to say "Americanism." And it is not surprising that
they should. For there are still thousands of Germans who harbor gorgeously exotic notions of America and who
candidly believe that you cannot walk down Third Avenue or up Murray Hill without stubbing your toe against
thousand dollar gold pieces.
It follows, therefore, that the Metropolitan had on its hands a very different problem from that which
confronted the Staatsopern, the Stadttheatern of the Reich. I have not a doubt that if Michael Bohnen, for instance,
had exhibited on Broadway such a Negro as I saw Ludwig Hoffmann do in Charlottenburg the old house would have
sunk into the subway and Mr. Gatti-Casazza would have been instantly translated to some remote corner of our
planet. As it was, Mr. Bohnen presented about as credible a gentleman of color (even if the management took pains
to save us all from sin by assuring us that the color was make-believe) as the naive dictates of Herr Krenek would
permit. Hence certain jazz features were accentuated, certain details enhanced, certain Americanisms attempted (that
terrible George Cohan finale, with Star-Spangled Banners and Woolworth Towers is a purely thirty-ninth Street
inspiration). And the entire keynote of the interpretation was kidding. The brush of burlesque was laid on thick.
As a result, a number of learned Thebans presently discovered purposes of irony and satire in the
entertainment of which, I feel fully convinced, Krenek never dreamed. in the episodes of Max and the singing glacier
the composer was supposed to have mocked and pilloried the idealist of the ages; in the easy-going intrigue of the
unmoral prima donna and the fatuous virtuoso, Daniello, we were invited to recognize in full exposure the absurdity
of conventional operatic amours; in the awful "Suwanee River" episode was prodded the slushy "mammy song"; and
so on and so forth. Well, if the scene amongst the snow drifts and the frozen wastes of the high Alps is satirical, the
joke has sadly turned on its perpetrator. For satire and dullness are devastatingly incompatible, and anything deadlier
than Krenek's interminably yodeling ice pack can be imagined only by painful, laborious and protracted cogitation.
The pontifical grandees of German musical criticism displayed no such flair for chargeful irony as their
colleagues this side of the earth, and it does not appear that the young Czecho-Slovakian blade of a modernist was at
pains to enlighten the ignorance of his compatriots. On the other hand, they dilated extensively on the form of the
piece and on Krenek's adaptation to operatic ends of the technic of the music hall and the revue. Granting the use of
such a technic, what of it? It promulgates nothing of importance. It emphasizes rather than conceals the fact that the
author was dealing in certain matters he understood only partly or else not at all. And the harder it toils and sweats to
establish a new esthetique and a new psychology of lyric drama the more it finds itself up a tree and beset by
immemorial obstacles.
There are all kinds of quotidian landmarks in "Jonny Spielt Auf." Folks dress in the frocks, the smocks, the
dressing gowns, the golf clothes, and the traveling outfits of our own precious generation. They sing into telephones,
ride in motor cars, listen to radio loud speakers, hoard trains and tear up and down station platforms with all the
impediments of a railway journey. It is all an extraordinary confrontation and a challenge. It asks us to believe that
opera is at last become something of, by and for the people; that opera is now in a fair way to come down from its
Olympian perch and, condescendingly, reflect our little lives, our problems, our aspirations, our environing
circumstances; that there is reality and pertinence where there has been heretofore convention and artifice.
It is an interrogation of the old, old aesthetic principle of lyric drama and it brings with it the old, old
answer. Does there exist any plausible reason why you can't sing about a motor car in an opera or show it on the
stage as we sing about and display an Egyptian or a Roman triumphal chariot? None at all except the bare,
immutable reason that you can't! When in the second act of "Jonny" Max chanted "Ich hor' ein automobile," the
audience at the Metropolitan howled. When he took off the telephone receiver, asked Central for the "Bahnhof" and
said something like "Wie viel Verspatung hat der Zug von Paris," the listeners roared. A hundred years from now it
may be quite as possible to sing these things without raising the ghost of a smile, let alone a gale of mirth, as it is
now to vocalize the irreproachable words "I love thee." But its present penalty (and especially in Anglo-Saxon
surroundings is mockery) is the laugh which devastates even when it does not outright slay. It is very easy to adduce
the example of "Louise," with its family ironing and its family soup. But if "Louise" survives it is in spite of these
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things, not because of them. What caused opera goers last January to guffaw when they saw this pageant of their
everyday equipment and experience moving across the Metropolitan stage was not the propriety of it, but the
incongruity. You can sing with serious intent about a motor car or a telephone just about as successfully as you could
talk about them in blank verse or in rhymed Alexandrines. And if you think that possible, try it on your friends and
see!
Of Krenek's music the reader will notice I have said nothing, simply because there is nothing to say, and as
"nothing will come of nothing," the score of "Jonny" is magnificently null. And if the composer truly believes that
salvation lies in jazz, he needs somebody else to prove it.

MARCH 10 - MUSICAL AMERICA
HITCHING JAZZ TO A STAR - Where it shines with less effulgence than on earth by Hiram Motherwell.
Not many years ago someone discovered that jazz, when it is good jazz, is good music. This self-evident
observation would perhaps never have reverberated in Carnegie Hall had not someone else, at the same time,
discovered that jazz is our native folk-music, the "spontaneous expression of the American spirit." It then became a
kind of patriotic duty to prove that entire symphonies and operas could be made out of jazz. Indeed, I believe that
several gentlemen offered prizes for something of the sort. Although none of them has yet been obliged to pay up,
the subject is still a live one, especially with the performance this spring of Gershwin's symphonic farce, "An
American in Paris," by the Philharmonic and Krenek's alleged jazz opera, "Jonny Spielt Auf," at the Metropolitan.
The moral or patriotic imperative alleged in connection with jazz has of course falsified the whole subject.
There is no reason why any American composer "ought" to write jazz symphonies, any more than he "ought" to write
battle songs to win the next war, or mammy songs to preserve the home, or-for that matter-any music whatever unless
his ideas seem to him so important that he can't help it. I don't mean that jazz symphonies and operas shouldn't be
written. What I mean is (I don't know how else to say it) that they shouldn't ought to be written. But if by artistic
compulsion they are written and turn out to be good, then let us heartily give thanks.
But what is this I see? A myriad accusing fingers pointing at me while an anvil chorus of indignant voices
challenges:
"What do you mean by jazz? Define your terms.."
Well, if it is definitions you want, you can have half a dozen of them, one about as unsatisfactory as another.
One could mention the misplaced accent, the anticipated cadence, the alternation of major technical matters. But this
business of definition in terms of objective characteristics is just as unscientific as definition in terms of subjective
feeling-no, more so. For by the one, specialists can never reach a conclusion; while by the other enthusiasts can
really agree on what they are talking about. My small daughter has just taxed me for a definition of jazz songs, and
when I said they were "wiggly songs" she was satisfied. And, I think, very rightly.
The truth is that everyone knows perfectly well what jazz is. It is all that body of American popular music
(most of it bad) written in 2-4 or 4-4 time which has those rhythmic or melodic characteristics that we feel to be
native to America. For me, personally, jazz is that music which makes me want to dance jazzy. And that is the
quality in it which distinguishes it, for me, from all other music.
But I want to get away from pedantry and dispute in this matter, as well as from patriotism, because there
are so many sorts of charming and vitalizing aesthetic experience to be had from jazz that I itch to speculate on what
could be done with it in the larger forms. Those who don't get such pleasure from it are naturally not interested in the
matter, and will be kind enough not to answer back.
Now assuming (what is yet unproved) that jazz can be successfully manipulated in the large forms (Mr.
Gershwin has already aroused our hopes) what, it has been asked, is the point in doing so? Why take tunes which are
primarily meant for certain types of dance, and certain simple song patterns lasting two or three minutes, and puff
them up to the length of one to three hours? There is only one reason: a jazz symphony may be no better intrinsically
than another kind of symphony, but if the pleasure it gives is of a particular sort it is artistically justified. It is not
mere differentness that we want, of course, but authenticity. Jazz has shown (again, by the subjective test) that it can
evoke a distinct order of aesthetic emotions; if these emotions are capable of being heightened and intensified by
more elaborate development, the result justifies itself. It merits neither condemnation for its shoddy origins, nor
commendation for its "patriotism."
It is because jazz seems to me (or rather feels to me) to have so much authentic charm and vitality and such
a variety of moods, and because this potential vigor seems unfairly cramped in the rigid mould of the sheet-music
song, that I am so eager to see it get its chance to tell its story untrammeled. For jazz at its best is, I am convinced,
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capable of symphonic development; it is, if I may coin a German word, "symphoniefahig. Jazz is more than a dance
type; more than a rhythmic trick. You cannot imagine a waltz symphony, or a mazurka symphony; but you can
imagine a jazz symphony-we are imagining it right now.
What makes a theme symphoniefahig? It is vitality combined with capacity for development. There are
some tunes which bore you on second hearing. There are other tunes, good ones, with which you can do nothing but
repeat them. Waltz tunes are such; you can vary them, but you cannot develop them. A symphonic theme must have
hidden germs of beauty, unsensed reserves of vitality which only the composer can nurse into life. My favorite
example is the second theme of the last movement of Schubert's C major.
At first hearing it seems but a fragment (and not an especially attractive one) snatched from the middle of
some lively song. But as Schubert insists on this or that or the other aspect of its pattern it begins to accumulate epic
vigor and at last the gods themselves are marching gloriously to battle beneath its flaming banner.
Is any jazz theme, while preserving the true jazz quality, capable of unfolding such hidden magical
beauties? Take, for example, the theme in eighth notes from Gershwin's Rhapsody (I think it could be called the
second theme):
Is this theme symphoniefahig? I do not know. Gershwin does not know. For in his free rhapsody form he
was not attempting true development, but merely effective juxtaposition. My personal guess would be that this theme
would prove admirably symphonic; I can pick, off hand, four features in it which tease me out of thought to know
their hidden eloquence. And my fumbling imagination can half hear a coda in which an entire world is dancing a new
hymn to joy in that complex polyphony of rhythm, song and bodily motion which is the genius of jazz. I once started
to compose a jazz mass. There was no irreverence in the idea. (After all, Liszt composed his "Hungarian Mass" on
gypsy fiddlers' tunes and dance rhythms.) Rather, I was fascinated by the intuition that jazz, expressing itself in a
dozen of its moods, would generate a religious eloquence far more authentic than the facile pedantry and
sentimentality of the conventional masses which are still being derived from the issue of Stainer, Parry, et al. The
Kyrie would have something of the quality of a spiritual, wailing in ever descending intervals, anticipated cadences
being repeated, endlessly repeated as the harmony deepened, over the changeless largo pulse of the underlying
rhythm, until a whole nation had joined in the prayer for mercy. The Gloria would be simple in the extreme-chiefly
an allegro molto- made of that tireless insistence on the first beat of the measure (perhaps derived from the Negroes'
religious orgies) which jazz can do with such conviction; the episodes would be intoned by bass or tenor against
antiphonal responses of the Gloria theme by the sopranos. The Credo, allegro moderato, would have that robust
conviction, far removed from cloistered piety, that kind of physical joy and certainty, which some great dance tunes
have; its tragic episodes would not be set apart, but proclaimed with a kind of vengeful intensity over the continuous
pianissimo repetition of the rhythmic credo theme in the bass. The Benedictus, my favorite, would be almost a
lullaby, the steady throb of syncopation being more felt than heard; the gentle tune, a tear of gratitude in its eyes,
pulsating ever between major and minor.
You need not take this seriously if you don't want to. It is only my whim. It is not of any importance until
some capable composer thinks it is.
Gershwin's larger jazz pieces, the "Rhapsody" and the "American," are to me wholly charming, but I think
they have not yet proved that jazz contains the germs of elaborate development. They have only suggested that this is
not impossible. Yet as Abbe Niles, who is unfailingly right in his judgment on popular music, points out, the
"American" shows considerable developmental flexibility.
"Jonny Spielt Auf" is only in a superficial sense a jazz opera; its style is foreign and even its specific jazz
episodes are but Bohemian echoes of Broadway dance-halls. There is no objection to that, if the music is interesting
(as it is). But the jazz opera which I should write if I could would be unmistakably jazz in feeling; it would be as
palpably authentic in its mode of expression as "Boris Godunoff" is in its.
But all these speculations as to the possibility of using jazz in the large forms are of no importance. What
we say or think about the matter will not affect the result, or the desirability of the result, one way or the other. No
one, I believe, has the right to assert that jazz cannot say more to us than it has already said. But whether it will or
will not depends not on anybody's opinion. it depends on one other trifling detail:
If a genius turns up and feels he must do the job, we shall have splendid symphonies and operas in the jazz
idiom. If he doesn't, we shan't.
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MAY 1 - OUTLOOK
TREASON ON THE BLUE DANUBE! by T. R. Ybarra. - American jazz is conquering Vienna, the citadel
of the waltz and of the best of light operetta music! For several years past composers of the gay, lilting tunes which
have made this city famous have been abjuring them in favor of imitating the "barbaric" syncopations which,
originating in the United States, promptly set out to march triumphantly around the world.
But the trouble is that the Viennese tune makers don't know how to compose jazz! They have abandoned
something as natural to them as breathing or drinking their delicious "heuriger" wine for something which, try as they
will, they cannot quite master. The result is that whenever a genuine American dance tune comes to Vienna it carries
all before it. Because it has the rhythm and deviltry which only Americans seem able to impart to jazz, it is soon
played here in every cabaret and whistled by every street urchin, whereas the locally manufactured brand of jazz
must follow humbly in its wake. As for the old type of tune with which Vienna has delighted the world for decades, it
still crops up plentifully every year, but it is under a cloud. A Johann Strauss melody is still as charming as ever, but
somehow the tunes of his Viennese successors-with a few striking exceptions-sound as if the life had gone out of
Viennese music, as if its present-day composers were a bit ashamed of trying to market such old-fashioned wares, as
if their hearts were really in America a-hunting the jazz. But the trouble is that they can't catch the beast! For jazz
seems to be as native to America as the highland deer to Scotland.
Some Viennese composers, to be sure, stick to what they know best. Franz Lehar, for instance. he whose
"Merry Widow" set the whole world to waltzing and humming and whistling is still doing business at the old stand,
turning out delightful tunes carrying in their every note the fragrant perfume of Vienna. Since the days of "The Merry
Widow" and "The Count of Luxemburg" the fame of Lehar has waned in America, but not in his native city nor in
the rest of Central Europe. While Americans have been busying themselves with ever wilder forms of jazz, while
Europe has been eagerly snapping up these exotic offerings from over the water, the little, gray, dapper man who put
Viennese operetta back on the map twenty years ago has resolutely refused to try his hand at the new syncopated
rhythms. One after another he has turned out his tuneful scores; and even a jazz-ridden, jazz-maddened world has
found itself unconsciously humming his irresistible melodies. Four or five years ago all Central Europe was pursing
its lips to the notes of "Ich hab' ein blaues Himmelbett." And what a rival to jazz that insidious little song "Gern hab'
ich die Frauen gekusst" was, year before last in Austria and Germany!
Yes, Franz Lehar sticks to his colors-the more honor to him! But how about Leo Fall? Shortly before his
premature death a short time ago was he not constantly experimenting with American dance rhythms? And has not
Emmerich Kalman been turning away of late from his beloved Hungarian dance measures and casting a longing eye
at the syncopations of Broadway? There is treason abroad in the city of Johann Strauss, the Waltz King!
So it goes with those who play music in Vienna cafes and night clubs. They, too, like the composers who
have followed Johann Strauss and von Suppe, gung'l and Milloecker, have been bitten by the jazz microbe, but they,
too, cannot get the hand of jazz! Desiring to please visitors-Americans, especially-who go out to see the night life of
Vienna, these musicians are continually rendering a sort of pseudo-jazz, a jazz with Viennese trimmings, instead of
sticking to the melodies which seem to spring out of the very soil here and which they know how to play to
perfection.
Many of the visitors, Americans among them, would far prefer to hear the genuine Viennese tunes instead
of pale imitations of what they have been hearing to satiety before coming to Vienna. No matter! Fashion is fashion!
Better American Jazz badly played than the home-grown article played as only the Viennese can play, say the
infatuated natives of the metropolis on the Blue Danube! So they go on picking their way gingerly over the notes.
American tunes worn to tatters in York two years ago, trying to get into the rhythm of dance music which have been
forgotten these few months on Broadway, while visitors from across the Atlantic listen piously and itch to get up and
tell the musicians how to do it.
This does not mean that these are not good musicians. heavens, no! They are probably as good as any in the
world of night life! The trouble is that they are wasting their talents on something which is not for them, which seem
to go flat and stale in the air of Vienna.
Just wait until they swing into one of the numbers that they really know and the difference is instantly
apparent.
Ha! what is this they are tackling now? A waltz by Kalman? Something out of Lehar's latest. Good! Now we
are in Vienna! Now we have lilt and rhythm and verve which these same musicians have sought vainly to put into the
Irving Berlin tune they were playing a few minutes ago!

- 952 -

Ha!-keep it up, you fiddlers!-one, two, three-one, two, three! That is what one comes here to Vienna for, not
for diluted jazz! Broadway is Broadway and "Wien Bleibt Wien" and never the twain shall meet! One, two, threeone, two, three-you can imagine the ghost of old Johann the Waltz King looking on from Spectre-land, nodding
approvingly, after an hour of pulling wry faces at the saxophone and things without a name which have been
shrieking and rioting and waking the nocturnal echoes in the city that he set to dancing fifty and more years ago.
Hurrah!-now it is "The Blue Danube" itself-as bewitching as the day it was composed-one, two, three-one,
two, three-and now we have the "Fiaker Lied," that song with all the fun and light-heartedness of Vienna instilled
into it. Hear how the people at the next table join in the refrain of it-and those at the table beyond-and at ten other
tables!
Who wants jazz in Vienna? Certainly not Americans who catch the spirit of the city! It is as out of place as
an open-air cafe on Forty-second Street! One, two, three-one, two, three...

