
Paris,_Mac|ly Jazzing, SeesJazz as the Music of the Future
fhe New American Music Is Given

Seridus Consideration by
Continental Composers

By R- A. Parker
AF£tt" days ago, when the mu-1

sical Mrs. Richard T. Wil¬
son was so embarrassingly

fagged into the West Side police
jgjrt because of nocturnal mupicales
j. ^r Fifty-seventh Street studio

jptrtment, the great fesue seemed to

y whether the music with which she

^tertained her disfringuished guests
^sclassical or just ordinary "jara."
frxwi a casual reading of the new?

faJarans one derives the impression
$at if. i" truth, jazz had been per- J
Sftratcd Mrs. Cornelius Vanderbilt's

jister-in-i;v.^ must have been ad-j
yy- 'guilty of disorderly conduct.

£)n the other hand. ff classical had

feeen committed. the yt(iy was to be

&dared innocent. Emphatically pro-1
testinc her dislike of jazz.which
the celebrated complainant, Mr.

Childe Hassam, characterized as
(

.fcgerwauling cacophony".the de-
fendant walked, victorious, out of

the police court. No one put in even

i passing word in defense of jazz.
Only the devil's advocate could do
that

But We Like It
Yet the worst cf it is, we like it.

Jlost of us are too cultured to admit
.;t. Throughout our great land
champions of culture without stint,
culture to the utmost, tell us that

jazz is an insidious toxin that eats

into our moral and asthetic fiber,
Bat jazz is not without honor save

in its own country. If this year you
are joining the great trek to Lon¬
don and Paris, you may park your
cnlture, if you are wise enough to
arm yourself with a dozen or so of
the jazziest records in captivity.
Thus armed you may scale the dizzy
heights of London and Paris society.
Last year, when I left this crude,

jtrring America of curs to taste the
riper culture of the Old World, ;.

fhamelessly patriotic friend offered
:.'. as a sort of symbolical tribute
frcrn the New World to the Old a

somewhat riisr-eputable record en¬

titled "Sweet and Pretty." In
Henryjamesian horror I spurned it.
Mj aim was to get into contact, if
possible, with the finest minds of
Great Britain and the Continent. I
was going prepared to talk of music,
art, literature and the drama with
whatever celebrities in these fields
might be kind enough to receive me.

They received me quickly enough,
with that infallibie i-cent of theirs
for American publicity; but they!
preferred to talk of jazz. They!
wanted to learn how to do thei
"shimmy shake," as our character
ifitic folkdance is named in Blooms
bury and Hamme-rsmith.
Itwasataparty in Gordon Square;

that I first realized my mistake. I
should have armed myself with good
jazzy records. I offer this sugges-
tion for pros;>ect-;ve young visitors.;
Mrs. Vanessa Bell daughter of Sir
kslie Stephcn aul wife of Clrvti
Bell, was our hostest,.

Distinguished Company
I found myself completely sur-

Kunded by celebrities. There was,
it seems to me, a rather liberal sea-j
.°mng of Stracheya though the;
Peat Lytton wa s busy in the coun-'
fy on his life of Oueen Victoria;
°f Meynells a liberal number; and;
. large as^ortmen- of modern artists,
awelists, editors poets and poet-1
«ses, the importance of whom, in!
.»}' almost impenetrable provincial-
^ I quite faiied to appreciate.
c-»ve Bell himself was in most sig-
fcificant form. John'ftlaynard Kcynes
^«med to be quite oHivious to the
^onomic conseque*}ces of the peace.
The hlue-shirted Rot-er Fry struck
*.« a sort of Bmthcrne cf British

JWiaserie. There were my ceiebri-!
ies> I could hardly see the trees forj
m forest, so many of them were
*«* in Mrs. Bell's studio .md draw-!
*$ room^.

* settled down to a stimulating,!
Ca!tured conversation with the ex-
Wisite Mrs. Virtnnia Woolf on the
*rt of fiction, with special reference

future develonments and possi-1Pks. But a hopelessly paretic
.J*»a»phone was wheezing through!

icky Wacky Woo " or some such

j***aiian horror and it was quite
Wpossible to discuss the later

of Henry James while the
s of respectable London week-

lies were hoofing it through a fox-
trot.

