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XVII. Conclusions and Observations 
 

I hope the reader of this book has come to realize that jazz grew out of Western classical 
forms and instrumental techniques. In the 1890s there were “spasm bands,” often comprised of 
kazoos, washboards and steel washtubs, that played raucous, “dirty” music that roared through-
out Storyville, the 38-block section of New Orleans set aside for legal prostitution. Such bands 
also roared through black rural areas of Texas, a state often ignored in the burgeoning jazz cul-
ture. But in St. Louis things were more sedate, and classically-trained Scott Joplin and his rag-
time compositions ruled the roost. Although we examined his famous Maple Leaf Rag in our 
survey, one could just as easily speak of such baroque fantasias as his Heliotrope Bouquet or the 
“Mexican serenade” Solace (later made famous in the soundtrack of the Hollywood film, The 
Sting). The New Orleans musicians who took jazz out of the gutter and into the clubs and whore-
houses were an odd combination of well-schooled players and autodidacts. Some of them bor-
rowed ideas from the spasm bands, but nearly all of them had at least a few members who could 
read music. Even King Oliver, a self-trained cornetist who modeled himself after Buddy Bolden, 
could read to some degree. (He used to say that he could “spell music” because he could read it, 
one note at a time, but not fluently.) The best-schooled musicians were generally the Creoles or 
those African-American musicians who studied with Creoles: this was particularly true of the 
clarinetists and bassists. For these reasons (and others) Jelly Roll Morton claimed to have in-
vented jazz as opposed to hot music. For him, hot music was exciting and fun but had no form, 
few creative solos, and thus wasn’t jazz. Jazz was music to him, and this meant that it had form 
and substance. 

Yet as I pointed out, in most of the U.S. it was primarily ragtime that flourished from the 
late 1890s to the beginning of World War I, and it was ragtime that initially influenced European 
classical composers. Ragtime was somewhat different from region to region, “hotter” in New 
York than in Sedalia, Missouri, yet the famous ragtime composers were split when it came to 
their influences. Luckey Roberts, who by and large operated in a vacuum until he was discovered 
and recorded in the early 1940s, was far and away the most advanced pianist of this time, a 
proto-Earl Hines or Art Tatum who went uncrowned as king. 

The true improvised music that came north from New Orleans to Chicago didn’t really 
make its impact until the early 1920s, by which time “jazz” had already established itself as a 
sort of raucous group sound. The Original Dixieland Jazz Band, a quintet of authentic white jazz 
musicians from New Orleans (though one online site describes them as “white musicians from 
Chicago”), made a tremendous splash in late 1916 at Reisenweber’s Café in New York City, but 
since they were playing for dancers they quickly learned that improvisation ruined the mood be-
cause the solos would break up the rhythm differently from the tempo initially set. As a result, 
only clarinetist Larry Shields (a stupendous virtuoso, by the way, one of the seminal figures in 
jazz clarinet playing and yet virtually ignored in histories of the instrument) was allowed to im-
provise—slightly—in the breaks, whereas cornetist Nick La Rocca kept to a fairly strict but 
peppy rhythm throughout. They didn’t even employ any drum breaks; the trombone played a 
sturdy but limited counterpoint and the pianist just plunked steady 4/4 chords. But it was their 
energy that caught on, and it was this energy that came to be called, and associated with, jazz in 
New York until the arrival of Armstrong (with Fletcher Henderson’s band) and Sidney Bechet (a 
brief but important stint with the early Duke Ellington band) in New York in the fall of 1924. As 
a timeline will show, by this time Stravinsky, Wolpe, Burlingame Hill, Milhaud, Hindemith, An-
theil, Gershwin and Carpenter had already written their “jazz”-based compositions; and the later 
such works by Tansman, Schulhoff and Roussel were largely influenced by the pop-dance band 
recordings of Paul Whiteman. Astonishing as it may seem, despite the fact that he, too, also re-



 466 

corded for Victor, Jelly Roll Morton’s Red Hot Peppers records were largely known only to mu-
sicians. The general public had only a vague idea of who he was and an even vaguer idea of his 
(or Tiny Parham’s) interesting and complex jazz compositions. 