MAY 18, - CSM
STRAVINSKY, WEILL AND JAZZ - The program of Otto Klemperer's first concert at Moscow this
season consisted almost entirely of dances. It included J. S. Bach's B minor Suite, the little Suite from Kurt Weill's
"Dreigroachenoper," and Stravinsky's "Petrushka" Suite, that is to say, German dances of the seventeenth and
eighteenth centuries, modern European American dances and Russian folk dances, rather archaic in style. We are
thus enabled to form a manner of interesting compositions and contrasts, especially if we remember that Weill's Suite
is scored in the modern jazz idiom, and is, therefore, the last word in the technique of contemporary orchestration.
Jazz did not become widespread in Europe until after the war, but we find in "Petrushka" (which Stravinsky
wrote in 1911, long before his "Rag Time" and "Piano Rag Time") several instrumental effects which were
independently invented by him, and which afterward (also independently) became characteristic effects in jazz
scoring. Among them are the extensive use of the trumpet as a solo instrument, and the employment of the orchestral
instruments singly, in contradistinction to the fundamental practice of composers of the romantic school, who treated
the various groups as tonal masses. A striking example of Stravinsky's handling of the solo trumpet is to be seen in
the Ballerina's dance from "Petrushka," in which it vies with the flute in the performance of ingenious melodic
florituri on a background of figurational passages played by the bassoon.
Russian "Breaks"
Another of Stravinsky's methods is the use of saxophones and other wind instruments to play original
passages between the individual sections of the melody passages closely reminding us of the so called "breaks" in
jazz. An instance of such Russian breaks will be found in the "Nurse's dance from Petrushka." Later on, in scoring
his ballet, "Pulcinella," written on themes from Pergolesi, Stravinsky deliberately adopted the technique of jazz
instrumentation, the trombone and double-bass duet, and so forth, but its employment had already been anticipated in
"Petrushka," which, as I have said, was composed before anyone in Europe had thought of applying to orchestration
the method of American jazz.
Kurt Weill has approached the subject from quite a different direction. Influenced by a desire to produce a
popular style of music, he has intentionally abandoned the complexity displayed in his opera, "The Protagonist," and
through the simplified style of his other opera. "Der Zar last sich photograflren," has arrived at the
"Dreigroschenoper," which is no other than a modern German version of the old English "Beggar's Opera." The
music of the "Dreigroschenopeer," which has enjoyed immense popularity in Germany, is based on the employment
of contemporary dance forms and jazz methods of instrumentation, and is so unlike the music of "The Protagonist"
that, but for the fact that both scores hear the name of Weill, no one would ascribe them to the same pen
Rapid Evolution
The evolutionary process in Weill's case has been as rapid as that of the early Stravinsky, and of Ernst
Krenek, the composer of the jazz opera "Jonny Spielt Auf." This speeding-up of the evolution of contemporary
composers is extremely characteristic of our age, which is inconstant in its artistic views; It promptly rejects the
achievements of the past and aims at the production of brilliant and easily assimilated music. The composers of the
old school wrote music for their domestic or private diversion (I have in mind the polkas, quadrilles, and other
playful compositions produced in collaboration by the members of the so-called new Russian School), but these
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modern musicians, including Stravinsky (in his "Miniature Suites," for instance), turn out similar things for
widespread use and for the concert platform. Thereby they gain largely in the opinion of the so-called "general"
public as compared with those composers who prefer to maintain a serious air and are scornful of any invasion of the
concert room or the operatic stage by the music of the street.
Are these serious composers right? The great J. S. Bach shows us that they are not altogether so, and that
even the most serious of the serious are sometimes justified in good-naturedly amusing themselves and others. He
writes his "Coffee Cantata," in which he pleasantly satirizes a fad of the day. Then we have his "Peasant Cantata,"
the innumerable dances for his Suites, and such enchanting trifles as the first number of the B minor Suite played by
Klemperer.
Realistic Depictions
Stravinsky is one of the very few Russian composers to understand that gay artistic music has the same right
to existence as the so-called "serious" music. As a result of this we have his ballet, "Petrushka," one of the most
brilliant compositions of the twentieth century, in which he stooped" to a realistic depiction in music, not only of a
"vulgar" popular carnival, but also of a barrel-organ. In this respect he has found as imitator in the person of Kurt
Weill, who also gives an excellent imitation of a barrel-organ in one of the numbers (the "Di moritet") of his Suite
from the "Dreigroschenoper."
From these instances, and from examples which might be cited from other composers, we learn that there is
a definite tendency to democratize music, and to adapt it to serve the purposes of recreation and amusement as well
as if serious things. This applies not merely to the art of the present day, but also to that of the past, even of the great
J. S. Bach, whom we are accustomed to regard as a particularly elevated and serious composer.

JUNE,- MUSIC TEACHER
THE JAZZ-MAD PUPIL-I by Ronald Cunliffe. It looks very much as though jazz has come to stay. For
years some of us have been prophesying its early death "twelve months from now, and the craze will be gone" has
been a cheap and easy substitute for facing the fact that jazz possesses a vitality that rather terrifies us. But jazz still
lives. Quite definitely "there is no killing it!"
Pupils' Viewpoint
That being so, it constitutes a problem which we, as teachers, must tackle. My own feeling is that the
customary, "correct," attitude of pooh-poohing jazz is fundamentally unsound, and that those of us who discourage
pupils from adventures in syncopation are not only bad business people, but poor teachers. In a short series of
articles I hope to make clear, first of all, that my attitude is based on good grounds, and subsequently to point out,
with some amount of detail and example, the actual technical value to be derived from a right use of syncopated
music. (Of course, throughout my whole remarks, I have only pianists in mind.)
To begin with, we must rid ourselves of the notion that all our pupils without exception, intend to take a
life-long .......interest in music. To the ordinary boy or girl or man or woman music is first and foremost an
entertainment. If you cannot agree to this fundamental point, and to the equally fundamental point that most music
students are, after all, just ordinary boys or girls, there is not much point in your reading any further, except for the
pleasure of telling yourself what a hopelessly abandoned sort of fellow I am.
Place of Light Music
Very well. Music being an entertainment as well as a subject of study, light music must be given its place:
jazz is undoubtedly the light music of the present generation. Every generation has its own particular brand of light
music. Fifty years ago it took the form of tawdry transcriptions or lachrymose slow melodies of the Blumenlied type,
facile technically, and poverty-stricken in melody and harmony. I cannot help thinking that the modern type of light
syncopated piano solo (I will give examples in my next article) calls for much more precise keyboard knowledge and
employs a much wider harmonic scheme. To many teachers, of course, the more frequently-used devices of modern
harmony are just as hackneyed as the feeble IV-V-I cadences of the Victorian era, but to the student they are full of
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fascination and novelty, and harnessed to a tricky rhythmical scheme, they will draw from him a closeness of
attention which he might not be disposed to pay to the original sources.
Jazz Composers
The fact is, of course, that the better type of syncopated piano piece is usually the work of a composer who
has been all through the academic and post-academic (modern music) mill, and who is a good deal more surefooted
and certain of his "effects" than the less actively-minded musician whose harmonic outlook stops short at the end of
Prout. Similarly, many of these composers are practical pianists, and again not just jazz-pianists, but people who
have undergone a full technical training, and who have shown real invention in the matter of keyboard effects. I need
mention only two men to whom my description closely applies-Billy Mayerl in England, and George Gershwin in
America.
So much for my contention that light music must not be allowed to fall outside our consideration, and that
the light music of the present day is of a competent and worthy type, often the work of musicians of sound training
and wide culture. I have had to be content with general statements, reserving details for later elaboration.
Lost Pupils
Now for the psychological considerations-those considerations which impel people to come to us for
lessons, to stay with us, or to leave us. We must remember, as I have said elsewhere in another connection, that each
and every one of our pupils was once keen on music, and anxious to learn. Let us go over, mentally, those of our
pupils who have fallen by the wayside, and find how much of the fault was ours. Let us remember, too, that pupils
have at least some sort of right to specify the type of music they shall study, and that if they wish to work up a little
skill at syncopated music they have a right to look to us for help.
Only the other evening-on the very day, in fact, that I was asked to write these articles-I met a young fellow
who told me he had definitely ceased to take music lessons. He has a fair amount of musical aptitude, and is fairly
fluent at the keyboard; like other fellows of his age he dances, and dances well. He wished to play some dance music;
mentioned the matter to his teacher, who was horrified, sarcastic, obstructive and unpleasant in turn, until the fellow
just "packed it up." I am sure this little history has been repeated hundreds, if not thousands of times. Hundreds of
pupils have been lost, teachers are poorer to a corresponding extent, simply because of an unfortunate inability or
disinclination to face this new factor in music.
Facing Facts
One would think that in times like the present, when the personal performance of music is menaced at every
turn by the onset of mechanical competition from gramophones and wireless, teachers would thankfully grasp every
device that would give the pupil a point of interest. Half of the younger generation is "jazz-mad," we say: then
obviously, since jazz is a type of music, we are instantly provided with a popular and fascinating point of contact. If
we throw away this great opportunity, ours is the blame.
My plea this month, then, is for broad-mindedness and a willingness to see the facts. We music teachers are
in danger of becoming a stock figure for purblindness and reaction. Some well-meaning musicians have waged a
"Classics versus Jazz" war with such ferocity that in the eyes of the public every music teacher is seen as an upholder
of the old-fashioned and the stodgy. When, in response to timid questions, I have confessed to, or even gloried in, an
appreciation of syncopated music, and have gone so far as to play some, people have hailed me with the same sort of
relief that one accords to a parson whom one suddenly discovers is actually a human being.

An Objective
This is the sort of attitude we must disarm. We must, it seems to me, frankly admit the entertainment value
of jazz. We must study its keyboard problems, share them with our pupils, and thank our lucky stars for a readymade enthusiasm. In return we shall find reluctant pupils becoming keen on practicing, and developing quite a
serviceable technique of reading and playing; this done, we shall cunningly...... oh! so cunningly....... lead our pupils
to see that in the works of so-and-so - (a despised classic) there are problems-just on the same lines-but ever so much
more fascinating and intricate.
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Part II.
Accurate Timing (July)
In this second article on the problem on the jazz-mad pupil I intend to tackle one of the principal
requirements of the successful "syncopated" pianist, that of accurate and effortless timing. Other considerations will
of necessity have to be mentioned, but I shall usually mention them only in passing, leaving their full discussion until
later
The aspirant to honors in syncopated playing delivers himself into our hands at once on the one musical
requirement in which he has so often eluded us before-that of real accuracy in the matter of note-lengths. We must
point out to him that the effortless effect of good jazz playing is obtained only through perfect appreciation of the
accurate division in one way or another, or in more ways than one, of a perfectly regular beat-stream. If he wishes to
get this ability firmly built into the fabric of his playing, he must be prepared to undergo strict and searching
criticism, and to undertake the arduous task of learning perfect accuracy of division and sub-division.
Left hand Accompaniment
I find it best to begin by insisting on a really well-played left-hand accompaniment. For this purpose I
would recommend a piece in a tempo somewhat slower than that of the ordinary foxtrot: a tempo more suited to a
"Blues," or slow foxtrot. Billy Mayerl's Marigoldis quite well-suited to our purpose, especially as it raises other
interesting preliminary problems. Take the following example

To begin with, the left-hand accompaniment is going to require regular and accurate aiming of each chord
or single note. The strong beats of the bar (lst and 3rd) will also require a little extra tone, but without a noticeable
accent. The utmost care is needed that the chords in the middle of the keyboard are neatly played. Most pupils tend
to play these chords with a little hardness, consequent upon the slight push they carelessly give the chord in the
unconscious desire to make it a sort of spring-board or jumping off place for the next distant bass note. This fault is
also seen in waltz accompaniments, in which the third beat of the bar is forced into unnatural prominence by the
pupil's anxiety to get the next bass-note right. This is a fault which must be eradicated: its presence disturbs the
fundamental stream of unvarying beat-pulses which is the basis of successful jazz-playing. It is obvious, also, that
this accompaniment (left-hand of Exercise 1) is going to require careful pedaling, in order to ensure that the bass
crotchets sound like legato minims.
The present article is not the place for a re-statement of the fundamental laws of pedaling, with a knowledge
of which I must accredit every reader; I must content myself with saying that a study of this type of dance
accompaniment affords a useful opportunity for the systematic teaching (or revision) of pedaling methods.
Large Intervals
Another little problem in the left hand part of Exercise l is the tenth-chord on the third beat of the third bar.
Syncopated piano music makes lavish use of this large left-hand interval, and the question at once arises: Is it
intended that these tenths should be played solidly, or in arpeggio fashion? I think there is no doubt that the intention
is that they should be played without breaking them: the added richness of the neatly played tenth above the fifth is a
valuable and often essential touch. As a rule, broken chords are so marked. The real problem comes with the player
whose grip is small. The player of average span, who finds these intervals just awkward will simply have to
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persevere until he can manage them without discomfort (a great opportunity, here, for sound teaching on muscular
exertions and subsequent relaxations!). The small-fisted student will usually have to drop the tenth, except where it is
felt the arpeggio is not out of place: in most cases the fifth, accurately timed and firmly weighted, will have to be
sufficient. At least this much preparation is necessary for the elementary study of the ordinary type of left hand
accompaniment.
Note Lengths
Still looking at Exercise l, we turn to the right hand part. We are at once confronted with the division of a
single beat into quarters or thirds. In the present example the rhythm which is written o o is undoubtedly meant to
be played, not as 3/4 ply 1/4 , but as 2/3 plus 1/3, or o o thus introducing a convention in notation exactly parallel
with Johann Sebastian Bach's frequent practice. None the less, the pupil should be able to give an accurate rendering
of the notes as written as well as intended, and, indeed, bars 21 to 24 of this same piece (Marigold) should, to my
mind, be given a scrupulously accurate interpretation of the note-lengths. Accuracy in these bars gives an effect
which, when compared with the time-divisions in the previous bars, sounds like a rubato, although in actual factual
fact no rubato exists.
Later you can point out to the pupil that it is only at such points as this that "syncopated" music gives any
real rhythmic variety. Any real displacement or syncopation of the beat in dance music would be fatal: the only
displacements possible are displacements of accent from their usual positions on specified to unexpected positions
on fractional sections of beats. Thus rubato, the only true form of rhythmic variety as distinct from time-division
variety, is not possible at all in jazz, except within the limits of one single beat. This, as I have shown, can be
occasionally employed, as above, so as to create the illusion of a fake rubato. And even in these cases, the effect,
like that of a true rubato that is spread over a whole bar or even a whole phrase, is possible only against (or after) a
previously constructed (previously performed) background of distortionless rhythm and phrasing.
Having made the student realize the necessity for absolute accuracy, the next step is to set him to work to
obtain this quality in a few set pieces of his own or your choice. From some further compositions of Billy Mayerl I
select the following passages. They should all be self-explanatory to every competent teacher; I think they represent
fairly the usual type of rhythmical subdivision that one may expect to encounter in the average "sncopated" piano
solo. In one is any special technique of performance necessary. Examples of that more difficult sort I have deferred
until my next article.

Part III
(August)
The keyboard difficulties in syncopated music are usually capable of reference to one or other of a few
well-known technical requirements-symmetrical fingering of similar, neat repetition of notes plus a change of method
in tone production, alternation of the hands in interlocking figures.
Ex; 1 gives a good type of the "symmetrical fingering" order.
Here it is quite obvious that in the first bar the two triplet quavers of the right hand make one pattern of 3/1
and 5/2, which is repeated "symmetrically" an octave higher as 3/1 5/2 3/1, and then in the original position as 5/2
3/1 5/2. This similarity (or symmetry) of fingering, allied with differing lateral adjustments, is a characteristic of
syncopated playing, and a very fascinating characteristic too.
In the second and third bars the finger-pattern is equally simple- 5/1/4/2 but the note-finding difficulties are
greater, and pupils of small experience will have trouble in fitting three duplets of fingerwork across two triplets of
rhythm. The thing to do is to make the pupil appreciate that though the finger pattern is a two-quaver one, the note
pattern is a four-quaver one-each note pattern thus containing two finger patterns.
Breaks
This type of difficulty is inherent in almost all the old-fashioned "syncopated breaks." These "breaks,"
which are still very useful material for the student of syncopated playing, were "free" improvisations in cadenza
style, introduced at intervals of sixteen bars in the piano accompaniment of a fox-trot or "blues." Billy Mayerl has an
excellent book on the subject, entitled 100 Syncopated Breaks (Keith Prowse, 2/-), which should be in the hands of

- 957 -

every student of syncopated playing, and especially of aspirants to jazz-band piano-playing. Mayerl classifies
"breaks" as being of either "one-handed" or "two-handed" type. The "one-handed" type consists almost entirely of
symmetrical finger patterns of the kind shown in Ex. 1, in various rhythms. The "two-handed" type requires good
technique in interlocking of the hands, and is dealt with below.

Repetition Difficulty
Whilst on the question of one-handed difficulties, we will look at the characteristic repetition difficulty (ex.
2).

In this example the fingering is clearly 1,2,3,4,1, with very clear differentiation between the light, almost
powdery, touch of the first notes, and the full warm melody quality of the fifth note. In this passage again, of course,
the fingering is symmetrical, being identical in all four two-beat phrases, no matter what be the disposition of the
white and black keys. The same considerations apply also in the case of Ex. 3, which is a variant of the foregoing.

Here, of course, the difficulty of the change from the light finger-activity of the grace note group to the
rational adjustments of the tremolo is rather considerable, coupled with the change of position of the hand, and
adequate performance of this passage can be expected only from players of much experience. The difficulty,
however, is worth tackling.
The other types of repeated-note problems are similar to those encountered in more orthodox music. Ex. 3
can be paralleled hundreds of times in the music of the older composers, and in its new "jazz" setting, conquest of it
may prove attractive to pupils who have remained coy or apathetic in the presence of Bach or Beethoven (ex. 4).
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Rhapsody in Blue
George Gershwin's Rhapsody in Blue contains examples of every kind of repetition-technique, some of his
passages being of prodigious technical difficulty. within the limits of the present article it is impossible even to touch
the fringe of this amazing piece of piano-writing, which represents syncopated piano-playing at the highest
development to which it has yet attained. I may, possibly, be able to give the work full consideration and discussion,
with copious examples, in a further article.
Interlocking Figures
Remaining on the plane of music which we can reasonably expect our "jazz-mad" pupils to cope with, we
may now consider the type of interlocking figure which plays a large part in this kind of music. This example is
characteristic, and easy (Ex. 5).

