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         INTRODUCTION

         
         
         
         
         In Donald Barthelme’s short story “The King of Jazz,” attempts to describe a trombone solo by Hokie Mokie demonstrate the
            folly of jazz writing. The story narrates a cutting contest between Mokie, the former “King of Jazz,” and his Japanese contender
            as onlookers grasp for superlatives. The dethroned trombonist, whose playing had earlier been described as having an “epiphanic
            glow” with a style known as “English Sunrise,” emerges with a solo so thrilling that it inspires a series of questions that
            build to their own absurdist crescendo:
         

         
         
         
         
         You mean that sound that sounds like the cutting edge of life? That sounds like polar bears crossing Arctic ice pans? That
            sounds like a herd of musk ox in full flight? That sounds like male walruses diving to the bottom of the sea? That sounds
            like fumaroles smoking on the slopes of Mount Katmai? That sounds like the wild turkey walking through the deep, soft forest?
            That sounds like beavers chewing trees in an Appalachian marsh? That sounds like an oyster fungus growing on an aspen trunk?
            That sounds like a mule deer wandering a montane of the Sierra Nevada? That sounds like prairie dogs kissing? That sounds
            like witch grass tumbling or a river meandering? That sounds like manatees munching seaweed at Cape Sable? That sounds like
            coatimundis moving in packs across the face of Arkansas?1

         
         
         
         
         Barthelme famously observed that “the principle of collage is the central principle of all art in the twentieth century,”
            but these descriptions, even when patched together, do not add up to much—and that is Barthelme’s point. Hokie Mokie might
            be blowing his trombone with superb virtuosity, but the act of matching it to language is, to paraphrase Barthelme, about
            as elegant as a herd of musk ox in full flight. With each simile more useless than the last, Barthelme demonstrates the pomposity,
            hubris, and failure of language when it is applied to jazz. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Since “The King of Jazz” is a parody, Barthelme offered no alternative to a jazz writing built on ridiculously insufficient
            similes. In recent years, jazz and literature scholars have been attempting to do just that. Some of the most important work
            now being done in jazz studies engages in research that says as much about what jazz musicians thought of themselves as it
            does about the writers who were inspired by them. Recent examples would include John Szwed’s anthropological journey into
            the minds of Sun Ra and Miles Davis (Space is the Place and So What); Krin Gabbard’s shrewd scholarship of the cinematic, psychoanalytic, and racial terrain of the jazz canon ( Jammin’ at the Margins and his anthologies Representing Jazz and Jazz Among the Discourses); Robert O’Meally’s and Farah Jasmine Griffin’s demystifications of Billie Holiday (O’Meally’s Lady Day and Griffin’s If You Can’t Be Free, Be a Mystery); Ingrid Monson and Paul Berliner’s semantics of improvisation (Monson’s Saying Something and Berliner’s Thinking in Jazz); Scott DeVeaux’s rewriting of the history of bebop (The Birth of Bebop); Eric Porter’s account of jazz musicians as critics and activists (What is this Thing Called Jazz?); Fred Moten’s theoretical investigations into African American Aesthetics (In the Break); Brent Hayes Edwards’s international inquiries into improvisation’s syntax (“Louis Armstrong and the Syntax of Scat,” “The
            Literary Ellington”); Michael Jarrett’sdemonstrations of jazz as a pedagogical model (Drifting on a Read ); Aldon Nielsen’s limning of postmodernism and postbop aesthetics (Black Chant); Eric Lott’s narratives about America’s ongoing minstrel show and bebop’s social consequences (Love and Theft and “Double V. , Double Time”); and Scott Saul’s historical narrative about how jazz musicians pressured the social upheavals
            of the 1960s (Freedom is, Freedom Ain’t). These are among the many scholarly studies that have been important for this one, and the interdisciplinary work on this
            subject is just getting started. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Fascinating Rhythm builds on these scholarly conversations, using narrative, anecdote, and musical analysis to unravel what has often been a
            convoluted interaction between jazz and American writing. Throughout this study, when I describe performances by Louis Armstrong,
            Billie Holiday, Charles Mingus, or Miles Davis, I hope that I have used literary devices with more precision than have Barthelme’s
            commentators. Part of what makes “The King of Jazz” funny is that the arcane similes are doled out as part of a conversation
            between effete jazz snobs who know all the rules. The musicians, meanwhile, are oblivious—they are too mired in a cutting
            contest to pay attention to prattle—and the uninitiated are left out in the cold. If mystification is inevitable, demystification
            is, on its own, sterilizing. The purpose of this study is not to dismiss the inspiration that jazz provided for novelists
            and poets, but to see if literary writing about jazz can hold up to a serious historical, aesthetic, and biographical investigation
            of the music and the artists who made it. 
         