I am retracing this early period of jazz to illustrate how much ephemera was produced in 
this era, deemed “jazz” by both the American public and European aficionados, influenced not 
only popular culture but higher culture as well. Even the all-black band of pianist Sam Wooding 
(1895-1985), which played almost exclusively in Germany during the 1920s (and was the band 
that first struck young Alfred Lion and made him determined to record black jazz for his future 
Blue Note label), had a fairly limited and hokey-sounding array of “jazz” soloists, including 
“laughing” clarinets and “’lasses” trombone playing. This was considered jazz at the time. The 
exctraordinary playing of the real jazz virtuosos of the 1920s were scarcely known beyond a 
small circle of musicians and well-attuned devotees. And unfortunately, the hokiness of 1920s 
jazz is what attracts many young people to the music even today and what they keep trying to 
recreate when they perform it. 

This is the reason—or at least, one reason—why the growth of jazz as harmonically and 
thematically sophisticated music was stunted. The objective was to play for dancers, not attentive 
listeners. Thus the white Coon-Sanders Nighthawks, Waring’s Pennsylvanians (a hot dance band 
in the 1920s and not the all-vocal ensemble they later became), Ben Bernie, George Olsen and 
his Music and the Roger Wolfe Kahn orchestras were more often than not the template for what 
the majority of the world thought of as jazz when they weren’t thinking of Paul Whiteman, and 
even the Kahn band, the best of this group, didn’t make as many recordings with genuine jazz 
solos as one would have liked. When the even hotter Ben Pollack band (which included cornetist 
Jimmy McPartland and young clarinetist Benny Goodman) moved from Chicago to New York, 
they too softened their sound and began playing more genteel arrangements based on the Kahn 
and Whiteman models. Small wonder that Ellington was really only well known in New York 
and Don Redman—as a name to the general public—not at all. 

It seems strange in retrospect that a creative artist like Reginald Foresythe flourished and 
had an actual impact in the early 1930s, at the height of the Depression, but perhaps the rather 
melancholy sound of most of his compositions struck a responsive chord with the public. Yet it 
was not Foresythe who set the tone for the coming Swing Era, but rather those band arrangers 
who knew how best to manipulate the reed-versus-brass sound that was the heart of the jazz or-
chestra: Redman, Henderson, Jimmy Mundy, Eddie Durham, Edgar Sampson, and others like 
them. Once swing became a potent commercial force in music, several of these arrangers (and 
others) began branching out, producing scores of greater textural and harmonic sophistication. 
This led to the Red Norvo, Jan Savitt and Paul Laval bands, the rise (and public name recogni-
tion) of Ellington, Strayhorn, Sauter, Challis (finally!), William Grant Still, Alec Wilder and oth-
ers who worked more in pastels than bright primary colors. Jazz was starting to change, and the 
public was following the real innovators—soloists as well as arrangers—at long last. 

What burst this balloon were the 1942-43 recording ban and America’s entry into world 
War II. Cut off from current trends and innovations in jazz, most Americans—wanting soothing 
sounds and nothing too jump or raucous—completely missed the transition from swing to bop, 
and when they came back from the war in 1946 and things began to heat up in the music world 
again, many Americans said “No thank you.” At this same time the alternative stream of retro-
Chicago and Dixieland jazz seemed almost comforting because it was rhythmically and har-
monically accessible to those without a sophisticated musical ear. But jazz revolutions will go on 
with or without public acceptance, and ironically there was a certain market for the bigger and 
louder progressive jazz bands of Dizzy Gillespie and Stan Kenton, who came to dominate the 
scene. When cool jazz first came along in the very early 1950s it was virtually ignored, but little 
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by little the calming, attractive yet complex music of the Modern Jazz Quartet became main-
stream, whereas Dave Brubeck had to simplify his musical approach somewhat from the highly 
complex (and classically modeled) Octet of the late 1940s to the Quartet of the 1950s. For a 
while, then, harmonically complex but rhythmically accessible jazz became the standard, some-
what accepted by the public and even more appreciated by classical composers with ears to hear 
and understand what was going on. 