Practice of a few passages of this type gives even the most backward student a good feeling for the
keyboard, and a sense of enjoyment in performance. As a further step, incorporating increased control over
rhythmical divisions plus interlocking hands, this kind of thing is useful (Ex. 6), followed by further development of
the same double type (Ex. 7), or by a combination of repetition and interlock (Ex. 8).
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Technical Points Summarized
It will be found that almost every problem in syncopated playing can be referred to one or more of the
fundamental types I have enunciated, and which we may now classify as follows:
I.- Rhythm (or, more strictly, Timing).
II- Keyboard Activities:
(a) Symmetrical fingering, in its two aspect of
(1) finger-patterns, and
(2) note-patterns;
these two considerations being pre-eminent in the playing of "breaks," whether
one-handed or two-handed.
(b) Note-repetitions of various kinds, with corresponding adjustments of fingering,
touches, releases, rotary and lateral activities, etc.
(c) Interlocking and overlapping figures, requiring neat activity of alternate hands
.
When the Jazz-Mad Become Sane
Having presented these aspects of syncopated piano-playing to the pupil, the next and only thing to do is to
see that he fulfills his part of the bargain, and tackles the problem gamely and honestly. His interest in the dance-type
of music, if it is as real as he thought it was, will in most cases last long enough to enable him to add fairly
considerably to his technical development.
The time will come, however, when, the new toy having lost its novelty, he will cast about for a return to
music of a more solid type than this. In other words, he will tire of an incessant diet of light music, just as he had
previously tired of a diet which he felt made no him back to the ordinary.
It is just here that it would be easy to make a false move. To send him back to the ordinary type of student
work would be a foolish waste of all the extra skill he has acquired. His return to serious music, whether made at his
request, or at ours, or by mutual arrival at this decision, must be so guided that his interest in syncopation is not
neglected. In other words, it is our business to introduce him to the hundreds of fascinating examples of syncopation
in the works of the great classical, romantic and modern musicians.
Part IV
Syncopation in the Classics
To begin with, we might point out that syncopation is nothing new. No great composer has neglected to
make first-rate use of it. All of us can remember scores of examples in Bach, Handel, Haydn, Mozart and Beethoven,
but we might begin our exploration of the standard composers with Schubert, and proceed along the well-worn track
of the Romantics.
Schubert's immortal syncopation in the first Unfinished Symphony (Ex. 9) comes first. This particular
passage, elementary as it seems to a musician, would be revolutionary to the conductor of a modern dance-band-who
dare not for the life of him take the accompanying instruments off the plain beats.
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Having established a point of contact, it would be well to go through the main points in the previous
section, finding examples of each technical requirement.
Timing Difficulty
The first point of mere accuracy of timing-can be illustrated freely from any page of standard music.
Examples which closely approach in style the modern syncopated beat-interference can be found in the mock-rubato
effects of Liszt and Chopin, as in Exs. 10 and 11, while stronger effects are shown in Exs. 12 and 13.
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In the works of Brahms and Tchaikovsky (to mention only two composers) heaps of similar examples will
be encountered-in Brahms the first three of the Ballads, and in Tchaikovsky the Theme and Variations in F (Op. 19,
No. 6) and the very characteristic Scherzo Humoristique (given in one of the Novello Tchaikovsky Albums).Finger
and Note-Patterns
Turning to the next characteristics, those of ginger-patterns and note-patterns, we can find our pupil
hundreds of glorious passages in Chopin. Chopin's powers of invention in this direction were simply amazing. From
the obvious patterning of the bulk of the Waltzes, through the more subtle patterns of the Mazurkas, arriving
eventually at the boundless tracery of the Ballades and the Scherzo and the Studies, the path is strewn with material
of the most fascinating kind. Most of the very finest examples are too long to quote here: I must content myself with
one from the Scherzo in Bb minor. (Ex. 14).

A figure like this can, however, for the sake of greater brilliance (say in the final section of the piece) be
split up between the two hands. (Ex. 15).
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This brings the passage within the scope of the "two-handed break" type-a classification which may act as a
bait to the enthusiastic student of syncopated music.
A double finger-pattern of great fascination is the "cascade" figure in the Scherzo in C3 minor (Op. 39)
(fifth bar and ff of the meno mosso section); this will test the enthusiasm of the most fervent.
Note Repetition
Coming to the note-repetition section (this is beginning to sound like a visit to Selfridge's!) we can find
many interesting examples in first-rate modern music. Albeniz, in his Seguidillas has the following charming pattern
very frequently (Ex. 16).

The works of Liszt contain some characteristic effects, such as the following from the Mephisto waltz (Ex.
17).

Chopin has, in many of his arpeggiated chords, introduced a reduplicated note, a charming effect, and one
that is thoroughly interesting to perform.
Overlapping Figures
Hurrying along to our last department-that of overlapping and interlocking figures, I would draw attention
again to Albeniz, and his wonderful opening passage to Triana (Ex. 18).
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I have purposely omitted many marks of phrasing and expression in order to leave the construction clear. At
the end of the same composition another beautiful passage of the same type occurs.]
I find my space is exhausted, so I must content myself with one further example-the closing bars of the
pianoforte part of Franck's sonata for violin and piano. it is characteristic of much of Franck's writing for the piano.
(Ex. 19).

Think It Over
I hope that this range of examples of serious music will be helpful to teachers who wish to prove to their
pupils that the great writers of music are, after all, a good deal more inventive and enterprising than the writers of
even first-rate light music. My endeavour has been, first and foremost, to enable teachers to make really musical use
of the light syncopated music which appeals so strongly to the adolescents of to-day. The appeal is stronger than
most of us suspect, and I feel we ought to use it as an aid to our work. That being granted, the work of development
is entirely ours. The performance of good, light music requires no mean technical ability, which, once acquired by
the pupil under the stimulus of music which strongly appeals to him, can then be diverted into channels which by
common acceptance are regarded as more serious and more artistic. "By steps we reach Parnassus"-and do not let us
be contemptuous of the first or intermediate steps!

JUNE, - BRITISH MUSICIAN
PAUL WHITEMAN - The Reformer of Music, by A. L. H. Moore. - What is 'jazz'? I am afraid that hereon
opinions differ widely. These will probably say: 'The heartbreaking and ear-deafening noise made by three to six
"men with musical instruments"-not to be called "musicians"-to which the entire deteriorated younger generation,
and now the older generation too, for that matter, fox-trot, Charleston, and tango.' Those with more historical
knowledge, state just as appropriately: 'Jazz is the Western, consequently more cultivated and more refined,
interpretation of the drum-music of the Negroes.'
Paul Whiteman, 'The American King of Jazz,' proclaims as his explanation, no contradiction allowing
opinion: 'Jazz is the new American form of art music which originated from the influence exercised by the musical
cultures of the various races living together in the new world. It gives an unequaled rhythm and offers scope for a
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more intensified and complete perfection of a theme than any other music whatever. Jazz is, now that symphony and
church music are begones, the music of the future.'
'Whether he is right?' Many a lover of music asked himself when the fame of Paul Whiteman spread over
the world. He is drawing full houses night after night, and the big noises of the musical world in all countries are
enthusiastic with what he brings; he has intoxicated and cool heads of people who formerly used to condemn jazz.
In this to be regarded only as a whim of fashion? Most certainly not! Whiteman is no charlatan, not a head
circus-clown, leader of a number of clowns. He is a man with an iron energy, with an extraordinary sense of music
and a positive belief that jazz can be beautiful, provided that it is relieved of the blame thrown upon it in cabarets
and dance halls. Only, and in consequence hereof we find the gaps which undoubtedly exist in his art, he has to make
most of the few means which he has at his disposal, to bring jazz on a higher plan.
It is established fact that in the dramatic art a new idea will never emanate from the actor; the latter is only
the reproducing artist. He needs a play which enables him to express himself. Without such a 'new' play he can never
demonstrate his 'new' way of acting. The same applies to Whiteman. As long as there are no composers who create
jazz music and nothing but jazz music from inherent impulse, Whiteman will not be able to give us jazz art; till then
his work will remain a parasitising on the spurned old values. It is true that Whiteman has had already some numbers
specially composed for him, but one can still count them on one's fingers. Among the best are: Rhapsody in Blue by
Gershwin, Circus Day by Deems Taylor, Monotony and Synsonate by Sowersby, Mississippi and Broadway at Night
by Fredie Grofe, and Four American Pieces by Eastwood Lane. He further completes his programs with popular
songs, parodies and adaptations from classical music. As a whole his concerts therefore are still a mixture, which is
never able to give the impression of an homogeneous art. But this does not mean that there is not enormously much
that is admirable in this mixture. I am not a musical expert, so I cannot enter too much in details, but this may be
stated: I-and with me many others who are experts-were cured from their prejudice with regard to and reconciled
with Paul Whiteman's aspirations. They were taught by him that jazz actually does offer many possibilities, even if it
be only in the demonstrating of technical ability.
Whiteman's musicians are wonderful men who are far superior to the players in dance-halls and the like.
Every one of them is a master on his instrument-often he can play four or five; it is marvelous what they can do with
them. Take his first saxophonist: he gets sound out of his instrument which we had never dreamt were in it. And the
pianists: they syncopate against each other, demonstrate a technique which rouses the hall to enthusiasm, and this
without the least effort. There are also singers among the musicians: they sing some simple songs, but in perfect
harmony with the music.
Beside those whose virtuosoship always remains 'art,' there are also members of the band who show their
abilities in mad eccentricities, for instance by playing two instruments simultaneously-one in each corner of their
mouth-or by playing, What?-A bicycle pump! Such stunts are really more suitable for music-halls; they do not
belong to Whiteman-the-artist; at least if we judge in accordance with the (now already rather old-fashioned)
principles that art, however gay it may be, has to adhere to certain restrictions. But it is not impossible that
Whiteman thinks different in this respect, that he sees in art education as well as pure amusement. And then we will
have to submit ourselves to his point of view, if he gives the most touching sounds in combination with the shrillest
dissonants, in a double sense.
Whiteman's art is like himself; jolly round, of a kindhearted simplicity, but at the same time sharp like the
point of his mustache above the firm lips, and of an exciting infectiousness like the abrupt hopping-movements with
which the leader spurs or reins his men.
Whiteman is the 'businessman-like' Yankee with the soul of an artist; that is how he brings the calculative
art of entertainment with its deeper origin which drives the public half-mad and makes the applause rattle, roar, flare,
resound from audience to stage and from stage to audience. On the platform however, everything remains quiet and
disciplined. One moment a musician puts his whole heart into a solo, the next moment he is a modest part of the
compact entirety which is led by Whiteman's springy movements, by a single gesture of his hand or a tick of his
conductor's stick.
Although Whiteman may not be the 'aristocratic' conductor of a high-class symphony orchestra, but the jolly
waddling leader of a jazz band, with his hands in his pockets, yet he has that mysterious gift which typifies the born
great musical leader, which, notwithstanding much that is wild and unceremonious, immediately makes a deep
impression on the audience.
Whiteman's education has certainly had a great influence on his personality. After he had been dismissed as
unsuitable from a symphony orchestra, where he had played too many musical tricks, he joined a dance band. There
he grew conscious of the possibilities of jazz. He put himself an aim and did not start by trying to reach this aim
gradually, but took immediately the whole decisive step, by forming a band-although small at first-which was to
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interpret his jazz. First the music and dance halls were still the field of his operations, but he soon left these, enlarged
his band, and started his starring tours which won him his world-fame. A remarkable fact, and typical for his
character, is that Whiteman is still working with several musicians with whom he started years ago.
As regards his men, they like to remain with him; not only because he pays splendid salaries-500 dollars per
week is nothing out of the ordinary-but also because an animation emanates from him which makes work pleasant.
The reader will have learned from this short sketch that Whiteman is more than a charlatan, his orchestra
more than a jazz band, and the favour of the public more than a whim. There is something in the striving of this
American. In the new world they have no time to hear a symphony being gradually built up. Everything has to be
condensed, firm of build and clearly outlined, so that an entirety is created after only a few notes. Jazz can provide
for this. And would it be so ridiculous to suppose that, as times have also changed in Europe, as here too time has
become money, and the brains want to work faster, jazz in its higher form will have a reason of existence? If this is
so, and everything points in that direction, there is nothing regrettable in it, on the contrary; that is to say: if
Whiteman can give us in course of time jazz art of jazz composers.

JUNE, - JACOBS' ORCHESTRA MONTHLY
THE SPIRIT OF JAZZ by Gomer Bath. What constitutes "Jazz," its value or lack of value, whether or not it
is a gift from the vaulted blue or a manifestation from less respectable regions-these are questions which probably
never will be answered in our short span of life to the satisfaction of all persons interesting themselves in the matter.
The article presented below makes no claim to being the definitive word on the subject, although we believe that its
author has made an interesting contribution to the general din.
Jazz in a more or less refined form has lately made its way into respectable circles. We have been surprised,
I think, by the number of serious musicians, artists whose opinions carry weight, who have come forward rather
timidly and half jokingly to meet the illegitimate child of American art. Critics have written articles and books
attempting to define jazz and to justify it. Some of them have predicted a great future for it; have called it the only
true American art form.
What is this jazz? How often we have heard that question and how many words have been used in attempts
to answer it. The more elemental a thing, the more difficult is it to define.
Early Associations
Jazz grew up around the fox trot and is still mainly supported by it. That much is clear enough. The
prophets of jazz are asking for better things, and such works as the Rhapsody in Blue and Grofe's Mississippi, give us
an idea of possible developments. But I wonder if it would still be the real jazz that we know, were it developed to a
much more complex form? Can jazz be defined in terms of form? I do not believe so, and I doubt if it could long
maintain its present robust health were it to be squeezed into forms which restricted its natural freedom. The essential
condition of its form must be simplicity. The fox trot form is to classical music as doggerel is to classical poetry. You
don't like that? You think perhaps of the fox trot as related to the simple folk song forms, music that grew out of the
hearts of the people. But both in form and in spirit the fox trot is like the old, familiar, rollicking limerick. Most fox
trots are built on the A, A, B, A form and so many are written by the same formula that it is easy to replace the "B"
phrase in one by the "B" phrase from another, and no great harm will come of it. We have, then , this simple fox trot
form which is apparently responsible hasn't heard bands play in perfect rhythm, play even a fox trot in perfect rhythm
, and yet miss the jazz spirit a mile? The hottest jazz artists often leave rhythm to the rest of the band and wander off
alone with apparent disregard for any rhythm whatever. Jazz is something more than rhythm.
The Eternal Mystery
Perhaps you think that the chief characteristic of jazz is in the new combinations of instruments, with the
resulting tone colors and effects, novel and striking. What a new world of invention lies before the modern arranger!
But you haven't hit on the secret of jazz yet. I heard a pianist in vaudeville last week, a man whose technic would be
rated by a piano teacher as about second grade. He thumped more real jazz out of the piano than a band on the same
bill got out of eight or nine instruments. He used about three fingers of each hand and he played simple tunes, but he
had feet tapping all over the house, and there were calls for more.

- 966 -

What is this mystery we have agreed to call jazz? Why do we like it? Why do we like any music? The
psychologists may answer that, but let me give you an idle fancy of mine.
I am constantly haunted and often tormented by tunes that I can't get out of my head. I have no doubt that
there are a great many persons hearing tunes all the time. There is not a waking hour that sees me free from them. My
fingers tap to them and I walk to their rhythm. No amount of effort can stop them. It is like the story of the man who,
one day, discovered himself counting mentally, and was never able to stop. I sometimes wonder how much mental
energy is wasted in this way. Only when I am listening to real music is my mind free from this mental music. So I
have often wondered if I found relaxation and comfort in good music because of the temporary relief it gave me from
these haunting melodies. It is a funny idea, of course, and is not to be..........times, a little blasphemous. It is mental
and artistic realization; a thumbing of the nose at the classics.
Have you ever wondered why a few sour clarinet notes in the right place make you smile? A clever trumpet
player in Whiteman's record, When Day is Done, plays off pitch and plays around the rhythm with a naive
irregularity that is really artistic jazz. We smile and like it. Good jazz musicians have mastered technic and can do
these things with ease. That is the secret. You are not a jazz artist until you have achieved this reckless, happy-golucky abandon. What is really very difficult, sounds like something quite different. You have the feeling that the jazz
player is free of all restraint, that he abandons everything to the whim of the moment, and that his whim is a kind of
temporary, joyous insanity. That is the spirit of jazz.
Now just why this spirit should appeal to so many persons, particularly to so many Americans, is a question
that might be answered in several ways. I feel that I am wading into deep water here. A great deal of pish--posh has
been tossed about in the name of psychology and certain terms, such as "suppressed desires" and "inhibitions," are
not in as good standing as they used to be. I mention this as a sort of apology so that you will not be prejudiced
against what follows.
Pusha Da Pusha DaIt is generally supposed that Americans work and go about their daily affairs at a fast pace. American
tradition and sentiment says, "Get ahead. Push up and up. We are all equal. You have as good a chance as the next
man." The tremendous force of public sentiment is behind this idea. One result is that we have a great many men who
in Europe would be contented peasants but in America are only half-successful men, struggling to rise above the
crowd, and miserable because the American tradition has forced them out of their element. We are described as
materialists, energetic into the stream of production, and takes from it his allotted portion of the finished product.
We are told, furthermore, that America is becoming more and more standardized. The flood of books,
magazines, newspapers, the movies, and the radio is so widespread, and the dissemination of ideas is so rapid, that
we are all liable to be thinking similar thoughts and having somewhat similar tastes in the matter of stories,
cigarettes, breakfast foods and automobiles. Tabus in dress and social customs are more commanding than ever
before. The force of public opinion is so strong, and the danger of public ridicule is so great, that we are compelled
to follow the crowd. Writers are saying that the "young people" are sweeping away the old standards. That is
probably true and I have an idea that the "young people" contemplate with some satisfaction the concern of their
elders. But it is also true that the "young people" are only binding themselves more tightly by new standards which
are just as foolish as the old. They all speak the same language of rapidly changing slang terms, follow with pathetic
faithfulness each new style of dress, observe carefully their own new social code, and in general have less
individuality than their fathers.
This fast, machine-made, standardized life is fatiguing. Warnings have been shouted to the American people
for years. Our nerves are tense. We don't know how to play and rest, even when we have time to try. Observe a group
of people thrown together at some social function and deprived of artificial stimulants, and you are likely to see them
making a desperate attempt to have a good time and growing very tired in the attempt.
How, then, do we relax? We play golf, and go to football and baseball games. Some of us can forget the
machine-world in the symphony hall and opera house, and we all, now and then. lose ourselves in the romance and
the comedy of the movies.
What has all this to do with jazz? All of this talk about tension, inhibitions, and relaxation has been leading
up to my theory which I state now without qualification. Jazz represents the maximum in mass relaxation. It has been
falsely accused of being a stimulant. it is a "letting loose," and just as we buy our cigarettes and shoes ready-made,
so we are buying our relaxation. Jazz represents pure recklessness, throwing rules and customs to the winds,
abandoning everything to the care-free joy of the moment.
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If your ear is keen enough, listen, and you may hear the music of America. Millions of radio speakers
vibrate with jazz for hours every day. Think of the dance halls where nothing is played but jazz. Drop into the movie
palace. You will hear some classics there, it is true, but jazz is played at every opportunity. Consider the phenomenal
rise of Paul Ash and the rapid spread of the stage band idea; the popularity of Paul Whiteman and his incomparable
jazz artists; the hordes of dance bands constantly traveling about the country. Whether or not you like jazz, you
cannot deny that it holds an enviable place in the hearts of Americans, and this it does because it fills that great need
for a way of "letting loose."
That is my explanation. Have I made jazz too subtle and mysterious a thing? Explain it in simpler terms if
you can.