         
         
         
         
         The jazz fan is such a marginal cultural figure that he—and it is, alas, often “he”—spends a considerable amount of energy
            identifying the places where the music is misrepresented when it does make it into cultural arenas outside clubs, festivals,
            and reissue packages. Sometimes, these arguments are about trivialcarelessness: how could Cameron Crowe misidentify the year
            of the Miles Davis and John Coltrane Stockholm concert in the film Jerry McGuire as 1963? (It was 1960. ) But getting jazz wrong can also have more troubling implications. When Norman Mailer claimed that
            “jazz is orgasm” in “The White Negro” (1957), he was not simply off base in his conflation; the word “jazz” has been associated
            with everything from an African word for “jism” to a synonym for “fuck”—a meaning upheld even by Jazz at Lincoln Center Artistic
            Director Wynton Marsalis. 2And yet in the year when Mailer wrote this, Coltrane was famous for practicing so extensively that he could spend an entire
            day on the same scale. His regimen was so demanding, he would even practice using harp and violin books, too, insatiably reaching
            beyond what his instrument was designed to produce. 3

         
         
         
         
         What Coltrane produced might have sounded like ecstasy to Mailer, but it was rehearsed and thought out with a religious devotion.
            In the music of Thelonious Monk, Miles Davis, and other figures Mailer revered, that orgasmic sensibility was expressed with
            a level of harmonic and rhythmic sophistication he never recognized. Because improvisation was not notated, it was often confused
            with mere unrestrained id, and forty years after Mailer’s essay, Allen Ginsberg still claimed of bebop that “anyone can pick
            up an axe and blow. ” Mailer’s and Ginsberg’s characterizations of jazz as noble savagery are not that different from a statement
            overheard by Miles Davis on a night when he was sharing the bandstand with Charlie Parker: comedian Milton Berle referred
            to the band as “headhunters,” a derisive epithet reclaimed by bop musicians who spoke of “cutting heads” in jam sessions,
            and revised generations later as the name of Herbie Hancock’s wildly successful fusion band. Getting jazz wrong in literary
            writing has often been a case of underestimating the complexity of jazz musicians—even in intended admiration. 
         

         
         
         
         
         I would be equally remiss if I did not take these levels of understanding into account. If this study does not offer a single
            unified theory that can explain representations of jazz in writing, it is because the music itself has steadfastly eluded
            stable definition. “Jazz is only what you are,” said Louis Armstrong, and Duke Ellington, Charlie Parker, Charles Mingus,
            Miles Davis, Max Roach, and Anthony Braxton, to name only a few, have all expressed misgivings with the word. 4 This study will not attempt to impose order where it does not exist. Nor will it attempt to be an exhaustive account of jazz’s
            representations in the history of American writing—a work that would necessarily span volumes. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Jazz fans are often notorious completists, but the musicians often resist the whims of collectors and requesters. I remember
            seeing Hancock playing a trio gig at the Blue Note in 1995, accompanied by Ron Carter on bass and Gene Jackson on drums. At
            one point, a white man of advanced years began calling out for a Vincent Youmans number. “More Than You Know!” the patron
            called out. “More Than You Know?” Hancock replied. “You see, we only rehearsed certain songs. If we had anticipated every song you were going to call
            out, that . . . would have been a long rehearsal. ” There will be readers of this book who will wonder why certain authors are not discussed at length here. This
            study is neither an encyclopedia nor an attempt to uncover every last reference to jazz in American letters. That would have
            been a long rehearsal. 
         