What blew the whole enterprise sky-high, and pulled jazz off the deep end, was the 
emergence of the avant-garde in the late 1950s-early ‘60s. Russell, Sauter, Mingus, Coleman, 
Coltrane, Schuller and others like them rose to the fore and became well-known names. Sud-
denly even Kenton began to sound old-fashioned. But to the general public—as opposed to the 
jazz public—much of this new music was a foreign language and not one they wanted to hear. 
Now, suddenly, we had retro-swing—Benny Goodman, Anita O’Day, Jonah Jones, Count Basie, 
Ellington and the Glenn Miller ghost band suddenly regained popularity—to go along with a 
form I would best describe as black soul jazz. This style encompassed the bands of Lee Morgan, 
Cannonball Adderly and the surprisingly popular Ramsey Lewis Trio. I hasten to point out that 
there was nothing condescending or diluted about this jazz—it was real jazz, with interesting im-
provisations—but it was simpler in form than the emerging avant-garde. Not surprisingly, classi-
cal composers who admired jazz tended to pull back from this emerging schism, waiting to see 
which way it would all shake out. 

How it shook out, in terms of “pure” jazz, was an explosion of free-form squealing and 
squawking from about 1966 onward. This is a school, and style, of jazz that turned off a great 
many listeners, yet was extremely important as a gateway to future explorations. I daresay that 
only the hardiest of jazz lovers find something valuable, musically, in the work of Albert Ayler, 
Pharoah Sanders, Sun Ra and others like them. The Art Ensemble of Chicago, as I have pointed 
out, walked a tightrope between this kind of free-form jazz (often even more diffuse and less co-
herent than the work of Ayler and Sanders) and crative music that worked within forms. The 
same was true of the World Saxophone Quartet, also spawned by the free-form movement. Yet 
most of their work belongs to a purely jazz history, not a history of jazz-classical influence. 

The introduction of a rock beat into jazz came at roughly the same time that Bob Dylan 
injected a rock beat into folk music. Neither one was exactly welcomed with open arms, but 
there was a small group of musicians who produced some interesting music within that style. 
Most of these were influenced by the electric blues guitar playing of such musicians as Elmore 
James and Sister Rosetta Tharpe (a seminal figure in both the history of blues and the history of 
R&B)—Al Kooper (once a huge name, barely remembered today), The Electric Flag, and the 
first incarnation of Blood, Sweat & Tears—but the Don Ellis Orchestra took this to a new artistic 
level. Eventually black funk music came into jazz via Miles Davis’ Bitches’ Brew album and the 
music took a decided left turn towards popular appeal at the expense of creativity. 

Modal jazz and “soft jazz” emerged as alternatives. Once again, there was an internal 
conflict within the jazz community: many listeners and some musicians still didn’t “get” modal 
jazz (just as they never really “got” Ornette Coleman), but the soft jazz caught on like wildfire. 
And now, suddenly, we had a new jazz orchestra playing creative scores which mixed retro-bop 
with Asian music, that of Toshiko Akiyoshi, and now a retro-swing movement that involved so-
loists like Stéphane Grappelli and Earl Hines. Ellington remained popular until the day he died; 
ditto Basie; and now, suddenly, we also had the rise of the Retro Twenties Bands, regurgitating 
the old scores with new enthusiasm but an even stiffer and jerkier-sounding beat than the origi-
nals. Jazz was in a state of chaos. It was falling apart. It had nowhere to go except towards un-
popular complexity and popular simplicity. 
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Not surprisingly, classical compositions based on jazz were also at a standstill—except in 
the Soviet Union, where the reactionary and still-little-known Nikolai Kapustin was cranking out 
piano sonatas wedding the improvisatory style and swing of Oscar Peterson with rigorously ar-
gued classical form. It took some kick-starting from outside forces to get Richard Rodney Ben-
nett and Fred Katz to compose classical-jazz works in a truly sophisticated fashion to get the ball 
rolling again. Eventually Daniel Schnyder came along, and this hybrid genre began to swing 
again. 