AUGUST - BRITISH MUSICIAN
JAZZ - In the June number of the British Musician and Musical News, the editor concludes his article, in
the British conductors series, on Sir Thomas Beecham,-a thoughtful and penetrating study this, of a compelling, if
somewhat bewildering personality; Mr. Neville d'Esterre writes on "Silent Music," the music by famous composers
which the average musical amateur has never heard,- the C major Symphony or the piano music of Wagner for
example, or the string quartets of Verdi and Donizetti; and there are the admirable permanent features, such as the
interesting and enjoyable notes on new gramophone records and Pianola rolls. In such excellent, if staid, company it
is something of a surprise to come across Mr. A. L. H. Moore's article on "Paul Whiteman, the Reformer of Music,"
in which the author revives a lot of the nonsense written and talked about jazz some years ago when that genial
showman was on the point of undertaking a concert tour through Great Britain. Mr. Moore tells us, in all seriousness,
of Mr. Whiteman's desire to establish jazz upon a higher plane of art, and of his inability to do so because of the
continued failure of jazz composers to provide him with good enough material, and he enthuses over Whiteman's
"wonderful musicians" who can play not only "on two instruments at once, one in each corner of the mouth, but on a
bicycle pump." Jazz art, indeed! He also quotes Mr. Whiteman: "Jazz is, now that symphony and church music are
bygones, the music of the future." Since that was written, however, jazz appears to have abandoned its claim to be
considered on equal terms with real music, and, returning to its place in the dance hall, has assumed an air of amiable
respectability, while the "bygones" do not appear even yet to lack either performance of appreciation.' (Sheffield
Telegraph, June 24th.)
II - The article on Paul Whiteman and Jazz was published in this paper so that the British Musician should
preserve in its 'staid' pages a record of what jazzites thought. The article is very much out-of-date. It embodies the
ancient ideas of quite three years ago. Since those ideas were formulated, jazz has enlarged itself and tried to vary its
movement. In other words, jazz has got tired of being so much with itself and has tried to come out a bit into the
general world. Some of the great jazz bands are actually playing potpourris of songs from the 1890's. Before long
they will turn to the Strauss waltz and the Sousa march. And they will give us topping performances of the music.
But musicians are still justified in speaking against jazz from the high and lasting platform of pure art, whether
popular or 'classical'; and the following is a good specimen of the criticism it deserves and receives. The writer
quoted from is Anton Rovinsky, an American pianist.
III - The greatest danger which music faces to-day is that of becoming standardized and mechanized. The
extent to which popular music has become dominated by jazz is a danger signal which should be heeded. Melody,
the humanizing element, is being subordinated to rhythm, the impersonal element. And what is more, one particular
rhythm has become the type rhythm of our age. The waltz, once so popular, never exercised a tyranny so powerful as
the beat of jazz. One has only to listen to jazz for an hour on end to realize the deadening effect of its trip-hammer
regularity. It is robot music, or at least the abumbration of what perfect robot music would be-not the pulse of a
living body, but the throbbing of a machine.

AUGUST - MUSICIAN
MUSIC A LOYAL HANDMAID OF THE DANCE. The Dependence of These Arts Upon One Another
Dates Back to Tribal Times. by Edwin Strawbridge.
From early days music has served the dance. When primitive man returned from his hunt, fight or what not,
he reenacted for the women and children the brave deeds accomplished by him while fighting warriors or
encountering animals. By constant repetitions one form evolved into the war dance, another the hunt dance, and so
on. Thus came ritual. The women and children sitting by, aided the dancers by beating the earth with sticks and
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clapping their hands. This beat served to renew the dancer's impulse. As the mood of the dancers increased a
secondary beat became necessary until a definite pattern of beats accompanied the definite form of the ritualistic
dance. Then sound and movement were one formed by the emotional attitude of the dancer. Their expressions
symbolized their emotional life and became a stylized gesture language. Emotion expressed by rhythmic movement
becomes symbolic gesture. As the gesture became symbolic the accompanying pattern of beats likewise symbolized
emotional attitude. A sound language was produced by their gesture. Through rhythmic sound tribes communicate
with each other. So was music born to serve the emotional expression of the tribe.
The human voice was the first melodic line to accompany the clapping of hands. The voice would relate the
expressions to the dancers.
The compositions of occidental composers are formed by a combination of rhythm and melody. The rhythm
conveying the mood and color; the melody conveying the expression within the mood. Melody very often supplants
the underlying rhythm, which usually is unbroken and of one pattern. Modern musicians base their compositions on a
use of various rhythmic patterns. The melody is either absorbed by the rhythm or is used for the purpose of joining
the various patterns.
Today the dancer is very often ignorant as to just what relation the dance and music beat to each other. How
often do we find tempo, rhythms, and even words of a composition changed to suit the mood of the dancer; the
dancer asserting that his emotion is primary and all rhythms and forms must serve that emotion. If this is the case, let
the dancer first compose his dance and then have the music written to serve his expression. This was the way with the
first dance.
The mood of a composition is found in its rhythm. The dancer must search until he finds a composition
whose rhythmic color is similar to the emotional color he would use. Then the rhythmic pattern or patterns of the
composition must be observed, their form producing a similar qualitative form in movement. The melody, being the
word of the rhythmic idea, commands the kind of form that must be used. Music awakens a mood. The listener
cannot possibly feel the joy found in a scherzo while listening to the tranquillity of a nocturne. Yet I once knew a
dancer to do a bacchanalian skip to Chopin's Funeral March.
The true dance must reflect idea and not be a mere moving of limbs. Idea is reflected through a unity of the
musical and dance form. The dancer must study the composer whom he will interpret until he understands the urge
which that composer felt. One cannot dance in a sameness of manner to Bach and Beethoven, to Gluck and Debussy.
Gluck is purity of form, is directness and appeals to the intellect. Debussy uses rhythmic patterns. His melodies are
deeply flowing; he appeals to the senses. Scriabin talks intellectual spirituality.
When a composition has been selected then the dancer must observe and study its form. The reflecting of
the dancer's idea must come through his form which is one with the form of the musical composition. Form is the
primary expression of nature. This form is symmetrical and balanced. Even in chaos there is form. The emotional
outpourings of nature are formed. The dancer's form should be balanced and alive, each form having the potentiality
of the following one.
If the dancer entirely discards the use of music, he can not discard the law of rhythm. The dances that I have
seen without musical accompaniment were merely a series of postures not joined by a rhythmic pattern nor flowing
in their transition from one movement to another.
Emotion produces rhythmic activity in the body. It either quickens or retards its activity. The emotional or
dramatic dancer must learn to feel rhythm within himself. He must learn, in expressing his idea, to wait for feeling to
well up within him until its strength demands expression. Then the dancer responds to rhythm awakened within him.
He is moved by this rhythm. As trees remain silent until winds stir them to activity, so the dancer remains passive
until he is stirred to activity from the core of his being. The heart speaks. The impulse keeps renewing his activity,
his dance, his expression. Then his dance will be visible sound-dancing music.

SEPTEMBER - ETUDE
JAZZ-WHITHER BOUND? by Gordon Balch Nevin. - As a professional musician this jazz thing interests
me intensely, though my musical background and training have been very distant from the paths of jazz. I have no
intention of placing before the reader either a pean for jazz nor yet a tirade against it. As a sample of the latter
attitude I quote a comment, carried by a recent musical journal, from a woman of some prominence: "When anybody
asks me what I think of jazz music I reply that there is jazz and that there is music, but that there is no jazz music."
(The italics are mine.) This attitude, I submit, is wrong. A form of musical activity that has reached perhaps one
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hundred and fifty millions of people in the land of its inception and has been welcomed in many other lands can
scarcely be dismissed with a contemptuous gesture.
In constructing an anatomy of jazz music, one is struck first of all by its origin. Its decriers tell us that the
cradle of jazz was the brothel. Its advocates say that it sprang from the sidewalks of our great cities. Probably the
truth lies somewhere between the two: the dance-hall, the restaurant, perhaps the saloon-these had their place in the
genesis of jazz.
And what of it? Did not one of the greatest musical geniuses of all time, Schubert, pen song after song
amidst the simple surrounding of the beer gardens of Vienna? The strength of all arts lies in their being firmly rooted
in the raw, elemental things of life. Jazz has drawn strength from just such foundations. From the more humble walks
of life it has sprung; now they are talking of dressing it up in Paquin gowns and taking it to the opera house! We may
hope to foretell the result through a series of parallels.
The Watermelon Patch
Let us try to understand just what is meant when we use the term "jazz." Mr. Paul Whiteman, I believe, is
authority for the oft quoted dictum that jazz is not a particular type of music in itself but rather a method of playing
music." Even the most superficial observation will substantiate this statement. Have not the jazz men regarded the
classics as one great watermelon-patch, and emulated the Ethiopian by filching the choicest melodic bits from that
patch? The method of playing, you see. Not the thing played. The artisans of jazz also borrow freely from each other,
but here again there is classical precedent, for it is a matter of record that the great Handel appropriated, in a most
unabashed manner, ideas that pleased him. And no less an authority than Mr. Irving Berlin has stated that traces of
reminiscence are a distinct asset in producing a smashing popular success.
Strict originality regarding melodies must therefore be eliminated in any attempt to analyze the elements
and future of jazz music. There is a distinctive quality to much of the best of the later jazz composition and a quite
individual flavor to some of the melodies, but it is my opinion that the greater part of this flavor must be charged to
the inherent rhythmical construction rather than to the melodic outline proper. To this rhythmic consideration we
shall shortly come.
In the chord-work or harmonic-web employed by the present inhabitants of Tin Pan Alley, we find
considerable of interest. Here the progress of recent years has been fast and furious. Compare, if you will, the type of
harmony employed in the popular songs which were in vogue fifteen or twenty years ago with those of today. Take
that popular hit of other years, "In the Good Old Summer-Time," and place it beside any recent song hit. In the oldtimer we find a chorus using barely six different chords, and practically devoid of "chromatics" or passing notes.
And this song is typical of the period in every respect.
Many Hued Harmony
Select a modern example, a, for instance, "Persian Rug," and you have a thing fairly bristling with
chromatics, using many passing notes, and making use of not less than three times as many different chords as were
found in the older song. These proportions will vary, of course, but one is safe in stating that there is at least a onehundred per cent increase in harmonic variety in the bulk of today's popular music. The sources of this complexity
are obviously the classics, but that is another matter.
So, by the route of inverse progression, we reach the mainspring of the "music of the millions"-its
characteristic and individual rhythmic construction. Here we must grant that the jazzists have created more than they
have borrowed. Upon a primitive "ostinato" rhythm insistently proclaimed by the drums they have super-imposed a
mass of uneven groupings, split beats, back-time, flutter-tongue effects, and so forth, not to mention "nodding,"
"dirt," "hot-stuff," and similar terms taken from the weird but descriptive argot of the trade. Hardly a single rhythm is
brand new; it is doubtful if there is at this late date such a thing as a new rhythm. But the jazzists have woven some
novel patterns with the rhythmic threads, and they deserve credit for some of the patterns they have put together. In
the ceaseless alternation of various rhythmic groupings and the kaleidoscopic speed with which the groupings
succeed each other lies one of the characteristic qualities of the jazz of today.
Part and parcel of the whole creation is the extraordinary combination of instruments employed and the
even more extraordinary "scoring" or employment of these instruments. The thing is absolutely without parallel in
this or other lands. We look in vain for those simultaneous spurts of development which the historian usually
discovers in various parts of the world when he analyzes the growth of any art of science. The format of the jazz
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orchestra (or band, as it is usually called) was created here in these United States, and its present more or less
standardized make-up is peculiarly American.
It Takes "Nerve"
In what other land could have been found, the sheer "cheeky" nerve that would have thrown together a brass
choir (three to six men), a saxophone choir (three to five men), a violin or two, a piano or two, a banjo or two, and,
laboring under the term "drummer," a versatile performer on divers sound-producers of a percussion nature?
Multiply this number of men by the jazz factor for "doubling," that is, the playing by each man of more than one
particular instrument, plus the wholly original use of countless devices (mutes) for changing the tone of each
instrument, and we begin to grasp the chief points of departure from classical "instrumentation." Hence the truth of
the statement from one of the crowned-heads of jazz that the thing is a method of playing music.
Briefly, then, we have a musical manifestation embracing: 1. melodic lines of no great originality; 2.
harmony of considerable sophistication rather than inherent newness; 3. rhythm of a complex nature superimposed
on a basic beat of utmost monotony; 4. a technic of instrumentation peculiarly individual.
Before venturing an analysis of these facts and attempting a glance into the future, I wish to confess openly
that, despite my training along strictly "classical" lines, my years of labor in the field of church music and pedagogy
and my writings in the field of organ music and pedagogical material, I frankly enjoy jazz of the better type, when
played by first-rank organizations. Third and fourth-rate "bands" are something entirely different, and I am
considering only the better class of jazz as produced by the leading exponents of the art.
This confession is a bit courageous for, as the English critic, Francis Toye, says, "We Anglo-Saxons show a
marked preference for light music, and, for this very reason, are loth to believe that it can possess merit equal to that
of music more difficult to appreciate." We find it difficult to reconcile our like with the things we have been taught.
As Toye adds, "One cannot have Puritan ancestry with impunity!"
There has been much be-fogging of the real issues, and to this be-fogging the jazz propagandists have
materially contributed. Ernest Newman has neatly called attention to an important point: "Jazz has two aspects-the
musical and the terpsichorean. It is still unequaled as a medium by which fair women may perspire in the arms of
brave men." This is a bit harsh in that it implies too-severe limitations.
Jazz by the Dose
Jazz is also a medium by which the digestion may be aided and by which the cares, worries and monotony
of this nerve-taut age can be temporarily forgotten. For the present-day theater, especially for the musical show that
has so nearly destroyed the operetta of other years, it is nearly ideal. At the banquet it may serve as a narcotic to the
boredom which formerly was assuaged by the juice of the grape. In an age that prays above all things to be spared
the tortures of quiet thought jazz has its sure position. When conversation, that lost art, languishes and dies:-"turn on
the radio, let's have some jazz!"
We have indicated that the strength of jazz music lies, in a diminishing scale, within these qualities: its
orchestration, its rhythmic individuality, its ventures into sophisticated harmony and its melodies. Reduced to the
essence this means that the technic is stronger than the motivation. Were jazz the property of the few, this would
spell its early sentence to death, but jazz is not the property of the elite and hence it means nothing of the kind. What
it does indicate is approaching fixation, the case-hardening of a well-worn groove, a condition of standardization.
Everything considered, the past year has shown less development than did any three months of the five
years previous. The bigger bands, using thirty to thirty-five men have come and, for the most part, gone; the usual
number is now between twelve and twenty. This does not spell retrogression. Rather, as M. Montague-Nathan has
said (in discussing the symphony orchestra), "Bigness as an end and even as a means has little to recommend it, and
the future of the orchestra must be with those who know full well that simplicity is not incompatible with beauty."
There has been not a little talk of "jazz symphonies" and "jazz operas." Some of this talk has been
obviously the rankest press-puffery and can be heavily discounted. Some of it, well-meant no doubt, has been
sincere. But aside from all other considerations let us remember that jazz is fundamentally a dance-form, and it is a
"short-phrase" form of music at that. Its phrases are almost invariably of four or eight measures' length. No great
symphonic or operatic technic can be developed from as stereotyped a construction as this.
Quick-timing a Great Melody
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Probably the greatest single theme ever created in jazz-the sonorous E major theme from the latter portion
of Mr. George Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue," a theme that pulls to a big climax, perhaps the biggest climax ever
attained in light music-has such a short phrase line that, obviously. Mr. Gershwin did not know what to do with it
after he had once stated it, and so fell back on the pitiful ineffectiveness of "quick-timing" or playing it at about
double its original speed.
He either failed to realize what a tremendous tune he had created or, and more likely, he was so deeply
bedded in the tricks of the musical revue that quick-time seemed the only change possible on a restatement. But the
suspicion will obtrude that had a great composer of classic training manipulated that theme the result might have
been a better treatment, a better development, but that it very likely would not have been, in the end, jazz! East is
East, and, West is West and never the twain shall meet!
So we reach the conclusion that this child of the sidewalks (of New York, for the most part) is a practically
fully developed youngster, smart, pert, sophisticated, a bit hard, a bit wistful at times, not an art form, not susceptible
of much development beyond its present status But it is a manifestation of the American temperament and
background-that background which, as the Constitution so bravely states, offers to everyone the chance for the
"pursuit of happiness." It is a music short-lived because of its highly commercialized distribution, designed to catch
two hundred million cars as quickly as possible, to be briefly enjoyed, and then to make way for other examples of
the same general pattern, it is a music demanding no concentration from the listener-it may be heard in a state of
mental relaxation, yes, even inattention! And does this not justify existence? Do we not need, in our strenuous
civilization, just such a soporific, such a hypnotic?
But when the claim is advanced that out of jazz will come symphonies and operas, I, for one, must decline
to agree. The suspicion will obtrude that he who advances this claim has his tongue in his cheek. Even at its best, or,
shall we say, at its most complex jazz harmony is always more ingenuous than classical harmony, that is, its progress
can be more nearly anticipated by a musician.
The Moan of the Saxophone
The instrumentation of jazz is its strongest weapon. Anyone who heard the almost pitiful attempt made by
one of the New York Orchestras (symphony) to play a re-scored form of "Rhapsody In Blue" (originally written and
scored for the big Whiteman Band) will grant this point. In its scoring and method of playing lies the glory of jazz; in
them, too, one may read its statue of limitations.
If the protagonists of jazz remain within their idiom, their place in the sun will be secure. If they are content
to give us pleasant tunes, neat harmony, clever rhythmic and tonal effects, all will be well with them. This their more
astute workers appear to be resigned to do. Should they strive to push a pleasing dance-form into the scope of an artform, with all complexities - spiritual, constructional and expression - they will end by discovering that the qualities
that make jazz what it really is are more vaporous than the perfume of a flower and that the flower has crumbled in
their hands. Let me close with a definition Jazz: a dance form plus a distinctive vehicle of expression, so fully
developed as to suggest already a state of fixation.
As a complete these lines, at the end of a strenuous day, the radio is bringing to my ears a celebrated jazzensemble in New York City. Clean-cut, artistic playing, melodies of ear-pricking charm, neat tricks in harmony,
color effects of surprising variety, a general verve and espirit! And you ask me whether I really enjoy it. Of course I
do, and so do you! There, dear readers, is your justification of jazz and estimate of its place in the scheme of things
musical. Profundity, get thee behind us!