*'Down on the Farm"
I finally gave up this attempt to

exchange ideas with the most inter-
sting Woman writing novels in
England to-day. Then suddenly I
found myself being introduced to
Bertie Russell, an insignificant
enough looking man to be the fore-
most philosophcr of England. How
I had looked forward for years t:.
meeting Bertrand Russell! Yet my
introduction to the eminent author'
of Our Knowledge of the ExternaT
World as a Field for Scientifk-
Method in Philosophy was accom-

^.lished to the-tunc of

"Oh, hoiv I vnsfaagain
That I was in Michigan,
Doicn on the farm!"

Couid I question him concernlng
his impressions of Marxian Mos'cow
to the accompaniment of "Alexan-
der's Ragtime Band"? I'could not.
Patriotic resentment wellecl up in
my bosom. All those stale rec¬

ords were not, after all, truly rep-
resentative of our later accomplish-
ments in neo-jazz. If I had only
brought my "Yellow Dog Blues"!
'n the present assortments of worn-

out disks there seemed to be noth¬
ing later than "The Robert E. Lee. '

I cried for madder music and
stronger jazz. I appealed to a disb-
tinguished looking foreigner with a

long, black spade beard, who wa-*

sitting at the piano. He was M.
Ernest Ansermet, conductor of the
orchestra of the Diaghileff Ballet at
Oovent Garden. He volunteered the
information that he could play
"blues." He had toured our coun¬

try with the Russian Ballet and ho
returned to Europe a fanatic en-

thusiast for jazz.
Famous Converts

Picture, if you can, Svengali exe-

cuting the "Beal Street Blues" and
you can get my impression of M.
Ansermet as he attacked the "Mem-
phis." It was, visually, a thing of
infinite bouncing. The effect was

prodigious. I had, quite uncon-

scionsly, struck M. Ansermet's
hobby. He told me of Igor Stra-
vinsky's passion for this "Ameri¬
can music." He expressed unquali-
fied admiration for Will Marion
Cook and his Southern Syftcopated
Orchestra. Stravinsky, the most

daring of living composers, had
been inspired to compose in the
same musical idiom. And I was to
discover later that M. Ansermet had
contributed to a serious Continental
review an essay in praise of jazz.

But I had not come to London
to hear out-of-date American rag-
fcime. Besides, it cannot be played
__lth an English accent. Yet all
that I heard in the music halls and
theaters devoted to revue were

warmed-over American tunes. I
resolved to eseape. After all, it is
better to worship celebrities from

pa distance. So I flew over to
Paris. There, perhaps, safely hid-
den in the Rue Bonaparte, I might
avoid jazz. By sedulously avoid-
ing contact with my countrymen I
might get in touch with the newer

and more original expressions of
the Gallic spirit.

Graciously received by some of
the most advanced artists and in-
terpreters, I found that they were

talkihg of one thing. The most
interesting event, for the sophisti-
cated, was the new "Fox Trot"
by that brilliant young composer,
Georges Auric. This, I learned,
was not merely a French imitation
of an American fox trot. It was

rather "a musical portrait of a fox
trot." It is not to be danced. It
is to be listened to. It is as deli¬
cate, they told me, as an eighteenth
century minuet. From the point of
view of photography, explained
Francis Poulenc, it might be
blamed; but as a portrait it was a

"perfect work ofart." It ought to
serve as an example to all of our

composers who are satisfied merely

aying t
(Continued from preceding page)

the Soviet government, but say
straight out: Are you for us or
against us'."

"In the course of Zinovieff's speeeh
the Internationale was played three
times. The last occasion was when
he showered praises on the repre-
sentatives of the Baltic fleet, 'the
flower of the revolution.' The com¬
missar of the dreadppught Petropav-
lovsk v/as presented with a Red ban-
ner. Zinovieff's excessive praise of
the Baltic sailors was significant in
view of the fact that during the
strikes disaffection had shown itself
among them also. The beginning of
that disaffection has now matured
into open revolt on the part of the
entire Baltic fleet against the Soviet
government.

" 'In the name of the Petrograd
proletariat,' exclaimed Zinovieff, 'I
express our thanks to the sailors of
the Red Baltic fleet.

"Bourgeois Doomed"
" 'Comrades/ he cried, 'the tyran-

nous goverirments of the West are
on the eve of their fall. The bour-
geois despots are doomed. The
workers ax*e rising in their millions
to sweep them away. They are look¬
ing to us, the Red proletariat, to lead
them to victory. Long live the Com-!
munist Internationale.'
"He ended amidst tremendous

cheering. The orchestra played the
Internationale twice..