I lay all this out in this specific fashion in order to illustrate how much popularity and 
market forces influenced the growth and nurturing of this combination. But what of classical mu-
sic? It, too, had internal changes that greatly impacted its external (popular) appeal. The prolif-
eration of 12-tone composers in the 1950s and ‘60s turned most classical listeners off as did the 
jazz avant-garde of that time. They, however, turned not to the more “comforting” sounds of 
such earlier 20th-century music as Debussy, Stravinsky, Bartók and Hindemith—these were still 
thought of as too radical for delicate ears—but to the Classical and Romantic-era composers, of 
which Puccini (born in 1858, as many tend to forget) was the furthest they were willing to go. 
The coming of the classical free-form composers, like Kzsysztof Penderecki and Leif Segerstam, 
didn’t exactly make them happy campers, either. So they turned to their retro composers like 
Gian Carlo Menotti and Ned Rorem, but they were much fewer than the retro jazz musicians and 
there wasn’t a real market (outside the New York City area) for their music. 

Along came the retro classical musicians—not composers, but recreative musicians—
carrying the banner of “authentic performance style”—who reinvigorated classical audiences by 
playing and singing earlier music not just with smaller conventional forces (orchestras and cho-
ruses) but with a different way of playing and singing. This included less string and vocal vibrato 
as well as a choppier sense of phrasing. I’ve never been able to trace any early tract, article or 
review by an 18th-century scribe explaining why choppy phrasing was considered de rigeur by 
these musicians, but there it is. The Historically Informed Performance (HIP) revolution had be-
gun. The origins of this style actually go back to Paul Hindemith’s 1951 recreation of what he 
perceived as an authentic performance of Monteverdi’s opera L’Orfeo, but it wasn’t really in the 
forefront of the classical scene throughout most of the 1950s and ‘60s, when such conductors as 
Karl Richter, Hemuth Rilling and Karl Ristenpart took a more balanced view towards juxtapos-
ing smaller forces and jauntier (but not choppier) phrasing with the scores they played. Robert 
Shaw’s late-1960s recording of Handel’s Messiah was considered a landmark performance in the 
ongoing search for authenticity, but it was really Nikolaus Harnoncourt and his Concentus Mu-
sicus Wien that came to the fore in the early 1970s and took the musical world by storm. 

Had they stopped there, with the way Harnoncourt researched and performed early music, 
it might have been just fine, but unfortunately it did not. By the late 1970s Christopher Hogwood 
(1941-2014) and his Academy of Ancient Music took the whole style several steps forward, or 
backward if you prefer, by rigorously enforcing straight tone (no vibrato) on all the strings, 
winds, choral singers and even some of the soloists, of whom the star was then-young Emma 
Kirkby. Hogwood’s 1980 recording of Messiah hit the music world like a bombshell. John 
Rockwell of the New York Times wrote that it was “like no Messiah ever heard before in this 
century.” Since Hogwood was British, the Brits obviously trumpeted his achievement with even 
more purple prose. Martin Anderson, writing Hogwood’s obituary in The Independent (Septem-
ber 25, 2014), claimed that “he scraped away centuries of stylistic accretion like the accumulated 
grime on a painting, and the music emerged fresher and brighter than before.” 

The march towards retro-classical reconfiguring, like the jazz retro bands’ similar march, 
was on. Other British conductors, some a bit better than others, followed in Hogwood’s wake. 
They were then followed by Dutch, German, Swedish and French conductors who did the same 
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things. But I hasten to point out that there were two very important differences between the clas-
sical retro and the jazz retro. However misguided they might have been or how much they 
missed the mark, the jazz retro bands had actual performances from the era in question to use as 
models in the form of recordings. The classical retro orchestras and choruses had nothing but a 
few sketchy and, I rush to point out, often contradictory reports and statements from 18th-
century reviewers and pedagogues to go by. In 1988, it seemed as if the final nail in the coffin of 
string vibrato was hammered into place by Greta Moens-Haenen in her “exhaustive and detailed 
study,” Das Vibrato in der Musik des Barock.1 Moens-Haenen’s evaluation of original sources 
form the 16th, 17th and 18th centuries led her to conclude that intentional vibrato was an orna-
ment, less than a half-step in width, and used for expression; the various types of ornamental vi-
brato had different ways of producing it; and a continuous instrumental vibrato was not deemed 
acceptable.  