SEPTEMBER - MUSIC TEACHER
GEORGE GERSHWIN'S "RHAPSODY IN BLUE" Detailed analysis by Ronald Cunliffe. George
Gershwin's Rhapsody in Blue is already a classic. Like most classics, it is admired and talked about more than it is
studied or known.
This work, which is in essence a piano concerto, with a "jazz" orchestra in place of the classical orchestra as
the medium for accompaniment, is available to the student in two forms. The form from which I shall quote is the
two-piano arrangement, having the authentic solo part on one pair of staves, and the condensation of the orchestral
accompaniment below. The other version is for one piano only, and, to my mind, is most unsatisfactory; it makes
very poor use of the material. Harms, Inc., of New York, were the publishers. In this country Chappell's are the
agents: the price of each version is twelve shillings.
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Composer's Aim
To begin with, one should endeavour to see Gershwin's point of view in this work. Himself an accomplished
pianist and a successful student of composition upon established classical lines, but thoroughly of the age in his
appreciation of the intrinsic value of modern tendencies in syncopation and "jazz" orchestration, his work is an
attempt to present these apparently conflicting streams of musical thought mingled each with the other. The task is
not an easy one, for it demands a two-sided talent, if not a two-sided genius; but granted the talent, there is nothing
inherently unsuperable in the problem. All the devices now regarded as classical were once novel, and once thought
heretical, but all that was valuable was kept in the musical treasure-house. Similarly all that is of permanent value in
modern syncopation and colouring will eventually be absorbed into musical clock. All honour, then to Gershwin, for
his pioneer work.
Rhapsody in Blue follows the form of the classical concerto. Although it is in one continuous stretch, we
can easily mark the divisions between the four movements. It follows modern symphonic practice in that material of
the earlier movements is used again, a transformation, in the last movement. Looking over the work as a whole, the
sequence of the movements is ordered and convincing., and apart from a tendency to undue length and surfeit of
thematic material in the first movement, the work is shapely and well-proportioned.
First Movement
The work opens in a classical manner, with orchestra minus piano. The pace is very moderate.
After a shake and scale on the clarinet a saxophone announces the first theme

beginning in bar 2 of the example. The final note of the theme is followed by a kind of "tai," which I show here, not
as it occurs in bar 6, but as it subsequently appears, in its most-used harmonic form.

This "tail" becomes very important in the later reaches of the work.
A few bars later we reach the second main theme
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Then the first theme (Ex. 1) is stated again, in the key of Ab, and while the brass holds the final note (Eb)
the solo instrument modestly enters with an elaborated version of the "tail" shown in Ex. 2. This leads to a new
statement of the second theme in the tonality of Gb, richly harmonized, as the final notes show.

In the very next bar the elaborated version of the "tail" reappears.

Note the violent change of key, and the increased interest provided by the semiquavers, as compared with Ex. 2.
At this point the piano has the matter in its own hands, and plunges into a series of sequences leading to the
following magnificent tonal blaze

This passage, considered under the scheme of classification in my August article, makes a superb use of the
"repetition" device. The sheer splendour of this effect surpasses anything in my experience; in performance it
demands all that the player can give it of sharp attack-and-cessation on each of the ten repeated chords in the bar.
(Later it appears in magnified form). A few more sequences, followed by a scale similar to the opening one on the
clarinet bring us to Ex 7,
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(I have shown the bass saxophone on separate stave). The first three bars of this example show Ex. 1, and the bass
saxophone version of the "tail" in staccato notes, in bars four and five, has an irresistibly humorous effect. The piano
figuration at this point is of the "two-handed break" type. (See my article for August).
The pace since the beginning has been distinctly moderate (o=80 M.M.), but a change to a quicker speed is
shortly coming. The change is heralded by a cadenza-like passage for the solo instrument, beginning immediately
after #x. 7. Beginning with a whimsical statement of Ex. 1, it proceeds to this interesting passage.

(Notice in the first two bars the reappearance of the Ex. 5 figure). This three-bar phrase is repeated sequentially, and
thereafter three bars of two-handed contrary-motion figures lead to an imposing re-statement, with octave-size chords
in the right hand, of Ex. 6. Then the following bar (intriguing to play) leads to the tempo giusto.

The pace is now that of a brisk fox-trot (according, at any rate, to Gershwin's own performance with Paul
Whiteman's Band on a H.M.V. record).The subject-matter is as before, plus a new theme-fragment of characteristic
type.
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The piano accompaniment here is also very characteristic. As this tune concludes, we get Ex. 3 in a new and
vigorous guise.

A few bars later appears another theme-fragment,

allied to Ex. 10. It is worth quoting, as it appears again. Shortly after this we reach a point which is obviously the end
of a section, so that all the foregoing may quite properly be considered as the material forming a colossal, composite
first subject.
The true second subject now appears; it is strongly syncopated
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This is quickly worked up to a fairly strong climax, to the accompaniment of vivid arpeggios on the piano.
A scale passage in major seconds leads to a scherzando piano solo passage which deals in turn with variants of Exs.
11,1, 12, and 5. This section contains not a few real keyboard problems. Space is becoming severely taxed by my
desire to quote as fully as possible, but I cannot refrain from instancing a real brain-twister and finger-breaker.

Notice here, how the right hand has the theme of the "odd" bars of Ex. 12, and how the left hand has the theme of the
"even" bars of that example. A little later the piano has a very awkward figuration over the orchestra's plays of Ex. 1.
At the pace which is in force at this point (about o=96 M.M.) the passage is very difficult, and I confess that short of
regarding the grace note and principal note as together forming a minor second, and playing them as such, I can see
no practical method of getting any but a virtuoso to play the passage
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The figuration continues, in various keys, for twelve bars. I have placed dotted phrase-marks to suggest the points
where finger-patterns might begin and end.
From this point the first movement merely repeats, in more and more glowing form, the thematic material
above stated. After Ex. 15 the piano is heard alone for the remainder of the movement, which culminates in a
brilliant cadenza. A magnificent downward drive in double octaves followed by sequences of the final bar of Ex. 13,
link the first movement with the
Second Movement
This movement, like the third and fourth is quite brief.
The orchestra quietly and with rich colouring, announces a new theme

In full the theme occupies 16 bars. It ends, this time, inconclusively in a violin solo of only four bars, after which the
orchestra thunders out the theme again, to the accompaniment of staccato piano chords. A whole-tone version on the
tuned percussion instruments succeeds, after which the piano takes up the theme in a form both romantic and strong.
The movement end with the piano tailing off into the whole-tone version of the theme, and with amusingly lazy
syncopation between the two hands.
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Third and Fourth Movement(s)
An opening is immediately made with a repetition-and-interlock figure

For forty-eight bars this figure is kept up, by the piano alone. The diversion created by this lengthy passage, and the
fact that none of the previous thematic material is used (except a faint reference in four bars to #x. 5) makes the
passage, to my mind, significant enough to be considered as a scherzo, or at any rate as a scherzando of sufficient
importance to be regarded as a short movement. Technically it is very difficult. The arrangement of semiquavers in
each bar (for after the example quoted , the figuration of bar 1 goes on interruptedly: one in the left, two in the right,
one left, two right, one left, one right) is awkward in the extreme: the effect, though, is brilliant. The "movement"
finishes with a glissando in the right hand on the white keys, punctuated by simple black-key notes in the left.
Then we begin the last movement proper. The theme is that of the slow movement (Ex. 16), but the pace is
rather terrific. In the piano part the scherzo figure still continues.

For twenty-four bars this is kept up. Then the key shifts, blockwise, into C major, and the piano begins, in double
octaves, a white-key version of Ex. 16, increased gradually in speed, and finishing on a discord, of the type in Ex. 11,
which shatters the tonality completely. Orchestra and piano now begin an agitato, using the material in Ex. 8, to
which is added a reference to Ex. 5, after which a thrilling contrary-motion in chromatic chords brings us to our final
summing-up of the matter.
In a superb, grandioso passage the piano, accompanied by the band, plays the theme of Ex. 3 in double
octaves; then in the same powerful medium we hear Ex. 12, and again Ex. 3 in full-size chords for both hands. The
ritenuto in the key of Eb, very imposing, is still not the finish. The key changes to Bb. (see Ex. 20), and the
orchestra, fff, molto allargando, plays for the last time the theme of Ex. 1, and the piano clinches the matter with a
noble final statement of Ex. 5.
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I cannot hope that my summary of the work has conveyed any sense of its great skill, and the absolute
conviction with which the work strikes one, either in study, or on hearing. I do not even propose to quote from the
many laudatory remarks that responsible critics have written about it. The work is its own best spokesman. All I have
tried to do is to supply my readers with a really sound working analysis-the ordinary programme-note is worse than
useless-and to wet the appetite of a few of the more enthusiastic. Of the hundreds of beautiful details, and of the
wonderful economy of means displayed in these details, I have no room to speak. Only intimate study will discover
these details, and this article can be no substitute for the student's own serious efforts. In this connection, as I said
above, it is regrettable that the cost of printing such a lengthy work (twenty minutes are occupied in performance)
prevents its wider sale.
Every teacher however, should buy the H.M.V. record c 1395 made by Gershwin and Whiteman. It is a
plum label, 12in, 4/6. The work is considerably cut: a huge piece is missing in the first movement, practically all the
"third movement" is missing, and there are a couple of pages out just near the finish. If anyone cares to buy the music
and the record for study, and to send me (care of the Music Teacher) the music (with stamps for return) I will mark
all the cuts carefully on the copy.

SEPTEMBER - ETUDE
THE JAZZ BARRAGE - America's next barrage, the sixth aimed toward the helpless world, was "jazz"which, born in a brothel, gradually emerged into semi-respectability by way of the ballroom floor. Attributed to
Negro composers, it is really far more the scum of the melting-pot of America, a conglomeration of the rhythms and
melodies of peoples of all lands fighting for existence in the new world. The Negro has had his part in the
introduction of distinctive rhythmic patterns; but on the whole he had far less to do with "jazz," save for the
performance of a few "jazz" tunes by Negro bands, than most people realize. The Negro deserves far more credit for
the evolution of spirituals than he does for "jazz." The most famous "jazz" music has come direct from the hands of
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composers of Russian Jewish birth or background, to whom America has given vocal liberty. I refer to Berlin,
Jolson, and Gershwin. When one considers the struggles of these men, and many like them, to rise from the social
depths to their present position in the field of poplar music, it must be realized, in all fairness, that in no other land
could such sensational advances have been possible. Surmounting unthinkable obstacles and enduring terrific
privations, they have found original idioms and humantistic forms of expression which are so elemental that their
works have now and then distinctive art values. Our subject is musical idealism in the New World. Surely it is an
idealism which led George Gershwin to fight his way from the lowest rungs of the musical ladder to the piano
concerto, which he has played with leading American orchestras.
Finally, in an all too-restricted fashion, we have sent forth the works of Edward MacDowell, Mrs. H. H. A.
Beach, Charles Wakefield Cadman, Ethelbert Nevin, Thurlow Lieurance, Horatio Parker, Reginald de Koven,
George W. Chadwick, Deems Taylor, Edgar Stillman Kelley, John Alden Carpenter, Henry K. Hadley, James H.
Rogers, Ernest Kroeger, and a group of other composers, whose works in larger and smaller forms have found their
way to some of the leading concert halls of Europe. We are immensely proud of the recognition they have gained.
They have put into currency many enchanting melodies and some remarkable works of broad dimensions. In many
instances their musicianship has risen to magnificent peaks of mastery. I will not court journalistic suicide by
attempting to indicate a preference for any one of these composers.
It is not in this area, however, that we are to find the highest evidences of Musical Idealism in the New
World. Nor are we to find it in some of our symphony orchestras which have received world acclaim. Nor are we to
discover it in our heavily-endowed musical institutions. Nor will we see it in the fine standards of the metropolitan
Opera Company of New York or the Chicago Civic Opera, nor in our far-reaching American musical industries; but
we will find it rather in a most extraordinary and highly exalting outlook upon music as a broad highway to a finer
and happier existence. We have three manifestations of this:

OCTOBER - MUSICAL QUARTERLY
JAZZ-DEBIT AND CREDIT by Paul Fritz Laubenstein - The prospect of an American school of music has
been variously regarded. Some have asserted that in virtue of America's position as the melting-pot of the world, it is
vain to hope that a distinctive national music can be fused together out of her diverse racial strains; it is even
undesirable that it should happen. Let America avoid standardization ere, at any rate, and rejoice in the richness of
her many-sided culture. Others have said: The time is not yet. Soon an undeniably American type will appear, his
music will reflect his completed racial amalgamation, and an American school of music will inevitably be born. Or
again, patriotic souls have long been pointing to our native Indian and Negro idioms and their developments as an
incipient national music of promise.
This latter way lies jazz, a lusty infant of a decade or so, indigenous, clearly revealing in certain prominent
features its American origin. mention of its possible significance for American music or for music in general is
almost certain to precipitate heated, it not illuminating discussion. The musical historian of the future will doubtless
find his bete noire in this inescapable task of evaluating jazz. Indeed, many of its contemporaries there be who
execrate the "stuff" as inebriate, doggerel, degenerate, ghoulish, vulturine, etc. ad infinitum-music, or as not music at
all, bearing inherent frailties which spell its own ephemerality. Its enthusiastic devotees see in its local generation
and popular cultivation the very best attestation of its truly representative American character, and from its study
would derive invaluable leadings as to the direction which a national music should take. Those holding a middle
ground discover in it some elements of permanent value and certain developments which must be counted as real
contributions toward the progress of music.
In the present article I have in mind "jazz as she is spoke" nightly on thousands of dance-floors throughout
the country, and purveyed over countless radio-sets; and not the refined, modified variety offered for the delectation
of Carnegie Hall audiences. The appearance of this type would tend to support the contention of the second group
mentioned just above. It would be rash now to prophesy concerning the chances for longevity of the music of Mr.
Gershwin or of Mr. Copland, for example, but if it should prove to wear long and well, one would be interested to
know whether its staying powers should be attributed more to its peculiar jazz features or to elements borrowed from
its more dignified sister. Any attempt at this early date to adjudge debit and credit entries in the jazz-account of the
musical ledger must, to be just, consider the possible value for musical development of novelties which existing
canons of musical criticism may be capable of judging and might condemn. Of such pedantic and hasty censure the
whole history of art should have taught us to beware. Yet despite the dangers (dangerous because no item can be
either wholly debit or credit) and the presumption (presumptuous because the present attempt assumes the possession
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of standards adequate thereto), any efforts which may enable us more truly to evaluate this striking auditory
phenomenon in our midst should not be entirely devoid of worth. It will be seen that the credit entries of jazz lie
chiefly in its means and technique of expression, i.e., in externals, rather than in its underlying spirit, motivation,
quality of ideas or its substance. They can be little else, since, if we may believe Mr. Whiteman and other authorities,
jazz with a few important exceptions is as yet not the thing said, but the manner of saying it, an affair of
instrumentation.
The Credit Entries of Jazz
1. It is probable that, in consequence, the most significant contribution of jazz to musical progress will be
found in the field of orchestration. It will be needless to linger on this oft emphasized point. Not only has jazz out
Straussed the great Richard in calling the more respectable orchestral instruments off their respective perches and
putting them through stunts highly indecorous, albeit revealing new potentialities in them, but it has resulted in the
perfecting of present instruments and in the adding of new features to them, it has invented new instruments, both
melodic and percussion. It has given us the opportunity of becoming more familiar with certain instruments only
occasionally called for in symphonic works, e.g., flugelhorn, heckelphone, basset horn, sarrusophone, bass oboe,
etc., and these it usually employs in solo passages. It has experimented eagerly with new instrumental combinations,
and has displayed a precocious knack in achieving variety, brilliance and power with small means which is worthy
the attention of every student of orchestration. It has developed virtuosi on certain instruments, and a class of
versatile performers on many instruments, such as the world has never known. Because of the importance it attaches
to rhythm, jazz has brought the percussion instruments into the limelight and has produced expert percussion players
of unusual dexterity. At least one school of percussion instruments has been established. A tympanist who knows
how to temper his volume to the first violins is an invaluable asset to any symphony orchestra. The ensemble of
many a permanent jazz band is well-nigh perfect. Good jazz players must acquire an adaptability and a
responsiveness that will enable them to cope with any situation on short notice, and this individually or collectively.
Every symphonic conductor knows what it means to stand before a group of adaptable players.
The jazz orchestra is a distinctive American evolution, and should any one be dissatisfied with the usual
jazz pabulum, Mr. Whiteman offers to attempt to play any other music written for the combination. Perhaps we may
hope soon to hear numbers composed for the jazz orchestra in other than the jazz-vein. (Which prompts the
questions: Is this an anomaly? Did the jazz-mania call forth the orchestra, or did the jazz orchestra bring on the
mania? And are the two inseparable?)
In addition to its admirable economy of scoring, the jazz-score contains a suggestion for publishers of ........
in its printing of the parts for the transposing instruments as they sound, rather than as they are played. While this
procedure might not be so advantageous for the student, yet where practicable, it would most assuredly allow the
interested musical amateur to follow a score at a symphony concert with greater ease and pleasure. Only when they
are copied for the players are jazz parts transposed.
To what extent modern composers of the more serious schools will choose to avail themselves of this new
orchestral palette, the new instruments and the new uses of old ones, will depend largely upon the individual
composer's aesthetic judgment, and the adaptability of the instruments to his particular needs. It may be remarked,
however, that the range of availability and of expression of these new orchestral features is frequently very limited.
Jazz revels in the special effect. A modern Beethoven writing a Pastoral Symphony might include in his score staves
for 1st and 2nd Fly-swatter.
2. Exponents of a national school of music should find some satisfaction in pointing to jazz as the first
expression in music of a sea-to-sea section of the American genius. As a product of young America, jazz is
preeminently the music of and for buoyant, unreflective youth, where the ............. and the physical hold undisputed
sway. It reveals a youth not averse to "going off on a toot," and impatient of all conventions and restraints. The
experimental spirit which has meant as much for national progress, particularly along scientific lines, in jazz receives
encouragement. In thus furnishing the jazz player come opportunity for the expression of his personality and
individuality, jazz supports the democratic idea. The immediacy of its appeal facilitates its ready acceptance by the
musically unprivileged. The mechanical domination is figured forth in the underlying "rhythm" of jazz, in its mass
production, its rapid standardization and its speed. And the superstructure of jazz expresses at the same time, as it
were, the revolt of human free will against a mechanical determinism in its freely moving upper designs and
contrapuntal figures, in its varied syncopations, its superimposed cross rhythms, its impredicable accuentuations and
anticipations. Exemplifying this human equation may be mentioned the "secondary rag" (where a persistent triple
rhythm battles with a no less persistent four of the basic machine and of exotic rhythms, the whole symbolic of the
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futility of escape from the hounding tyranny of the machine.) Apparent in jazz is a resulting restfulness, further
evidenced in the breaking up of the first beat of a measure or phrase into a number of rapid impulses or notes. In
addition to the borrowing of exotic rhythms. American cosmopolitanism also shows itself in jazz in its unprejudiced
appropriation of any usable tune whatsoever, irrespective of its national source. Typical of the same
cosmopolitanism is the very bit ......... of the jazz orchestral combination. Here the more generally accepted
instruments of the Occident gayly fraternize with the American Negro's banjo, with the red man's tam-tam, the
Oriental musette, the larger drum of the African and the Spanish castanets. If one may ask, "What is jazz?" or may
one also ask, 'What is America?" It is difficult, therefore, to understand the chauvinism which discriminates against
the skirl of the bagpipe. The Americanism of jazz is again exhibited in its commercial aspects, of which more later,
and here the Jew figures prominently.
One would suppose that its many representative features and its widespread popularity would qualify this
music to be held as the first real American folk music. Yet at best it can be regarded as but folklore. In the first place,
it is prevailingly dance and orchestral music. While folk music does include dance music, this has as often as not
been vocal music as well, perhaps originally, it was song. Certainly jazz cannot be classed as folk-song, to which
species belongs the larger percentage of folk-music. Secondly, folk-music is usually characterized by simplicity and
brevity, whereas jazz is complex, highly sophisticated, flashy and lengthy. (To which, of course, one may answer that
our American civilization itself is nothing if not complicated, blasé and billboardish.) thirdly, folk-music is as
original as any music can well be, while jazz admittedly borrows or steals the majority of its melodies. Fourthly, so
long as jazz acknowledges itself to be method rather than substance, it can lay little or no claim to be folk-music.
Lastly, whenever jazz is provided with "lyrics," they usually lack that universality so characteristic of the folk-song,
which embraces not only the sex-theme, but also songs of home, of patriotism, of toil, of joy and sorrow, songs of
religion, songs of youth and songs of old age, etc., etc.
3. Jazz enthusiasts have been as emphatic in praising its "rhythm" as "vital," "rejuvenating," "therapeutic,"
"recharging the batteries of civilization," "putting mankind in tune with the infinite," etc., as its opponents have been
vigorous in condemning it as "monotonous," "crude," "tedious," "killing its victims by sheer boredom," while an
English critic observes that because of its arbitrary treatment of rhythm, jazz has nothing to do with it. Obviously
much depends upon the appreciative background of the reagent, his condition in life, his age, the associations he
links up with jazz and the aspect of jazz upon which he concentrates his attention. It is also a matter of "how much?"
There is probably foundation for both attitudes, and the conflict of opinion urges discrimination in dealing with the
subject of jazz-rhythm. What is new in jazz-rhythmics is the peculiar exaggeration and distortion of rhythm, the
contrasts produced by freely moving figures gamboling in syncopation over an unvarying fundamental rhythm, both
necessary for the proper jazz effect. Neither is the employment of cross-rhythm or of poly-rhythm new. That jazz
has, shall we say, "stumbled" upon some ingenious instances of both is evident, but these are no more ingenious than
some of the poly-rhythms to be found in primitive African dances. These occasionally put jazz to shame by skillfully
combining as many as a half dozen different rhythmical patterns (including those of large and small drums, handclaps and voices) in the course of a single dance. (See Mrs. Burlin's Songs and Tales of the Dark Continent, for
examples: there is scarcely a dull formula among the lot.) That the jazz rhythms have caused certain European
composers to turn to America for inspiration has likewise been a facility and a deftness which are breath-taking.
Sudden transitions it frequently effects with kaleidoscopic charm, for example, jumping the key up a half-tone with
new orchestration preceding the final return of the main theme. Of course, certain striking progressions originally
used by some real genius in jazz composition tend in time to become stereotyped, and are henceforth tricks of the
trade in the hands of the lesser yardstick compositors. Provided such progressions possess any value at all and are
handled with discrimination, their use in jazz may serve the worthy end of popularizing the newer harmonic
developments, and thus unconsciously ease the way for the wider reception and recognition of possible new and
unexpected expressions of musical talent.
6. In this connection, the future of jazz may to a considerable degree be bound up with its frankly
experimental mood. Let us grant the far from evident assumption that the mood which has availed mightily for
science will do the same for music. (There is a kind of deliberateness and self-consciousness, a disinteresstedness in
the concept "experiment," which has no part nor inheritance in either vital music or vital religion.) But experiment to
be valuable must be committed to no one point of view or attitude; it must try all possibilities and be prejudiced in
favor of or against none. So with jazz; that is, if it aspire to be anything other than dance music; yet even within this
area the first observation holds true. Up to the present, jazz experimentation has occurred chiefly within the
orchestral sphere, and there has wrought astonishing results. Upon the decision as to how far afield jazz will choose
to extend its experiments may rest important consequences with regard to it. Would it be willing to see the
experimental mood through to the extent, for example, of essaying other types of rhythm perhaps radically different
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from its now distinctive ones, or of pursuing original melody of the long line, or of attempting a greater universality
of content? If jazz chooses to limit its experiments to the development of its present idiosyncrasies or to the realm in
which it now has its being, it may advance its status as a specialty, but it will then remain a specialty only, with the
standing pertaining thereto.
7. Jazz and Bach have this at least in common-that in the music of each there is "something stirring" all the
time; there always is movement. It may be only the movement of the persistent figure, but there is often, too, the
progression of secondary voices against notes of longer duration, "breaks" filling in the rests or pauses. Jazz must be
a "going concern" and "going" in more parts than one. It thus represents a trend toward polyphony. Trite the
comments and the main theme itself may often be, and the movement of the inner parts meaningless or mere:"filler,"
yet the polyphonic idea is there and a dance-loving generation is unconsciously absorbing it. Occasionally one
notices in an "original" jazz number a genuine melodic gift on the part of the composer, and powers of melodic
development and elaboration which obviously were not learned in the school of jazz, and whose merits presumably
pass unnoticed. But at the same time there is much continuous melody which is forced and artificial-still-born tunes
'which alone could not carry themselves for four measures' unless galvanized into life by the jazz-treatment.
Now, if I may draw a distinction between jazz and "regular" music (one which will not please the jazzenthusiast), or one still more invidious to him, between jazz and music, the lover of the latter may be inclined to look
with pardoning eye upon jazz, provided it gives promise of ultimately furthering the cause of true music by the
transfer to its account of any credits which it may accumulate. How that transfer is to be effected in each instance is
problematic. So far as my own observation goes, the transfer from jazz to "music" is a difficult one (rendered
particularly so by the difference of mood and appeal between the two, and by the superior financial considerations
connected with the former), much more difficult to manage than when the case is reversed. It has even been claimed
that the jazz-classical combination is leading to an increased love for the classics, and, perhaps, in the case of some
"classics," like "Russian Rose," the "Volga Boat Song," and the "Song of India," which themselves possess
sensuous, appealing melodies, jazz-versions may lead to a desire to know the original. What the jazz-versions lead to
is oftener a desire to reproduce at home the sensations experienced upon hearing the tune with all of its jazz
orchestral trappings and its jazz-associations, including time, place, persons, etc. Mr. Knowlton tells the tale of an
office girl who after hearing a thirteen-piece jazz orchestra give a brilliant dance rendition of the "Storm" from
"William Tell," rushed up to the conductor and gurgled, "Gee, that's a peach of a number! Can I get it at
Woolworth's?"
The Debit Entries of Jazz
When we turn to the debit side of the account, the discussion, for reasons which will soon appear, takes on a
somewhat different character and moves more in the realm of tendencies, principles, attitudes, and the like. In the
end it is these inner, subtler, qualitative factors which in the case of any creative work determine its chances for
permanence.
At the outset, one must remember that jazz owes many of its "debits" to the frenetic era in which it was born
and of which it is a manifestation. The fact that the War and the post-War eras were characterized among other
things by disorder, by hectic speed and high-pressure methods, by profiteering, by the passion for pilfering and for
destruction, by revolt against conventions of all sorts-artistic, religious, moral, social, political-and by hurried
experiment in all these fields, the recognition of all this and more may help to explain much in jazz, and cause us to
be more considerate in our judgments. It does not, however, alter tendencies in jazz which may be reflections of such
conditions, or of itself divert from it the consequences to which such tendencies may lead. Nor can the frailties of
jazz be rationalized by an easy C'etait la guerre. If jazz be "sheer Americanism," its faults cannot be merely
derivative.
1. Begotten of the War, jazz also is an expression of the minus principle so characteristic of its parent. It
may be harsh to call jazz, as war, waste; yet both are ever on the alert for loot, considering everything as their
legitimate prey, even that which it has cost years and untold struggles to perfect. War utilizes to the full, for her
destructive purposes, the best results of modern scientific research: jazz prodigally squanders in blatant vulgarity and
with the inconsiderate appropriation of youth the hard-wrought gains made in the field of music-theory. War casts
bells, bronze statues and the like, products of spiritual aspiration, into guns and bullets to kill men's bodies: jazz does
not hesitate to melt down the works of the loftiest musical genius for forms of diversion whose pursuit, not so swiftly
but none the less surely, wrecks the bodies of youth, and to judge from certain remarks of writers on jazz and from
observation, their moral fibre.