         
         
         
         
         And there are plenty of texts that made it into my rehearsal but not the final cut, and this is not because I am unaware of
            them, but because they simply did not fit into my rhetorical strategy. So while, for example, the first chapter examines the
            relationships between blacks and Jews in jazz and literature, there is no discussion of Mezz Mezzrow’s Really the Blues. Why? Mezzrow was a friend of Armstrong, a hepcat, pothead, and Virgilthrough the jazz matrix—a Jew who actually believed
            he had physically turned black. All this is of tremendous interest, but since this is a book that examines writers on the
            level of Philip Roth or Ralph Ellison, or musicians as vital as Louis Armstrong and Charles Mingus, Mezzrow, a mediocre clarinet
            player and entertaining, if sentimental writer, could neither write like Ellison nor wail clarinet like Sidney Bechet. His
            importance, in other words, resides more in the realm of anthropological interest than aesthetic exactitude, and thus does
            not fit with the figures examined in depth here. Other modes will reveal much about ethnic appropriation in his wild narrative.
            There are many other writers that merit attention in this book but do not get it, and an entire study could be written about
            what is not included here—including William Carlos Williams’s “Old Bunk’s Band,” Toni Morrison’s Jazz, Elizabeth Bishop’s “Songs for a Colored Singer,” and William Melvin Kelley’s A Drop of Patience, in which the music is never described, but the metaphor of the struggling performer is depicted with harrowing immediacy.
            These out-takes deserve to be polished off and appreciated, but they simply did not fit into the narrative I was weaving here.
            A study of equal length could certainly be written about the writers I did not include. 
         

         
         
         
         
         What this book does examine is a series of crucial moments when jazz has surfaced in the work of major American novelists, poets, and playwrights,
            and how, in turn, the musicians chose to represent themselves in autobiographies. The movement of this book is more thematic
            than it is historical or syllogistic. Jazz history is an unstable mass of recordings, liner notes, reviews, biographies, documentaries,
            and endless arguments. I have used that history—a history that is itself still in revision—as the basis for what Ralph Ellison
            would have called a “jazz-shaped” reading of some American literary texts. 
         

         
         
         
         
         This book tells a story of how Ellison’s description of a Louis Armstrong record led to a jazz repertory movement labeled
            as “neoconservative”; how Langston Hughes and Charles Mingus’s distinct aesthetics clashed in the recording studio; how a
            Billie Holiday performance left Frank O’Hara’s muse breathless; how a Bessie Smith-inspired record saved Salinger’s Holden
            Caulfield from phonies; and how autobiographies by Billie Holiday, Charles Mingus, and Miles Davis both reinforced and redeemed
            jazz’s red-light district origins. I have let jazz history—more nuanced, distanced, and researched now than it was for many
            of the writers discussed in this study—serve as a background for the texts, often allowing it to demonstrate how literary
            writing can be both dated and prophetic. The distinct role jazz played in ethnic relations, the Ellisonian formation of the
            jazz canon, the collision between the poetics of jazz and jazz-inspired poetry, and the revelations and mystifications surfacing
            in jazz autobiography—all of these subjects will be given close attention in this study. 
         

         
         
         
         
         In attempting to describe jazz, writers have used the technical language of musicology, the contextual devices of history,
            the complex dialogue of race, or resorted to figurative language, using those very images, metaphors, and similes parodied
            in “The King of Jazz” to describe rhythms, chords, tones and the ephemeral drama of improvisation. When Ellison wrote about
            the music, he took all of these factors into account. In the prologue to Invisible Man, Ellison balanced literary devices, harmonic insight, and history when he used a metaphor to describe how Louis Armstrong
            “bent that military instrument into a beam of lyrical sound. ”5Ellison’s image is as ambitious as one of Barthelme’s absurdist similes. It simultaneously addresses the “bent” thirds of
            the blues with a reference to Armstrong’s early cornet training at the Colored Waif ’s Home. And yet it is also steeped in
            Armstrong’s technique, idiom, and biography, as well as ametaphysical conceit indebted to T. S. Eliot. For jazz to be a guiding
            principle for a major modernist novel was a remarkable achievement indeed. It was a turning point in the middle of a trajectory
            that this study follows from Hart Crane’s 1923 attempt to “transform jazz into words” in his poem “For the Marriage of Faustus
            and Helen” to Richard Powers’s 2003 novel The Time of Our Singing, in which the biracial Strom brothers discover jazz with the discipline of prodigies. 
         