That being said, practically none of the solo or ensemble violinists who employ straight 
tone use any of these forms of vibrato, because to do so would upset the apple-cart and clash 
with all the hundreds of other solo and ensemble violinists who do nothing of the sort. In an in-
teresting monograph discussing Moens-Haenen’s findings and descriptions of various types of 
vibrato, Some Observations Concerning Baroque and Modern Vibrato,2 Frederick Kent Gable 
illustrates some of them via a graphic by Roger North, showing the Baroque differences between 
pitch fluctuations of long notes. The three main types are the “plaine,” which is what singers call 
a messa da voce, i.e., a “swell” in the middle of the held note in both volume and vibrato; the 
“waived note” which begins plain but gradually increases the vibrato in the middle of the note 
and stays that way to the end; and the “trillo note,” which is an actual trill that slowly and gradu-
ally dies away. Moens-Haenen offered even more, and more precisely, pitch fluctuations as used 
during the Baroque era. But as I say, few if any string players do this because once you’ve 
learned straight tone it’s just too damn much work to then add vibrato and trills to your play-
ing…and unlike Hallmark Cards, they really don’t care enough to send the very best. 

There is also strong evidence that Baroque orchestras who used straight tone also used 
strong downbow strokes that rattled the nerves of their listeners (this in a 1791 report by Johann 
Friedrich Reichardt, Kapellmeister at the Berlin court, of a concert he had attended in 1785) that 
he appreciated hearing the strings from a distance because they weren’t as nasty-sounding. This 
was a highly influential tract, as it eventually led to these straight-toned violin sections playing at 
a softer volume than they did during the 18th century…yet one more move from the reality of 
that time. And none of this scholarship mentioned the “unmentionable word,” the “love that dare 
not speak its name,” portamento. Singers used it, frequently. So did string players. If you really 
want to hear what 18th-century string groups sounded like, listen to the Rosé String Quartet of 
the 1920s. If you want to hear what a virtuoso violinist of that era probably sounded like, listen 
to the recordings of Bronislaw Huberman. As far as the size of performing forces go, Johann 
Sebastian Bach’s son Carl Philipp Emanuel said that his father always wanted more singers and 
musicians than he had, that the only reason he used such small groups was because his employ-
ers at St. Thomas Church in Leipzig wouldn’t give him the money. When C.P.E. Bach performed 
the Symbolum Niceum section of his father’s Mass in B Minor in 1786, he used a large orchestra 
and chorus, as (he said) his father always intended, but now we have to suffer through perform-
ances with small performing groups, punk instruments and choirs, just because J.S. Bach suf-

                                                
1 Akadamische Druck- und Verlagsanstalt, Graz, 1988. The most substantial English-language reviews were written 
by Robert Donington in Early Music 16 (1988): 571-73 and Robin Stowell in Music & Letters 71 (1990): 241-42. 
2 Gable, Frederick Kent, Some Observations Concerning Baroque and Modern Vibrato¸ published in Performance 
Practice Review: Vol. 5, No. 1, Article 9 (1992), available at http://scholarship.claremont.edu/ppr/vol5/issI/9. 
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fered through them? Give me a break. Maybe we should make the musicians also play by candle-
light, wear powdered wigs, and come and go through the servants’ entrance.  