- 984 -

While Mr. J. A. Rogers asserts jazz to be 'a recreation for the industrious and a tonic for the strong,' he also
acknowledges it to be 'a dissipater of energy for the frivolous, a poison for the weak,' and refers to its 'present vices
and vulgarizations, its sex-informalities and its morally anarchic spirit.' Of a piece with the above is the statement of
Mr. Whiteman, occurring in the midst of a panegyric on jazz as the supreme releaser from undesirable suppressions,
to the effect that jazz warms the blood, quickening and making more acute all the senses, as scientifically
demonstrated. 'While we are dancing or singing or even listening to jazz, all the artificial restraints are gone. We are
rhythmic, we are emotional, we are natural. We're really living-living to a pitch that becomes an intoxication. And to
him it is good living, a good intoxication, a good experience. Mr. Knowlton thus describes the effect of the
secondary rag: "The result would provoke Jonathan Edwards himself, were he alive to-day, to the Charleston, the
hip-flask, and the lesser caresses of the road-house table.'
Now, whether or no we hold our modern Western civilization in all of its tendencies to be the summum
bonum as regards human evolution, certain it is that which it prizes most highly, and that not alone in its arts, has
been made possible at the price of renunciation of the more immediately appealing. The social fabric can be
maintained only because mankind, in the exercise of the highest possible "freedom," has chosen to shackle itself by
certain moderations which have proven to be socially desirable and necessary, wise and healthful-"artificial," to be
sure, as all civilization, including jazz itself is "artificial." In war, too, as in jazz, "all the artificial restraints are
gone," and we become intoxicated, emotional and natural. With the removal of wartime conditions, however,
society's first care is to make a new alignment of the needful moderations and restraints loosened by the war. It
relinquishes its war-time basis of living in the interests of reconstruction. The chances for survival into time of peace
of an offspring of war which in its own way and in its own field continues to operate upon the minus principle of
war, are as precarious as those of any anachronism. Already, points out Mr. Goldberg, 'the rough-house piquancy of
jazz, its musical cockneyism, its exotic accent have lost their superficial appeal, and jazz, to save itself, must develop
the ability to reach above the feet.' He likewise refers to Mr. Gershwin and Mr. Copeland as 'transition composers'transitional, presumably, to something other than jazz, more befitting times of peace, more positive and constructive.
2. 'Jazzing the classics has no real musical value: it is partly a trick and partly experimental work. We are
just fooling around with the nearest material, working out our methods.' As a matter of fact, 'the old masters are not
the best material we can use, we play best specially written scores.' "I don't agree that we have done such very
terrible things to the classics. I don't think we've even insulted them much.' 'More than half the modern art of
composing a popular song comes in knowing what to steal and how to adapt it. At least nine-tenths of the modern
jazz music turned out by Tin Pan Alley is frankly stolen from the masters.'
If war illustrates the principle of negation, none the less do the above somewhat conflicting utterances
snatched at random from Mr. Whiteman's book reveal the parasitism of jazz, its creative-sterility, the superior role
played by method and the adapter as over against original production. The number of real jazz-composers is small as
compared with the multitude of jazz-arrangers. Nor can jazz point to the borrowing done by the masters themselves
as precedent for their prodigal pilfering of the classics (all jazz-arrangers do not own the classical background of Mr.
Whiteman and cannot be expected to show his discriminating restraint as to what is suitable to be jazzed). For it was
at least the intent of the masters to gild all that they borrowed, and, by and large, they succeeded. The result was a
net aesthetic and spiritual gain yielding such fruitage as Brahm's "Variations on a Theme of Haydn," and Beethoven's
glorification of the Diabelli ditty. Said Glinka to the young nationalist-composers of Russia, "The people are the
creators, you are but the arrangers." Of the jazzists it may be said, 'The masters are the creators, you are their
derangers, to accommodate them to the 'mass mentality,' 'the mass mood' '-apt phrases of A. E. in this connection.
War shares with democracy one of its least desirable tendencies. The ideal hoped for in any social Utopia
where equal opportunity is granted to all, is that with such opportunity, when people see the best, they will desire it,
will strive to realize it, and there will take place a leveling upwards of the mass--standards toward higher ones. But
the reality often falls far short of the hope. What frequently happens is that the greater gravity of the lower and easier
standards pulls down the higher ones, or new standards of a relatively lower order are evolved and conformed to.
The test of art may indeed ultimately be "its appeal to the great masses of humanity," but that appeal in the case of
the greatest and highest forms of art is neither immediate nor obvious, neither is their appeal wholly emotional,
wholly spiritual, intellectual or sensuous, but consists in various subtle blendings of them all, and the masses,
sometimes even the cognoscenti, come to acknowledge their merits only after long periods of education and selfdiscipline. Good taste or great art then, is not the monopoly of the snobbish few, but of the disciplined few who
prove themselves worthy of it. And is such a democracy as ours, absence of the "will to power" is the only let to the
attainment of this privileged position. To say that the test of art is its appeal to the great masses of humanity,
therefore, is not at all equivalent to saying that all that has popular approval or appeal is the best art-the standard by
which jazz hopes to justify itself as an art and to commend itself to the painstakers.
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In its cultivation of the immediately appealing and in its attempt to make all that it appropriates conform to
the ways of this standard, jazz represents a dogmatism of the commonplace, and commits itself to mediocrity. For
jazz, seemingly devoid of powers of distinction, (unless it be in its choice of loot), must reduce all to the one
common denominator of the readily discernible. This denominator is physical, a quasi-synthesis of the mechanical
and the affective. When the original Negro rhythm of jazz, which included as an indispensable component of all real
rhythm an element of relaxation, became domesticated throughout the country, it was caught up in the incessant
movement of the machine, pounding not only in our ears but also continuously in our consciousnesses, particularly
during the stress of war-time production. The easier Negro rhythm perforce surrendered to the tireless energy of the
electric and steam machine with its unrelieved tension. But not without protest. There were human, sensuous, sensual
elements in the Negro product which would not down. These found expression in certain alterations of rhythm, in
exaggerated syncopations, anticipating, freak accentuations, free obligates, etc., which were superimposed upon the
fundamental rhythm. Here is revolt against the machine domination, to be sure, but just as certainly not the release
from its relentless, overpowering persistence which its devotees imagine jazz to be. Here is the real basis for that
"cheerfulness of despair" which Mr. Whiteman finds in jazz, that optimism of the pessimist who says, "Eat, drink and
be merry, etc.," and for the pungency of its wit. There is pathos in this jazz symbolism of the futility of man's
struggle against his own creation, the machine, a pathos the deeper because the jazzists continually misinterpret this
underlying mechanistic determinism as the "wonderful vitality" of jazz or in similar terms, whereas against Mr.
Whiteman's conviction of the therapeutic value of jazz, Prof. M. J. Spooner, fatigue expert of London, reports upon
the tremendous economic cost of the jazz-noise because of its wearying effects and its theft of health, and estimates
that "taking the din out of dinner" will save England five million dollars a week.
To such a milieu, mechanical, sensuous but oftener sensual, burlesque, in which jazz lives and moves and
has its being, this modern procrustes would make all his victims conform. What boots it if jazz detaches blood, tear
or universal song from its original setting and reduces it to its won bare mechanical rhythmics, where its proper
expression and presentation are made impossible; or if by its associations and method of treatment it imputes sinister
connotations to its character, renders it a vehicle of bestiality or offers it as a joke? 'All the good taste in the world
must not be monopolized by a few people! Beauty is for all and anything too precious for the common gaze is out of
place in this common people's world." Mankind, and especially youth, must dance (i.e., to jazz only) and in its
beneficent intoxication be shaken back into life's fundamental rhythm's- [particularly when the pecuniary incentives
thereto are so tempting]! Jazz must act as the safety-valve whereby the spirit of America may be saved from crushing
machine standardization! To fulfill this noble destiny nothing will suffice save jazzing up the masters!
Thus does jazz rationalize its dogmatism of the commonplace and its attempt to fix easy and profitable
standards. Diligently it cultivates the obvious, both musically and intellectually, and if perchance an occasional
number reveal real musical merit, it insists upon maintaining the moronic by attaching thereto an extraordinarily
banal "lyric." It admits the existence of nothing so superior to itself that it cannot be domiciled in its "underworld"
and feel perfectly at ease there. The jazz-world will see or hear no good thing unless it can be reduced to its argot,
and it believes that all can be so reduced. It is blissfully confident that the profoundest philosophy can be rendered in
ungrammatical speech or retold in perceptual words of one syllable. But such attempted reduction and such
imputation in music, as elsewhere, is on the one hand foolishness, and on the other the unpardonable sin. The jazzclassic intoxication is the exact reversal of the process illustrated in Tschaikowsky's apotheosis of the rum-song in
the familiar "Andante Cantabile"; it is alchemy turned backwards.
As for the philosophy of jazz intoxication, I wonder if Mr. Whiteman did not mix that precious concoction
with tongue well hid in cheek. One need not resort to a reductio ad absurdum to discover its specious character. At
the start, one questions the latitude of interpretation whereby he equates "intoxication" (Latin toxicum-poison) with
"the sense of a fuller life" (spiritual or social) and this with "living more vividly than normally," i.e., becoming
rhythmic, emotional, natural. The reference to Spinoza as the "God-intoxicated, man" (surprisingly omitted by Mr.
Whiteman) involves, of course, a highly figurative usage of the term. Among all the means, desirable and
undesirable, used by all men and animals at one time or another to intoxicate themselves, jazz qualifies as one
exerting a tremendous influence for good in the world, as it puts and leaves men more in tune with the infinite than
before intoxication. A bad intoxicant, such as drugs or drink, is only temporarily effective, and leaves men more out
of tune than before. [Yet one recalls here the Vedic deification of the drink soma, conferrer of immortality. To which
one may add Prof. G. F. Moore's word, "intoxicants have been widely employed as a means of inducing enthusiasm
and vinous exaltation taken for divine possession."]
Now, considering the financial inducements of jazz, it is perhaps not surprising that the faithful should be so
zealous to keep as much of mankind as possible perpetually well tuned up. But their very zeal defeats some of the
larger ends which the jazzists profess to have in view. For in proportion as they succeed in their intoxication (here
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the somatic sense of the word is intended) men are in no fit condition to be of "those thousands whom jazz helps to a
glimpse of the beauty of the classics," or for that double appreciation of both jazz and the classics which the jazzists
appear to be so eager to cultivate in men. And with that warming of the blood and quickening of the senses which is
claimed for the jazz intoxication are combined more than frequently certain "natural' consequences which change it
into a bad intoxication. "The fact that a man has been dancing to the rhythms of a jazz orchestra isn't going to save
him from nicotine poisoning or from going crazy on wood alcohol." No, but the common association of these and of
sex abnormalities with jazz is more than a coincidence, and for the resulting ill effects jazz must be held at least a
particeps criminis. Even granting the validity of the intoxication argument, such jazz drunkenness, perhaps, would
serve at best merely as an occasional "adjuster" for those mature individuals who need just that particular kind of
adjustment. I have in mind, for example, concert-performers or students of music who after a day of strenuous
practice or study seek a contrasting activity or mood in jazz. Temporary respite from the exacting conditions of
modern toil of any kind sought by those whose aims, habits and tastes have already received direction (and such a
respite may be found in many ways according to one's temperament) is a different thing from that intoxication in
which the jazzists would keep all of the people all of the time. And in view also of its common associations and their
effects, this continuous jazz inebriety, this "poison for the weak" and "dissipater of energy for the frivolous" whose
number, especially among impressionable, ductile, unseasoned youth is legion, is assuredly a poor expedient for the
purpose claimed, and in a society which acknowledges the obligation of the strong to protect the weak.
3. A feature of jazz which renders it in one instance a national asset renders it also a musical liability. I refer
to its commercialism. With the bulk of jazz fabricated to satisfy a market-demand, it is scarcely to be expected that
works of outstanding genius or lasting merit should be forthcoming. Of all forms of musical production, jazz is
undoubtedly the most lucrative, and it will be difficult to convince Americans to-day that any activity can have other
than a commercial motivation. Yet great music has usually been born of an inner urge, aesthetic, vital, irresistible,
which "will out," irrespective of financial gain or loss. Much of it has been written under patronage, to be sure, but
few jazz-arrangers would care to work dependent upon the emoluments which sufficed Haydn, Mozart and
Beethoven, as they gave to the world genuine and inevitable music, music whose title to permanence rests upon the
extent to which it represents either fundamental, universal concepts or great emotions deeply experienced-the extent
to which, in other words, it represents a "hunk taken out of Reality," and interprets it to us. In some cases it is
possible to distinguish qualitatively between the works of a really great composer which have been commercially
motivated and those which proceeded out of a genuine creative urge. Compare, for example, the "Scotch Songs" of
Beethoven with the "Eroica," or Richard Strauss' "Alpine Symphony" with "Heldenleben."
In 1924 jazz claimed four hundred and eighty million or eighty per cent of the six hundred million dollars
spent for music and musical instruments. America boasts some thirty thousand jazz-arrangers. Jazz-players receive
from one hundred and fifty dollars a week up, some as much as two hundred to three hundred dollars a week. As
against this, symphony orchestra players may receive a third as much, symphony orchestras must combine or disband
or else remain unborn, and the great orchestral masterpieces be left unheard, together with possible worthy new
compositions. Money talks and the figures are eloquent!
4. As the somewhat sophisticated Till Eulenspiegel of music, jazz would caricature the reality which the
higher types of music present to us. If jazz really wishes to arouse a love for the classics, it would appear that it has
adopted an exceedingly poor psychology to that end. Burlesque, satire, mockery, ridicule, never pave the way to
respect, or company with it-their very essence is the negation of that attempt to understand and to appreciate, both of
which, however, are fundamental to love and friendship. In this connection, too, jazz represents the spirit of carnival
let loose and running riot. As such, as the vehicle of jest and the dance, as pandering to youth, it cannot offer the
variety in mood and in content necessary to satisfy the changing moods of music-lovers of different ages and classes.
We do not care to hear carnival music every day, even though it be that of Berlioz or Dvorak, because we have other
varieties of music which balance the scale and yield more general satisfaction. Then, too, all life is not a carnival.
The jazz orchestra itself is a highly specialized combination designed to convey the carnival mood. Says
Mr. John Alden Carpenter, "It would be impossible to give jazz through the medium of a symphony orchestra."
Hence, to get something of the sonorous jazz effect in his "Skyscrapers," headed saxophones and a banjo. Even so he
regards this composition as "jazz once removed" and filtered through a symphony orchestra. A small affair, catering
to the sensational novelty of the dance floor, with its standardized tricks, and producing jazz-experts alone, this
orchestra affords little or no training for symphonic work, supposing the jazz-player by some miracle were tempted
to desert his remunerative post for the symphony.
5. As the characteristics of carnival are disorder and confusion, so does jazz, for the most part, lack that
aesthetic order and integrity which make of a number a perfect whole. As though to compensate for this defect, the
persistent rhythmical figure serves to give a semblance of unity, but is really an artificial device made necessary to
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prevent the epileptic fragments from flying off at random. The "unity" of jazz is that of a mosaic whose separate
pieces are held in their places by a supporting wire framework. This is far different from the organic unity of, let us
say, a Bach prelude or fugue, where the whole is germinally latent in the main theme or subject, as the tree is in the
seed, and is but the fulfillment of potentialities already present in the latter. There is here the difference between
simultaneously sounding melodies and an organically reticulated polyphony. To use a conception of Prof. Albert
North Whitehead, in a composition such as a Bach fugue, we have an example of the "principle of concretion,"
which he regards as fundamental to and characteristic of Being itself. It is that constitutive principle in the universe
in virtue of whose presence and working Tennyson could write his aphorism concerning the "flower in the crannied
wall," it is that which makes possible the Wholeness of the part and the partness of the Whole, which is responsible
for the universe being all of a piece, for the body being many members and yet one. Whatever confirms and
establishes this constitutive principle, promotes the greater participation of all in each and each in all, is entitled to be
called "true" and "good." Whatever hinders the realization of this relationship, prevents a more perfect concretion,
works for absolute individuation and discretion, is false and evil.
In its common manifestations jazz is riot, incoordination, incoherence. It helps to destroy and to negative
hard-won and proved aesthetic values, to make disorder or discretion out of order and concretion. Thus, both in itself
and in its larger relationships, it illustrates the principle of discretion or anti-concretion, and in so far as it conforms
to these specifications is false and evil, and is doomed to a short-lived existence. It is out of kilter with the nature of
things, with that aesthetic order which according to Prof. Whitehead is basic to Being, and which includes as abstract
features both the moral and the conceptual orders. Sir Henry Coward seems to have noticed this descriptive aspect of
jazz in his picture of 'this gigantic black man striding over the world with a banjo in one hand and a saxophone in the
other, disintegrating the British Empire.' Only, "this gigantic black man" is no longer entirely apropos of jazz.
On the other hand, jazz holds no monopoly of the descriptive principle. Together with much of our modern
music it may be but one expression of a Zeitgeist bequeathed to us largely, but not wholly, by the War, with its
resulting disintegrations, a world reaction against the sustained, coordinated efforts demanded by the War, a
preference for a number of brief, easy, distinct tensions as against an articulated series requiring Spannung of any
kind, and comprising a related and continuous whole, even though the latter might be more richly rewarding. To this
widespread discretion in modern music Dr. Daniel Gregory Mason calls attention: "So it [jazz] is popular with
listless, inattentive, easily distracted people, incapable of the effort required to grasp the more complex symmetries
of real music." This re the short, stereotyped, "rhythmical" figures of jazz. Or again, he refers to "this piecemeal,
mechanical, inorganic structure that seems, despite other differences, to characterize the whole contemporary
movement of which Stravinsky is the outstanding figure and its derivative earlier impressionism. Modern music
avoids long, living curves of rhythm" (as e.g., in Bach). It also avoids, or is powerless to create original, long, living
curves of melody (as e.g., in Schubert) and long, living, concretize form (as e.g., in Beethoven and Brahms).
6. As for the melody of jazz, its parasitic and plundering habits chiefly account for its own creative poverty.
It cannot afford to wait on "inspiration." Even the "breaks" and the earlier "faking" potent with creative possibilities
for good or for ill, in the case of the former have now become set things and can be bought by the book, while the
latter is increasingly giving way to the printed part. When the quarry has not been run down, therefore, jazz melody
readily betrays its inventive impotence and the haste with which it has been thrown together.
It must be said, too, that the whole jazz situation is not conducive to the creation of great melody or great
music. To the haste required for its production in response to the motivating market demand must be added as
detracting features the composer's consciousness that, after all, he is writing only for dance-conditions in which the
musical appeal must struggle for recognition against the other and perhaps stronger appeals of sex, color, the bright
lights, motion, the carnival mood, the drink, etc., generally found with jazz. In such an environment great musical
thoughts receive no more consideration than claptrap, and last little longer. For it is the custom with jazz tunes, that
once they are published they are literally "played to death." No melody, however good, can long endure the strain put
upon it by conditions which compel it to be heard almost continuously: if not nightly on the dance floor, then at any
time on phonograph or over the radio. The short life of jazz music is thus a deterrent to the would-be serious
composer of good jazz-music-whatever that may be. Perhaps the superior wearing qualities and vitality of the
masters are the real secrets back of the jazzists' choice of their prey!
That the appeal of jazz is not purely a musical one has been proven (if proof be required) by an experiment
reported by Mr. Serge Koussevitzky. "It has been possible to play simultaneously on several machines as many jazz
records by different composers, and yet give the listener the impression that the ensemble was but the orchestration
of a single piece!" It is doubtful if many patrons of jazz dances would take it particularly amiss if the melody of a
jazz number in the course of its performance were suddenly to be omitted, and the characteristic kinetic figure and
harmonic basis maintained. The faint discerning on the radio of a persistently throbbing figure sustained by the
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instruments marking the rhythm sufficient to identify the music as jazz, even though we hear nothing at all of the
melodic superstructure. That is to say, where pilfering is not resorted to for melody, the intellectual and higher
emotional elements are usually exceedingly thin and vapid, the substance watery, and the physical and the sensuous
including the non-musical jazz associations predominate.
***
It is still too early to close the account of jazz with music or with our culture, but a few concluding
observations may not be out of place. If the above account has been correctly rendered, it seems to me that a trial
balance will have to be penned in red ink. The more external credits of jazz and its truly representative symbolism
avail little to counterbalance the weightier inner, qualitative debits of mood and spirit, to say nothing of the aesthetic
and formal ones. As for the latter, Mr. Whiteman himself believes that "if jazz does not develop its own theme, its
own distinctive language, it will fail to be musically valuable. But it will do so." It would appear that to be musically
valuable, jazz must also abandon its restricted form, its mechanical "rhythm," its foot-rule, must forsake the
immediately appealing, its love of the obvious, and cultivate the living (as opposed to the mechanically) sustained,
and the organic throughout. Or else it must lead to or establish new and ingenious aesthetic standards of its own,
revealing their worth by their wearing qualities and superior spirituality. To do this, however, means that in some
manner it must flee the vicious circle in which it has enclosed itself. In that circle it is condemned to the proletarian,
the limited, and is denied the possibility of becoming great music. For jazz to escape from its dance-youth-sexburlesque-commercially urgent milieu, to abandon its parasitic habits and to have salt in itself, to develop a larger
outlook upon life, to cultivate a new melos, form and rhythm, all in the interest of its self-preservation, would be for
jazz to become not-jazz. If it should emerge into something to which all Americans could point with pride, it will
probably do so with the same astonishing spontaneity which marked its initial appearance among us, and not because
of our deliberate planning or forethought. It may be that jazz, too, can hope to find its life only by losing it, by
surrendering those very characteristics which make it jazz. Perhaps it was brought forth to be but the creature of a
day, a highly specialized phenomenon evolved solely for the highly peculiar War and post-War eras. Or jazz may be
destined ever to play the court-fool in the kingdom of music, irritating and yet amusing us by the sardonic quality of
its jest.

OCTOBER - THE MUSIC TEACHER
HOW TO TREAT JAZZ-MANIA by Ronald Cunliffe & Billy Mayerl. - My recently-concluded series of
articles about "The Jazz-Mad Pupil" (June, July and August) seem to have revealed a situation similar to the one
with which I was dealing. It will, perhaps, be remembered that I took the line that modern syncopated music, since it
has a large following and arouses a definite enthusiasm and creates a definite aim for a student who might be
apathetic to other musical stimuli, should occupy a prominent place in the outlook of every music teacher. I then
went on to analyze the principal performance requirements of representative pieces in "syncopated" style, and then
paralleled these requirements in the repertoire of post-classical piano music.
Embellishment
Before going any further it is very necessary for me to point out two important aspects of syncopated
playing which received no consideration whatever in the above series of articles.
First of all, I made no reference to any type of syncopated playing except that shown in the published works
of people like Mayerl, Confrey, Gershwin, and their imitators; this music, of course, is at present quite small in bulk.
The greater amount of what we call syncopated playing is in reality improvisation, or perhaps, more correctly, free
embellishment of a given "text." A dance-band pianist is invariably the actual creator of the "hot" piano-solo version
of the chorus entrusted to him. This art of syncopated embellishment is beyond the scope of articles in a magazine of
this nature, and can only be learnt by imitation, or by taking a course of instruction from an acknowledged exponent.
Secondly, my articles had reference only to pupils who had already attained a considerable degree of skill,
and had been tempted to use that skill in the performance of this dreaded "syncopated" music.
When and How?
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The time now seems to be ripe for an exploration of the further use of light music, usually of the syncopated
variety, as an additional weapon in the teacher's armory. By "further use" I mean "use at an earlier point in the
student's career." Again I would refer to my contention that the student's expectation that he will be taught to play
music of a light and entertaining type is quite a legitimate one, and for a variety of reasons, not the least weighty of
which is that such a development would tend to increase the social value of music, and bring a return to the frame of
mind which considered it no disgrace for a cultured and capable musician to be able to play a dance tune
rhythmically and attractively. It seemed to me that one might begin quite definitely to cater for this demand at an
earlier point in the student's career. The difficulty is to see just When and How
.
Material
Perhaps we had better take the second difficulty first: How? In other words: With what material? I have
already indicated that the amount of syncopated piano music available in performance version (that is, requiring no
further embellishment by the player) is small. And when we come to the amount of easy material of this kind-the
kind of thing one could give a student of twelve or so-the material is apparently nonexistent.
It was at this point that the collaboration of an acknowledged expert in this class of music became
absolutely necessary. Such an expert, having access to all the available material, could point to that of most service
for our needs. Fortunately Mr. Billy Mayerl has consented to collaborate, and with his assistance much more ground
can be covered. But even he, on this point of elementary material, could do no more than emphasize my own
statement as to its absence. This gap I am doing my small best to fill temporarily in a series of short studies in Music
and Youth, a series which I hope to amplify and make available in collected form.
As regards the question: When? It must be obvious that in the ordinary way the answer would depend upon
the material available. In this case, however, the material has to be created, and the material may therefore be
determined by the decision as to the point at which a pupil may profitably take up the study of light music.
The answer is perhaps simpler than I had anticipated. After all, provided the right music can be created, it
will not be too early when the pupil has reached the point of being able to undertake a Bach minuet. And the music
need not necessarily be of the syncopated type throughout. New, simple, music of this kind must, of course, be
created, but side by side with this work there must be a systematic search through the whole repertoire of light music
from classical times onward, in order that a new and happier repertoire be built, and a new and happier vista be
opened to the young pupil.
Pupils' Secret Paths
To those who would object that a child should not be encouraged to have two objectives, that the study of
serious music and light music cannot go hand in hand, I would suggest that all students lead a more or less double
life in this matter. A teacher may feed a pupil on the most austere musical diet, but unless that pupil is himself a born
suet pudding he will be exploring primrose paths in secret. This craving for light music is natural, and teachers of the
right kind should cater for it, rather than leave it to the catch-penny, cheap-and-nasty "teacher," or to the pupil's
private whim.
This digression over, and returning to our music-problem, I wish to say here very emphatically that this light
music for which we are searching must be truly light and entertaining. A great deal of the so-called "children's
music" of today is poisonously dull under its glittering labels. It is simply no use to give an attractive title to a piece
which is fundamentally devoid of attraction: far better call a thing "Study" and concentrate one's efforts on writing
attractive music, or making the thing physically exciting to the fingers. And her, of course, the real rub lies. This
music is not going to be very easy to provide. Much may be written, but a good deal will have to be rejected. We
shall have to be content, probably, with slow progress.
It is with these considerations in mind that Mr. Mayerl and I approach our task. Quite probably we shall fail
to achieve the full measure of our aims, but perhaps some smaller, but equally real, benefits will have been gained by
the way.