'"There were several other speak-
ers, all of whom sang the praise of
the Communist party and the'good j
judgment of the electorate. The au-

dience became very tired. The meet- j
ing dragged on until long after mid-
rngttt . Penodicaily the Interna-j
tionalc was played. Toward the end
many people were lolling over the
desks with-their heads cn their arms. j
At last Zinovieff arose and declared
that the praesidium had decided to
leave all other business till the fol¬
lowing meeting.
"Once more the Internationale

was sung while the men did Up their
belts and put their coats on. The au-

Cj

ide and _

dience swarmed out into the cool ,

summer air. My head ached vio-
lently. I walked along to the river.
The night was superb. I leaned
over the parapet, gazed across to the
other side and gave myself up to
thought.

"At the beginning of May, 1919,"
said Sir Paul, "I enlisted as a volun-
teer in a regiment of a friend of the
manager of my works, who, although
strongly opposed to the Bolsheviki,
gained their favor by blowing up
the wrong bridges when Yudeniteh
advanced on Petrograd. My com-

mander intended to blow up the re-
treat of the Reds, but by an error
blew up the retreat of their oppo-
nents. Thinking that he had done so

purposely, the Communists extended
to him an invitation to join the Com-
munist party and gave him a com-

mand. As a private in this regi-
ment, stationed close to the Polish
lines, my commander delegated me
to Moscow and Petrograd in various
duties, such as purchase of books,
motor tires, etc.
"When I traveled to Moscow as a

Red soldier. I traveled in state. Thus,
in making frequent trips to Moscow
and Petrograd.and my commander
saw to it that they be as frequent as

possible.-I was able to obtain valu-
able information bearing on the
army at the important official
sources and to gather such informa¬
tion on conditions in general as I
thought interesting and valuable.
"Once my commander sent me to

Moscow to obtain a complete set of
Bolshevist decrees for the year 1919
to be used for propaganda purposes
in the army. The request was genu-
ine enough, but I obtained two sets;
of the decrees, one for the army and
another for the Foreign Office in
London. When arriving in Moscow
I always reported to the political
division of the general staff, and was ]
immediately assigned to good quar-
fcers. Usually, they would billet me

in a room in the house or flat of some

bourgeois family. The latter did
not relish very much the presence
of an unbidden stranger in their

tGOR STRAVINSKY, most daring of European composers,has been inspired to try his hand at American jazz
to deform this modern dance.
Auric, I learned, had made a great
collection of these exotic American
rhythms.
Nor is he alone in his enthusiasm.

The great Debussy himself composed
a cakewalk. Ravel, it was rumored,
was working on a fox trot. Stra-
vinsky had been inspired by the
Southern Syncopated Orchestra to
several eompositions which were
performed in London last season
under the direction of M. Anser-

met. Darius Milhaud, who com-

posed the music for the pantomime
"The Nothing Doing Bar," went to
South American music for inspira-
tion in treating a North American
theme. "Swanee" (the new, not
the old song) was the current en¬
thusiasm. It had been popularized
by performance at the Casino de
Paris, first danced by Harry Pilcer
and latter jazzed ad nauseam in
the promenoir by a Hawaiian jazz
band that, from my own knowledge

Drawina from Fem'ma.

of the external -frorld, had evident-
ly been recruited i'rom the tropic-
of 135th Street. What\ homesick
American in Paris could resist it?
After listening to those feehl'e
popular songs that seemed to suf-!
fer from a pernicious anemia in
musical inventions, jazz is truly a

barbaric yawp, but overpowering in
its dynamic energy, its challehging
vitality. Go to Paris to listen to it,
if you are not convinced.
No; jazz was no more to be avoid-

ed in Paris than Charlie Chaplin,
Mary Pickford or Bill Hart. You
could not avoid the American influ-
ence, in music or in the movies.

"The Titanic Blues"
And there were other discoveries

to b-3 made after these initial rec-

ognitions. That statuesque young
Amazon from Louisville, Ky., who
had left her Southern home to study
singing in Paris was much more
often called upon of an evening to-,
sing "The Titanic Blues" than she
was to render any of Reynaldo
Hahn's confections. "The Titanic
Blues" was especially popular for
these classic lines:

y'How the men all screamed and
cursed

When Captain Smith said,
"Ladies and children f-i-r-s-t!. . .

It's your last trip, Titanic,
Farcthee well!"