And there is more. In the March 2005 issue of The Strad, Beverly Jerold wrote an article 
doing further research into the very same materials already pored over by Moens-Haenen and 
came up with entirely different results. She rightly states: 

 
In early texts, vibrato can range from barely perceptible to one employing such dis-
tant microtones as to sound out of tune. Because our ears have been fine tuned by 
exposure to world-class artists, no musician today would use the latter. Before re-
cording technology, however, musicians with good ears were much more excep-
tional. The type of vibrato called an “ornament,” which often veered into poor into-
nation, was rightly restricted by 18th-century writers. Very different, however, was 
the matter of how to obtain good tone quality on an instrument. Here, the singing 
voice was the role model and a light vibrato the means for achieving it. In reading 
early texts, we need to determine whether the subject under discussion is a vibrato 
intended to imitate the singer’s natural vibrato or a more intense, artificial undula-
tion, of the type called an “ornament.” All singing voices vibrate and early sources 
never suggest repressing this sound unless it is an out-of-tune wobble. [italics mine]3 

 
I once spent ten years researching the singing methods represented on early recordings 

that could be traced back to the 18th century, including those of tenor Gustav Walter (1834-
1910) and castrato soprano Alessandro Moreschi (1858-1922), and thus I ran into the writings of 
such 18th century critics as Pier Francesco Tosi and Charles Burney. They were quite specific, 
much more so than their violin-teaching colleagues, as to the amount of breath pressure that 
could be considered good form and that which could not, and the sounds produced by such sing-
ers. And they also pointed out, time and time again, that instrumentalists, particularly string 
players, emulated singers, so I knew I was on to something. But Jerold goes even further in her 
article, citing Leopold Mozart’s 1756 treatise Versuch einer gründlichen Violinschule, which 
warns against using “tremolo” too frequently. In an earlier section of the book Mozart wrote that 
“The left-hand finger should make a small, slow movement, which, however, must not go toward 
the side, but forward and backward. That is, the finger should bend forwards towards the bridge 
and backwards towards the violin’s scroll, quite slowly for soft tones, but somewhat faster for 
loud ones.”4 So where on earth does the British revulsion towards vibrato come in?  

It comes from their incorrect usage of the word “vibrato.” To the British, “vibrato” is 
synonymous with an unsteady or tremulous oscillation of sound, whereas the opposite, “trem-
olo,” means to them a normal series of rapid partial interruptions of tone. For more than a cen-
tury the British used the term “judder” in place of “vibrato,” but apparently this was flipped over 
to vibrato during the 1970s. In German, as in American English, vibrato simply means the rate of 
pulsation in a sustained tone, or “a rapid, slight variation in pitch in singing or playing some mu-
sical instruments, producing a stronger or richer tone.” The Brits muddy the waters by referring 
to a tremolo, which in American English is an out-of-control vibrato that almost sounds like a 
flutter, as synonymous with the American definition of vibrato. And because the British musi-
cians were the ones who initiated the new HIP regimen, their definitions were the ones that be-
came “industry standard.” 

                                                
3 Jerold, Beverly, Did Early String Players Use Continuous Vibrato? (The Strad, March 2005, reprinted in February 
2015). http://www.thestrad.com/cpt-latests/early-sting-players-use-continuous-vibrato/ 
4 Jerold, ibid. 
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The latent but powerful lead weight in the classical world, however, has been the ten-
dency towards music from the past whose only function is to relax the mind and be pleasing. The 
grandfather of this movement came back in the mid-1970s with Pachelbel’s Kanon in D, a pleas-
ant, easy-to-follow piece of no particular consequence that became a national phenomenon, but 
the real juggernaut of this movement was the 1992 release of David Zinman’s performance of 
Henryk Górecki’s Symphony No. 3 (the “Symphony of Sorrowful Songs”) on the Elektra-
Nonesuch label. Much to everyone’s surprise Górecki’s symphony, with its “lack of harmonic 
variation” and “its reliance on repetition,”5 became a million-seller, but to a certain extent this 
appeal was due just as much, if not more, to Zinman’s bland, non-emotionally-involved perform-
ance style (and the equally bland singing of soprano Dawn Upshaw) as to the music itself. 
Górecki was much fonder of the recording by soprano Zofia Kilanowicz and conductor Antoni 
Wit than of the Zinman reading, and when he was asked by Elektra-Nonesuch to “write a sequel” 
to the symphony he not only balked but put a ban on any further Western recordings of his mu-
sic, insisting that they had trivialized it and turned it into music for inducing sleep. Undaunted, 
EMI reissued an album from the 1970s of religious chants by the Benedictine Monks of Santo 
Domingo in 1994. This CD, too, was strongly marketed as “an antidote to the stress of modern 
life”6 