TREATMENT OF JAZZ MANIA - PART II
Whatever aspect of music first interests a child, it is sure that the ability to secure from his piano something
attractively rhythmical is the gift that ultimately he will prize the most.
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He may toy from time to time with strangely luscious or pungent harmonies, or with various types of
melodic interest, but eventually this fundamental appetite for rhythmical interest asserts itself once again, and claims
the most lasting interest.
This is the one fact of which we should never lose sight in our treatment of our pupils. And when we come
to supply the demand for light and entertaining music this rhythmical requirement is all-important.
In this installment I am indicating a few avenues of approach to the right kind of music for pupils of the type
we are trying to help. I do not propose, at present, to draw teachers' attention to any so-called "syncopated" music,
because at the moment there is a paucity of this material, at any rate, of sufficient facility. Rather I wish to point to a
few things in the ordinary repertoire, which, viewed from this standpoint of entertainment and enjoyment, may prove
to have a new period of usefulness.
Useful Albums
The title "educational" is unfortunate at all times, but especially when applied to music. It tends to dull the
edge of the most keenly, witty, and amusing music, and at times makes us incredulous of the presence of anything
entertaining. Under the title of "Educational Series of Russian Piano Music," Mrs. Annie Weston has published (with
Chester & Co.) a most entertaining and lively collection of music. Series II (3/-) is by far the most useful for our
present purpose, as its grade is fairly easy.
In this volume is a piece, Chez le forgeron, which to my personal knowledge has had a most vitalizing
effect upon any youngster I have yet heard tackle it. It is full of rhythmical interest-not trickery- but sheer interest. A
simple rhythm is beaten out chopstick-fashion, by the two hands, and is so cunningly arranged in the way the accents
fall first in the left hand, then in the right, that to study and master it is a sheer exhilaration. If you have a pupil who
is getting "sticky" and lifeless at the keyboard, give him this.
Another piece in the same volume-Toccatina-also presents simple rhythms in this fascinating chopstick
manner. The value to the pupil's keyboard-sense, and agility in leaving keys clear for repetition and staccato, is very
great indeed. At the end of the book is a longer piece, again not difficult rhythmically, though always effective and
well-patterned. This piece introduces interesting crossing of the hands, some syncopation, and very attractive
arpeggio work. Keen study of this, directed by enthusiasm on the part of the teacher, would refresh many a pupil
weary of his ordinary fare.
More Advanced Pupils
For pupils a little more advanced, the Series III book may be recommended. Its opening piece, an air with
variations, has a brilliant little finale which will attract pupils who like keyboard "stunts"; its second piece,
Scherzino, is beyond praise for the point and vigour it imparts to a youngster's playing, and a tiny piece at the end of
the book has for its close a fascinating figure of the type which "syncopated pianists" call a "two-handed break."
Other pieces develop real vigour and clearness in either hand.
For pupils still more advanced, collections are difficult to name. Separate pieces are in some cases very
useful. Felix Swinstead has published with Williams a brilliant study, of very amusing type, called Humoreske (in
G). It requires a hard, polished execution which is a sinc qua non for anyone who would wish to make a good player
of modern light music-and it is excellent stuff musically. For really advanced students who require music of a similar
type I recommend Leo Livens' Hobby Horse.
All the works I have mentioned this month are "serious" musical works, which will satisfy the conscience of
the most rigidly anti-jazz teacher. I point to them as the type of piece which will, so far as keyboard-work and
rhythmical interest are concerned, do much to satisfy the hunger of the "jazz-mad" pupil.

Elementary Material
After all, he wants to play a dance-piece, or a piece in that style. We have told him we are not going to
attempt to show him how to "embellish" a plain dance "number"-that is an art he must learn from its best exponents.
But we must, once he has satisfied us of his seriousness in the matter by some study, on the above lines, acquaint him
with the proper ways of playing what fully-written syncopated piano music there may be available. He must,
thoroughly, improve his rhythmical and keyboard sense along the above lines, in the first place. When he has done
this we shall try to find syncopated music of the right degree of difficulty for him.
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Here comes the real trouble, as I said last month. I do not know of any simple music of this type. In
preparation for my next month's article I would ask teachers who are taking more than a superficial interest in this
problem, to look at the two studies I have produced for Music and Youth in the September and October issues of that
paper. I do not claim that they do anything more than make clear one or two technical points. I am not a composer,
and it is purely as a teacher that I am bringing out these short studies, each enshrining in a simple, yet characteristic
manner, the point I wish to bring home. These efforts are merely in the nature of stopgaps; but they do keep firmly in
view the teaching-aim and also that important matter of rhythmical interest.
Next month I hope that Mr. Mayerl will give us very practical assistance in the discussion of the best way of
tackling these and other syncopated pieces.

NOVEMBER - METRONOME
TEACH JAZZ IN THE SCHOOLS by Paul Whiteman - What! I can hear some of my readers exclaim in
horrified tones, "teach jazz in the public schools, why, why-" and words fail them, the idea is so packed with high
explosive.
But I make reply with as much assurance as I possess that it certainly should be taught in the schools and I
am willing to prophesy that not many years will elapse before it will be taught as a matter of course.
Here are some reasons why.
Most youngsters take to jazz as a fly takes to molasses and if they play instruments, they will play it whether
or no, even if tabooed by their teachers. Therefore, why not teach a subject for which there is a real interest and
desire?
Financially Attractive
Furthermore, as a profession this field offers advantages which are financially attractive. The jazz player
can frequently work his way through college tooting a saxophone or twanging a banjo and then step into a job paying
from $75 to $100 a week. In what other occupation does the June graduate start off with such a salary? Most
professions demand a long apprenticeship before a good salary is attained. Then the side things, such as phonograph,
radio and the like, which did not exist in former years, now serve to augment the income of the jazz player. Some of
the country's brightest young men are turning to this work. The average man in my organization earns upward of
$7,500 a year, while many of them draw more than $15,000 annually, exclusive of phonograph, radio or other extras.
Why not give public school students a start in this lucrative profession?
Home Grown
But one of the most obvious reasons is that jazz was grown and ripened here and there is no one who has
quite the feeling for it as has the American youth. For some years the idea has been disseminated that the United
States has no music worth bothering about and as a result the bulk of our music and musicians is of foreign
importation. But no matter how the elite may look down upon jazz, it is a home grown product and Americans are
best fitted to play it. Jazz has permeated almost every corner of the globe and native musicians have been the ones
most in demand. Therefore, why not teach the American youth to play American jazz for which there is a distinct
demand-in fact, a world market?
The attitudes in regard to jazz are many and various. I have devoted myself consistently to bringing about a
consideration of jazz as an art form and to having it recognized as a new and vital movement in music. That is why I
took my band to Aeolian Hall in 1924. Many people imagined that jazz had not improved from the discordant early
attempts at it and I wanted to show them that it had become eminently respectable. I believe that the various similar
experiments I have tried have convinced many serious musicians that jazz is not a passing fancy but a real
contribution to the art. There are many people still incredulous. Some of them hold aloof from jazz just because it is
popular with the masses and does not have to be subsidized or sponsored by wealth. In fact, musical snobbery has
done much in this country to retard the development of the art and it has helped to inculcate the idea that music is
only for the select few. Therefore, they reason that the kind of music which really appeals to the masses is not for
them.
Dance Music of All Ages
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Other people assure you that since jazz is associated with dancing, it is not to be taken seriously. They
forget that dance music has ever exerted a pronounced influence upon composers of all ages. Were it not for the
gigues and sarabandes of Bach's day, we would not have this incomparable music of his now. If they had not danced
the mazurka and the waltz when Chopin lived we would be without his beautiful music written in dance measure.
The tarantella was popular in the sixteenth century, the minuet was a favorite dance, for many years, the polka was a
craze and thus on to the foxtrot of today. Composers, great and near great, have invariably been attracted to the
dances of their times and have invariably sought to write music to them. Why should not composers do the same
thing today? As a matter of fact, very few of our modern composers can resist a try at jazz and some of them, such as
Gershwin win, have added appreciably to the literature.
Music in the Schools
I have always been glad that my Dad insisted that I take up music. When I was a youngster in knee pants, he
put a toy violin in my hands and began teaching me the rudiments. If I wanted to duck practice (and I did rather
frequently) he was there with the hair brush to see that I did my daily stint. But he was so full of music himself that I
soon caught some of his enthusiasm. In fact it was not long before he had many Denver kids crazy for a trombone or
a French horn. He told the taxpayers they ought to finance music in the schools just as they did other subjects, and
was probably the first enthusiastic worker for instrumental music in Denver schools. Finally a man of wealth named
Wilcox put up the money to buy instruments and instruction for the boys who could not afford them, after which
creditable orchestras soon sprang up in the schools of Denver.
Many of the boys who received their musical training from Dad are now making good money in dance
bands. I've had some of them in my orchestra and i am sure they are all very grateful for their early training.
Not Easy
Don't get the idea that jazz is easy to play. On the contrary, it is decidedly, difficult to negotiate the modern
orchestrations with their tricky rhythms and variety of tonal color. To make good today, a jazz player must be a real
musician, must know his instrument thoroughly and be a good sight reader. While faking is an asset, a player can no
longer get by solely on his ability to fake. Many of my men came from the symphony orchestras. These are the
easiest to train. They are well disciplined and they usually leave the symphony because they are interested in jazz and
want to experiment along new lines. The fascination about jazz is that it is not static but moving, going somewhere. It
offers a new and engrossing field for any student.
Since music is becoming such a necessary factor in education, why not teach the American youth the music
of his own land and age?

NOVEMBER - METRONOME
MAKING THE FIRST TALKING PICTURE OF A JAZZ ORCHESTRA by "Pat" Ballard. - Back in 1920
the Talking Picture Company of New York thought they had perfected, at last, the process of recording sight and
sound simultaneously. Their process followed a long and arduous period of experimenting by Thomas Edison and
other well known inventors. And their product, of course, preceded the present Vitaphone, Movietone, Photophone
et al., by several years, hence the work carried on by this new obscure organization is worthy of note.
It so happened that I had pioneered a bit in the field of "Collegiate" dance orchestra: founding the first
professional "modern" dance orchestra in the East, composed entirely of undergraduates of the University of
Pennsylvania. The personnel of that organization included Ted Weems, trombone, now a Victor record artist with his
own orchestra; Nelson Kellar, now featured trumpetist of Waring's Pennsylvanians, and Mort Adams, who stepped
into Jack Denny's Recording Orchestra, as saxophonist. This orchestra composed of young college boys was
considered quite a freak, as most dance aggregations of that time were composed of mature musicians, some with
beards. The odd part of it was that we were ashamed to admit we were "college boys," and tried to hide the fact as
much as possible when playing engagements away from the campus. Now there are hundreds of "college" dance
orchestras enjoying the "collegiate" vogue that has swept the country, the most famous, and justly so, being Waring's
Pennsylvanians.
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To get back to the first jazz orchestra "talkie." We happened to be in New York to play for a prom at
Columbia University, and we were selected by the Taling Picture Company to make their first dance orchestra
recording. Paul Whiteman and Art Hickman had just established that type of music in the East, and the result of
"canning" it on film and sound reproducers was awaited with fear and trembling. The Six Brown Brothers had made
a record and film for the same concern, but of course their music was subdued and organ-like. Ours was jazz. Harry
Lauder had also sung his Scotch songs for this "talkie" company, but, they, too, were a far cry from the two
selections we made: "St. Louis Blues" and a wild one-step called "Minnie the Mermaid," with the whole band
singing a chorus. They hoped we wouldn't break their apparatus and so did we! What would be the result of a
clarinet, violin, trombone, trumpet, banjo and saxophone waving through the air and emitting jazz? How would our
Barbary coast pianist record with his player piano imitation? How about the drummer?
Our make-up was of the old movie school, crude and exaggerated. When we saw each other, it kept a
perpetual smile on our faces which was a distinct asset in the finished product. Otherwise, it would have been sad;
we were scared to death.
The camera was stationary, not allowing for close-ups or camera angles to break the monotony of one view.
The one little recording horn was suspended far above our heads. In order to keep it out of the picture we weren't
allowed to play anywhere near its opening. Possibly that was lucky.
We entered the small studio at nine o'clock in the morning and it was late in the afternoon when we had
gotten the two selections on wax and film. Incidentally, we went directly from there to the Edison Phonograph
Recording Studio, without time to remove our makeup and tuxedos before fulfilling our date there...... and were
nearly laughed out of the place by the recording manager. His estimation of us hit the bottom when he heard that we
had made a "talking picture."
They'd never amount to anything", almost everyone said that.
The result of our wax and film debut was sensationally good-yet sensationally had as compared to present
standards. We were told later, however, that this experiment in recording a jazz ensemble stirred up much new
interest in the idea of talking pictures.
Our record and film were presented in the Town Hall in New York, and at private exhibitions. People
gasped some snickered. At any rate, it was an important milestone in what has recently become an outstanding phase
of the moving picture business.
The film and record still exist and are run, upon occasion, in Hollywood, where the concern moved. They're
keeping it for a museum piece, I guess.
It was inevitable that the work of the Taling Picture Company would be picked up by other picture makers
and carried to a point where it would have real commercial value. The Vitaphone uses the same type of process with
splendid results. What were think, hollow squeals and rasping squawks, are now, since the advent of radio and its
amplification principles, life like transcriptions of actual music and voices.
It was lots of fun to be the first commercially exhibited dance orchestra on the "talkies"-with the inevitable
"I-Knew-It-When" reflections that it now allows us to indulge in.

DECEMBER - MUSICAL COURIER
RADIO INTEREST TO SUPPRESS JAZZ - The daily papers have been making some remarks about radio
and music becoming more closely allied through the music publishing combinations that have been brought into
effect through the broadcasting companies. The latest startling announcement in this direction is to the effect that
Carl Fisher, Inc., Leo Feist, Inc., and the National Broadcasting Company, the third incorporator, have formed an
organization to be known as the Radio Music Company, for which incorporation papers were recently filed in
Albany.
It seems that efforts will be made to suppress jazz as music as possible through the broadcasting stations. F.
C. Mills, former chairman of the American Society of Composers, Authors and Publishers, is president of the new
company. In explaining this attitude toward jazz Mr. Mills gave out the following information which will be read
with much interest by musicians generally:
"The operating policy of the organization will be almost revolutionary," said Mr. Mills. "While in the final
analysis the Radio Music Company will be a commercial music publishing venture, nevertheless the scope of its
activities will be so broad as to have the real objective not primarily in profits but in making an active and intelligent
use of the tremendous facilities of the NBC system placed at its disposal for the purpose of enhancing and improving
the whole trend of American music. The new firm will have its influence in putting jazz in the background of the
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American musical picture. We have had perhaps too much jazz, and as there is no denying the influence of music
upon the trend of the people's inclinations, it seems about time for some one to assume leadership in a movement
away from jazz. I think we should go back to melody and let it serve instead of noise to give us the inspiration which
we expect from music."
To give some idea of what this whole movement means, M. H. Aylesworth, president of the National
Broadcasting Company, said that the new company was aligned with the foremost American composers, including
writers of popular tunes and classical compositions. Mr. Aylesworth is to be chairman of the board of the Radio
Music Company. Others on the board include Paul D. Cravath, lawyer; John Goden, producer; David Sarnoff,
executive vice-president, Radio Corporation of America; S. L. Rothafel (Roxy), managing director Roxy Theater; E.
E. Shumkaer, president Radio Victor Corporation; Hiram S. Brown, president Radio-Keith-Orpheum Corporation;
Leo Feist, president Leo Feist, Inc., E. C. Mills; H. P. Davis, vice-president, Westinghouse Electric and
manufacturing Company; B.F. Bitner, vice-president and general manager, Leo Feist, Inc., and Walter S. Fischer,
president, Carl Fischer, Inc.
There are a number of the great music publishing houses that have been absorbed in this movement on the
part of the radio interests, but there is no reason for musicians to feel that their services will in any way be lessened.
It will probably be found that there will be a greater demand for music although these movements that are on foot,
but like all commercial ventures, it depends upon what the public demands. It is gratifying to know, however, that the
attitude of the company of which Mr. Mills is the head will make an endeavor to suppress jazz where it is possible,
and give to the people the music that they really want. jazz is a counterfeit demand. it eventually will be obliterated,
and this through the lack of demand on the part of the people.

BOGALUSA ENTERPRISE - 1929
May 12 - Even jazz yields to mellowing influence - New York (Italians in America are changing music)
American music critics and American musicians who have visited Italy in the last year or two invariably
declared on returning that all Italy is influenced by our jazz music, that you hear jazz everywhere over there.
Ted Bartel, well-known musical director, says, however, that the shoe is partly on the other foot. This is
true, say he, that you hear jazz in Italy, but on the whole we American's have been far more fundamentally influenced
by Italian music, than Italy music has been influenced by us. Even in that so entirely American music, jazz, the
Italian influence is obvious.
All of the melodic quality that has crept into jazz, that today has eliminated so much of the cat-calls and
brassy sound of the original jazz is due to the Italy influence,. My Castle in Spain is a shack in the lne. definetely
shows Italy influenced both melocially and lyrically. It carries the 'dolce for niente' spirit of Italy with it.
Bartel declares that jazz has become Italizianized because there are so many Italians in this country, most of
them musical and 1000's highly talented, and all insisting on interpreting jazz in their native mellow rhythms.
June 16 - WAS NORTH AFRICA REAL HOME OF JAZZ? New theory about American music advanced
by steamship head. New York City:
That, contrary to the usual belief, North Africa rather than the Congo is the home of jazz, is the opinion of
Felix Lachesney -Heude, official of the Compagnie Generalo Transatlantic, which is turning the Moorish palaces of
North Africa into modern hotels for the accommodation of an increasing number of American tourists each year.
The rhythm of the Moorish and Barber dancers sound more like the rhythm of the modern dance than any
music I have hears," says Mr. Lackhesney. "The Barbers who are white hill tribes have a certain freedom in their
music, which the people of the Congo don't have. So do the Moors. The music of the Congo is always ominous, full
of the suggestion of evil and peril. That of North Africa invites to dancing and merry-making. The Ouled Nail
dancers of Monoco dance to rhythm which an American tunesmith could easily convert into a foxtrot. "Go Home and
Tell Your Mother" an American tune which I hear played by Yankee orchestras, in many of the hotels in Morroco,
has the very same lilt. Incidentally, American music is the only foreign music the Moroccans understand. Doesn't that
prove a sort of kinship?
1930 -Feb. 9 - Leo Reisman - With jazz in its present transition stage from novelty to art the true musical
student is coming into his own and promises to develop the type of music which has been so much abused into which
seems destined to become one of America's greatest arts. Opinion of L. R. director of Central Park Casino Orchestra,
who is looked upon by critics as one of the greatest contemporary musical theorists and a pathfiner in the jazz art.
"In the hey-day of jazz that is, when jazz owed its popularity to the novelty as a type of music rather than to
its interpretive artistry, the less one knew of music, the better one's composition and playing were received."
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Reisman declared. "But in the transition period of jazz today the popular reception of this type of musical expression
is dependent upon the musical accomplishment of the composer and the player. The music student, by study and by
experience is leading jazz to its destined place as one of the greatest arts of the new world.
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