After a long and eareful appren-
ticeship on the "Beach" in San Fran¬
cisco :hat perfect gentleman named
"Les" Copeland now entertains in
his "drawing room" (ex-"Arizona
bar") in a quiet side street near the
Madeieine. "Les" confines himself
to his own compositions, such as that
exquisite morceau entitled "On the
Erie Canal." Investigation proved
that the clientele here is of the most
exclusive Franco-American aristoc-
racy. A list of Copeland's guests is
occasionally printed in the society
columns. Educated feet alone seem

Jeek With
house, and I certainly did not like
to impose on them, but I had to play
the game.

Studied the Army
"While in the Red army I made

detailed observations of the organi¬
zation. In 1918, the first so-called
Red army was nothing more than a

disorderly rebel, officered by such as

incited the soldiers to the destruc-
tion of anything and everything that
could be termed bourgeois and capi¬
talistic. But as soon as the counter
revolution of Krassnoff, Denikin and
others commenced, Trotzky realized
immediately that an efficient army
with trained officers was necessary.
At the present a very large number
of former and influential officers of
the Czar are serving the Bolsheviki,
the majority of them doing so under
compulsion.

"The first means taken to enforce
compulsory service by czarist of-
ficers was a declaration which every
officer was compelled to sign, stat-
ing that he was aware that in case

of his infidelity to the Soviet gov¬
ernment his wife, child and other
relatives would be deported to con-

centration camps. This threat was

an exceedingly potent factor.
"Terror, however, was not the

only means utilized. As the Soviet
government realized the necessity
of experts it changed its attitude
toward that class. Despite the in-
clination of the lower Soviet of-
ficials to treat the officers and ex¬

perts in the usual style, that is jail
them, kill them and starve them.
Lenine and Trotzky endeavored to
conciliate this class and addressed
them in a tone of consideration.
These are the conditions which
prompt officers to serve in the
army:

"1. Restoration of iron discipline
and absolutist military authority.

"2. Disappointment at the effects
of Allied intervention.

"3. Superior rations and pay.
"4. Respeet shown for officers

by Lenine and Trotzky.
"5. Protection of families and

the Bolsl
relatives from Bolshevist terror.
"The lower i-anks of the officers

are composed largely of Red cadets.
Cn the whole these are strong sup-
porters of the Bolshevist regime, but
:re mostly ignorant.

"The rank and file of the army is
kept in line by terroristic measures
i nd constant propaganda. The
recessity of conducting constant
propaganda in the army is the best
indication of how strongly Red the
Red army really is, It is composed
.80 per cent of it.of peasants, [
whose attitude to-day is very similar
to the attitude of the Russian army
on the eve of the Bolshevist revolu-
taion. They .want to go home.
That's all. They don't care what
hiippens. They just want to go home
?nd till the land. Only this time
there is iron discipline and merciless
terror to hold them back. Despite
these, however, the number of
deserters is growing enormously.
Relatives of the deserters, however,
whenever possible, are taken as

hostapes and held until the delin-
quents return. There are special
Communist 'cells' in every military
unit whose duty it is to spy on the
rast of the soldiers and report all
conversations. These cells also act
as agents of propaganda. Russia
is deluged with propaganda, and it
certainly does not speak very much*
for the Bolshevist regime if despite
this huge propaganda the Bolshevist
party has been unable to rally more
than 500,000 members out of a

population of 130,000,000 under
Soviet control.

Want a Free Russia
"Not much can be said for the

efficiency of the Red army. It
fought pretty well against internal
counter-revolutionary movements,
the failure of which, however, is not
due so much to Bolshevist military
prowess as to the lack of support
commanded by these counter-revolu¬
tionary movements because of their
own shortcortingR and frequently
openly reactionary character. The

levik See
Russian people have no use for the
Bolsheviki, but they also have no use
for the reactionaries, the Bolsheviki
on the right, as they call them. The
Russian people want a united, free,
democratic Russia, that 'Third Rus¬
sia' that is bound to come, no mat¬
ter what the obstacles may be."

After spending a considerable
time in the army there came orders
from Moscow to Sir Paul's com-
mander to move his regiment to a
distant part of the front. Dukes
felt he could no longer remain in the
army under this condition, for there
was certain danger of his being cut
off from the political centers of So¬
viet Russia and losing touch with
his aids in Petrograd and Moscow.
He decided to desert and to leave
Soviet Russia,
"Thus it came to pass," said