Due to the public acceptance and commercial success of the above ventures, tonal com-
position again crept back into the universities, buoyed by grateful public support. The afore-
mentioned John Harbison (The Greart Gatsby) was just one such; Ellen Taffe Zwilich (1939 - ) 
changed her style from modern-and-spiky to modern-yet-accessible without sacrificing integrity 
or musical interest. By the end of the 20th century, more tonal works were once again the stan-
dard within the classical world and not ridiculed as being old-fashioned and irrelevant (except by 
the late Pierre Boulez, who decried anything before Mahler as being anachronistic and irrele-
vant). As time went on, the music of Hindemith and early-to-middle-period Schoenberg also be-
came mainstream. Alban Berg’s Wozzeck and Lulu are now standard operatic repertoire, and 
Schoenberg’s Moses und Aron crops up occasionally. Thus ironically, as composers became a bit 
more retro in style, earlier atonal and bitonal music has also become more acceptable. 

Yet with all these things going on in both worlds, it is still pretty much mainstream per-
formers—in jazz, the modern-day equivalents of Cannonball Adderly and Ramsey Lewis as well 
as the “soft jazz” artists—who rule the roost. The upshot of this is that both fields of music have 
pretty much run aground; there is no real popular support for either music. Jazz, even in the per-
sona of such mainstream artists as Boney James, Chaka Khan and Keith Jarrett, is as much rele-
gated to the world of high-income patrons who go to concerts to sip wine and pick up women as 
the classical world. There’s no base left in popular culture for either music. 

Thus it makes perfect sense, to me, for the fusion between them which has covered such a 
bumpy road in the past 100+ years to continue and become ever more fertile. I’m not sure how 
many classical fans (and I’m not talking here of those who studied music in a university) even 
know that up until the late 19th century, classical music was a music that encouraged improvisa-
tion, not only in the cadenzas of concertos but also in the style and phrasing of set or completely 
written music. By and large, this practice came to an end with the coming of the 20th century, 
but the final nail in the coffin was pretty much driven in by recordings. When one could hear, 
over and over, different cadenzas and choose which ones sounded better, why encourage pianists 
and violinists to make up their own? In recent years I’ve heard a number of performances in 
which soloists have created their own cadenzas, and one of the most disconcerting things about 

                                                
5 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Symphony_No._3_%28G%C3%B3recki%29 
6 Lister, David: "Plainsong soars up the charts". The Independent (London), March 29, 1994. 
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them is that the style doesn’t match the music in which they are set. They are too modern, too 
Prokofiev-like to suit the music of Bach, Mozart, Beethoven or Chopin. Ironically, I also feel 
that latter-day jazz musicians (excepting the retro group), with their years of woodshedding in 
the avant-garde, likewise play what I hear as inappropriate solos in the music of Mingus, Elling-
ton or Kenton. Too many of them seem intent on staying in the round-robin Nicholas Slonimsky 
figures played by Coltrane back in the 1950s and ‘60s because, in their minds, they work in any 
context…except they don’t. 