Dukes, "that on the evening of the
last day of August, 1920, I set out
from Petrograd with two com-
panions, ostensibly in obedience to
orders that we join an artillery
brigade on a distant portion of the
front. The first night we spent in
the lobby of a railway carriage in
which there were nine additional
passengers. The train was already
packed when we arrived. Even the
buffers and roofs were occupied.
"By applying our muscular energy

with quick speed we managed to
swing close to one of the carriages.
My companions smashed a window,
climbed through and pushed them-
selves in, to the consternation of the
others inside. I followed. The*ncxt
day we slept on the grass near a cer¬
tain railway junction. The second
day's traveling was to take us to the
first point of destination mentioned
in our papers. About a mile before
the train reached it we jumped off
and ran into the woods. We were
close to the frontiers of Russia, Lat-
via and Esthonia, which countries
are .divided at the point in question
by a number of lakes, surrounded
by huge marshes, marked on the map
as 'impassable.' We made for one
of these lakes. There were quite a

It Is Pointed Out That Jazz May Sup
ply European Music With the
New Blood It Now Needs

eVsential now for American visitors
to Paris.
The true temple to jazz is undoubt-

edly the Clover Club, where synco-
pation begins shortly after mldnight,
often to the tune of "Everything Is
Poaches Down in Georgia." The in-
nocently named Clover, Club and its
clientele deserts Paris for Deauvfllej
in the season, and it has ramifica-
tidns on the Riviera. Thus the insid-
ious influence of jazz has spread its
network over the Continent.

Jazz Bands Evervwhere
No music hall or dancing place is

quite complete without its jazz band,
which, pronounced in French, sountis
something like* jahzbah. Jazz has
even invaded the drama.* "Le
Danseur de Madame," a comedy
popular last season on the Boule-
vard, satirized the confiict between
marital duties and devotion to jazz,
With jazz phonograph records ta&ng
the place of illicit love letters. Sacha
Cuitry, shrewdest showmah of the
boulevards, introduced a jazz band Jinto his comedy "Je faime." It con-
sisted of three frightened negroes,
who had evidently never come into
contact with musical rostruments'
before. Sacha's "band" was the very
antithesis of jazz.

But despite this inci-easing popu-
larity of jazz on the Continent seri-
ous and educated. musicians approach
it with interest and respeet. In Paris
I discovered that essay of M. An-
sermet's to which I referred above.
It is for the most part a tribute to
the Southern Syncopated Orchestra,
an organization that has been pre-
sentjng our native negro music as
well as the latest jazz and "blues"
to cultivated European.especially
British.music lovers.

Ernest Ansermet pays a warm
tribute to "the astonishing perfec-
tion, the high taste, the spirited fer-
vor" of this aggregation. This is
significant, coming from the direc-
tor of the symphony orchestra in
Lausanne as well as of the Diaghileff
ballet.

High Praise
These colored musicians, asserts the

European conductor, may be lacking
in those restrained and conventional!
manners which are so carefully in-
sisted upon by the policemen of music,
but, on- the other hand, he claims
they have a very precise sense of this
music that they truly love "and a

joy in playing it that is# communi-cated with irresistible force to their
audiences, a joy that incites them to
try to surpass each other, to enrich
and to refine the possibilities of their
instruments. . . . They are so com¬
pletely possessed by this music that
they cannot help dancing it them-
^elves, so that their performance be-
comes a spectaele for the eye as well,
and -when they jrive themselves up to
one of their favorite effects, which is

ret Police
number of outposts along the lakes.
It was necessary to avoid them.

"Being close to the lakes we were

obviously deserters. We, therefore,
decided to travel in a peasant's cart.
We told him we were 'Greens' and he
gave*us food and permitted us to
sleep in his hut. After getting some
rest we set out for one of the lakes.
It was two miles distant. In the
woods close by there was a patrol of
forty men, and cavalry guards could
be seen riding up and down along the
shores every.now and then. We ran jalong a straight piece of road, which
was half under water, and slipped
into the woods again. Five minutes
later a patrol came dashing down*
through the mire in the opposite di-1
rection. Once near the shore we lay
low until dark and then started to
march around the lake.

"It was a long march, for the!
lake was sixteen miles long and ten
miles wide. It being dark we could
not walk in the woods, so we had !
to wade knee deep through the bogs
on the shore. We were in desperate
sti*aits, and I began to feel that it
would be best perhaps that I were
dead.

"Suddenly we hit upon a piece of
good luck, when to our great delight
we found a castaway fish ing boat in
the marshes. It was a shabby old
thing, and it leaked badly, but on
examination it appeared that it could
be used provided one man bailed all
the time. We cut some oars out of
branches and rowed across to
Latvia.

"The day rose bright and glorious
as we rowed out into the middle of
the lake. We were weary but happy.My ccmpanions were singing, while
I kept meditating upon the great, sad
land I had left behind. I looked at
and thought of Russia, the Russia I
have learned to love second- only to
my own country, and I wondered
sorrowfully on what is to be her fate.
But, whatever her fate, I sfiall not
fail to return to her and on her
bosom pay her the homage of a
friend.*-

that of taking up again the refrain
of a dance with a movement twics &3
slow as before and with a doublecl
intensity and figt*-*-*-tion, an extrr.o v-

dtnarily thrilling thing happens: it
seems as though a great wind we;*;::

passing through a forest or that
great doors had been brusquely
opened upon some imracnse orgy."

M. Ansermet pays a remarkable
tribute to Will Marion Cook, the
colored composer and director who
organized this ensemble. Cook is,
the Frenchman aaserts, a master in
every respect.

"As such, there is no conductor
who gives me as much pleasure to
watch."

Beyond Conventionai Musician
It is impossible, he continues, for

the conventionally and academically
trained musician to play or to ap-
preciate the infinite variety and sub-
tlety of ragtime and jazz. In the
jazz band every instrument is.
transformed, every musical value is
revalued. The total effect is the
release of a formidable scale, which
runs from a most refined sonority,
recalling the orchestra of Ravel. to
that terrlfying tumult in which
handclaps and cries mingle with the
unleashed fury of the instruments.
To this Continental authority the
Cook orchestra represented a per-
fect type of what is known as "pop¬
ular art".art which is still in the
stage of oral tradition. Even
though some of the music may be
actually written down, it is not
thereby fixed, and can be fully real-
ized, completely effective, only in the
performance of it.

M. Ansermet is especially enthu-
siastic about the taient of the clar-
inetist of the organization, a taient,
he thinks, that rises almost to
genius. Sydney Becket is his name.
He claims to be the first of his race
to compose "blues" of a finished
form directly upon his instrument
Becket's "blues," in the opinion of
Ernest Ansermet, who studied
them both during an orchestra re-
hearsal as well as during several
public performances, were admira-
ble in "their richness of invention,
their strength of accent, their dnr-
ing novelty and surprise. Even in
their primitive form, already they
suggested the idea of a new style.
In form they were striking, abrupt,
harsh, with the ending as sudden
and pitiless as that of Bach's sec¬
ond concerto 'Brandenbourgeoise.'

May Be Future's Music
"When so often we have searched

in the past history of music for one
of those figures to whom we owe
the advent of our art, to those mu¬
sicians of the seventeenth and eigh-
teenth cent*_.ries who out of the
popular airs created truly expres-
sive works avd thus paved the way
in which Haydn and Mozart are not
the innovators, but the first great
milestones.what a strange experi¬
ence to meet this negro boy with his
white teeth and i-«rrow forehead,
who is so pleased that we like what
he has done, and yet who cannot talk
about his own compositions except
to say that he works in hv* own way.
When one stops to think that his
own way may pe**haps be the great
way into which the music of to-
morrow may plunge!"

This iconoclastic conclusio**, eom¬

ing with all the authority of a dis-
tinguished and thorough technician
in modern music, suggests all sorts
of interesting possibilities. It con-
tradicts flatly the derogatory opin-
ions of jazz expressed by some of
our painfully cultured compatriots.
It should be remembered that M.
Ansermet holds no brief for any
jazz but the genuine. He does not
care, any more than the rest of us,
for the standardized, commercial,
second-rate commodity. But he sug¬
gests that our composers, instead
of living on "the shadow of a

shadow," musically speaking, might
look around them at the vast and
almost inexhaustible treasury of na-
tive "popular" music that has
grown up all around us. Instead
of deriving inspiration from second-
band European sources, they might
study and analyze this as yet un-
explained expression of great Amer¬
ican cities.

Europe May Adopt It
If our serious composers, through

excess of culture, refuse to lace
this task and continue to sneer a.
jazz, we may discover that jass
will furnish to European music that
infusion of new biood and strengtst
that is now so necessary to its very
life. In that event it raay returo t*
us, disguised »z 4*m-*4*rn music,**
with the stamp of European ap-j
proval which seems so necessary for
acceptance by our cultured c-assea
here.
What we now despise and <**$*-$

as vulgar, cheap and beneath con-
tempt, when it is presented to us in
the plebeian purlieus of Broadway,
we may acclaira with bland equa*
nimity when perhaps at no very dis¬
tant date it reappears, as a Euro¬
pean importation, at classic coneert^
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