If nothing else, I hope this book excites some readers to investigate this rich and wonder-
ful heritage of music, to discover what the pioneers of “jazzical moods” were able to accomplish, 
especially in the dark days before Thelonious Monk and the boppers extended chord changes and 
opened up the music. We need some listeners, and potential creators and impresarios, out there 
with energy and excitement for the music. What we don’t need is another goddamned Academic 
writing position papers pontificating on the fractional placement of the bow in downstrokes of 
violinists using straight tone or some similar nonsense. No matter what tool you use to play mu-
sic, whether it be a 17th-century virginal or the two-manual, two-fisted Pleyel harpsichord, it’s 
the music and the message that counts, not the instrument. We need more madmen and women 
like Willem Breuker and Toshiko Akiyoshi to take risks and chances, to just go out there and 
stomp it on down, to let people enjoy what is played because the music means something. In his 
last two decades, Friedrich Gulda became sort of a “fringe” player on the classical scene because 
his jazz concerts had put critics off him so much that very few still realized that he was as great 
an artist as ever, thus his virile playing of Mozart on modern pianos was brushed off as yet an-
other manifestation of his out-of-control ego. But Gulda knew what he was about and, as he told 
one German critic, he didn’t mind people coming to see him not knowing what would be played 
because they were trusting him to communicate something valuable to them. And this should be 
the message of all music. If you don’t have something vital or interesting to say, do us a favor 
and close the lid on that piano, put that fiddle back in its case, and go out and get a job cleaning 
streets, repairing shoes or doing customer service. The world has a need for these things, much 
more than they need to hear another fast-fingered, zip-a-de-doo-dah pianist whip through Bee-
thoven or Mozart and pretend that what they’re doing has meaning. It doesn’t, and the quicker 
they realize this the happier they and the world will be, because sooner or later, folks, that bubble 
is going to burst, and when these fleet-fingered nobodys find themselves without audiences or 
work they’re going to be embarrassed and depressed.  

If there is one thing I hope I have proven, however, it is that it is not entirely true that 
“jazz is timeless.” Granted, the improvisations of James P. Johnson, Sidney Bechet, Louis Arm-
strong, Bix Beiderbecke and Earl Hines, as well as the compositions and arrangements of Mor-
ton, Challis, Parham, Redman and early Ellington, are vital and interesting, but they ARE dated. 
You can play them today and recreate some of the mystique these musicians held in their day, 
but you can’t pretend that this music is “timeless.” It was very much of its time, the same way 
the music of Purcell doesn’t sound like Beethoven or the music of Johann Sebastian Bach 
doesn’t sound like that of his son Carl Philipp Emanuel or like Berlioz. Moreover this early jazz, 
as much fun as it was to listen to, was just that at heart, fun to listen to. Its purpose was to elate 
the listener, to raise spirits, to create enjoyment. If I cringe to watch a group like the Original 
Prague Syncopated Orchestra or the Singapore Slingers add extra nonsense to their performances 
of this music, such as chorus lines of dancers, musicians skipping across the back of the stage 
while they play, or dancing musicians, you have to remember that this was the tenor of the era. 
This is the cultural backdrop against which Morton, Armstrong, Beiderbecke, Hines, Parham and 
yes, even Paul Whiteman plied their trade. If you weren’t entertaining people, you’d better get 
out of the way because someone else would.  
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Meanwhile, in Europe, jazz was equated with great art and had been since the early 
1930s. The biggest problem was World War II, which sent millions of people to fight (and many 
of them to die) in a pointless war created by three megalomaniacs, but after the war even Ger-
many treated jazz musicians like visiting princes. It stood to reason, then, that some of the most 
serious jazz aficionados and jazz-classical musicians would come from Europe, or at least sup-
port jazz-classical fusion with greater enthusiasm. Daniel Schnyder is very lucky that he came 
from a good family in Switzerland, had a great education, and landed on his feet in New York; it 
could easily have been otherwise. I cringe to think of how many good American jazz musicians 
had to go to Europe to be taken seriously, certainly to be taken more seriously, than they were at 
home. And it saddens me even more to think that when they eventually returned to the U.S., it 
was the same old crap over and over again. Charles Mingus continually argued that the Federal 
government should give him a grant to support him and his jazz, to take it into the streets to the 
people, playing on the back of a flatbed trailer as it slowly ran through the city streets. It was a 
ridiculous pipe dream, but had he gone to Europe and stayed there he might have gotten his wish.  

So where do we stand right now? Only with the jazz-classical hybrids. They are the only 
open avenue of growth for either type of music, the only real chance that either have for survival 
as a living, evolving form of music, because otherwise both of those streams are played out. We 
are at an artistic crossroad here, with not that many forks in the road left to take, but as of right 
now—March 1, 2016—there seems to me no other road to take that would be anywhere near as 
fruitful. The future is in your hands. Please, don’t let it end up as some stupid laser lightshow 
with weird-looking characters dancing to computerized renditions of Vivaldi’s Four Seasons or 
Glenn Miller’s In the Mood. Please. 