         
         
         
         
         It has been difficult for writers to approach an art form that confounds Western principles of notation and empirical analysis.
            In the heart of the so-called Jazz Age—a term F. Scott Fitzgerald used as a generational signifier more than a specific discourse
            about a musical art—jazz music was either mystified by white writers like Crane or set to mellifluous verse for those already
            in the know by Harlem Renaissance writers like Langston Hughes. The music itself, though, remained as indeterminate as a modernist
            poem. What, after all, is jazz? Is it a radical rejection of popular music or is it just more popular music? Is it about improvisational
            audacity or structural intricacy? Does it embody racial strife or transcend it? Is jazz about being in the moment or does
            it make a self-conscious statement about that moment? The answer to these questions would turn out to be “all of the above,”
            but it was midway into the music’s rapid-fire development before Ellison could catch up with it. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Ethnic strife obfuscated an understanding of jazz among many writers during its most fertile moments of development, but among
            the musicians themselves, interethnic dialogue happened much sooner. The first chapter, “White Negroes and Native Sons,” shows
            that the story of black-Jewish relations is one of opposition in the literary texts of Bellow, Mailer, and Baldwin, but one
            of collaboration in the music of George Gershwin, Thelonious Monk, Benny Goodman, and others. Ellison lamentedon PBS that
            there was no equivalent of an Alfred Kazin of jazz, and as a Century Club member in the 1960s, he found looking for New York
            Intellectuals who took the music seriously to be a lonely business. The Jews who learned to read in a different way were jazz
            musicians like Red Rodney, Benny Goodman, and Stan Getz. If literary texts were the only evidence of blackJewish relations,
            there would be J. D. Salinger admiring Bessie Smith from afar, Amiri Baraka concocting versified conspiracy theories about
            Israel, Saul Bellow wondering if there could be a Zulu Tolstoy, Mailer’s “jazz is orgasm. ” The collaborations of blacks and
            Jews tell a different story: when George Gershwin’s “I’ve Got Rhythm” was hermeneutically developed at Harlem’s Minton’s under
            the aegis of “rhythm changes”and by artists including Charlie Parker, Dizzy Gillespie, and Thelonious Monk, the idiom of bebop
            was invented partly as the result of an interethnic exchange. These “rhythm changes” were flying around decades before the
            civil rights legislation of the 1960s, but when it came to the music that was produced, who could ask for anything more?
         

         
         
         
         
         Ellison provided a bridge between literary modernism and the jazz canon with the publication of Invisible Man, which achieved instant status as a modernist classic and made people listen when Ellison argued that Louis Armstrong was
            as modern as T. S. Eliot. Ellison’s characterization of jazz as a high modernist art was a necessary corrective to the prevailing
            notion that improvisation did not have its own overdetermined structure, and among literary figures, he is unique in his influence
            on the formation of a jazz canon—one that many critics and musicians have found to be too confining and restrictive. This
            study’s second chapter, “Listening to Ellison,” argues that, while Ellison may have failed to produce the long awaited follow-up
            to his 1952 masterpiece Invisible Man, Ellison’s true second act was actuallynot the writing of a second novel, but the narration of jazz history from beyond the
            grave. Ellison was a transgressive novelist and traditionalist jazz critic whose criticism, like his poetics, was overtly
            indebted to T. S. Eliot. He set strict parameters for his jazz canon and anticipated many of the “jazz wars” that have divided
            jazz critics for the past decade. 
         

         
         
         
         
         The third chapter, “Stomping the Muse,” explores how poets as disparate as Hart Crane, Langston Hughes,Wallace Stevens, Frank
            O’Hara, and Amiri Baraka identified themselves with jazz, engaging in a strange and paradoxical wrestling match as they vied
            to be what Hughes called “The Original Jazz Poet. ” “For the Marriage of Faustus and Helen” would ultimately reveal more about
            Hart Crane’s desire for sonic, celestial transport than about his stated attempt to “forge an idiom for jazz into words, something
            clean, sparkling elusive. ”6 (Crane would later characterize the results as “impotent. ”) In a 1950 poem by Wallace Stevens, “The Sick Man,” the figure
            of the poem’s title attempts to resolve the southern music of “thousands of black men, / Playing mouth organs in the night
            or, now, guitars” and the northern music of “Drifting choirs. ”7 The poem concludes, “The words of winter in which these two will come together,” without acknowledging that Duke Ellington
            and other figures in 1950 were already addressing the classical-vernacular split Stevens’s poem pledges to resolve. Meanwhile,
            there is no split at all in the poetry of Langston Hughes, who, in poems such as “Jazzonia,” “The Weary Blues,” and “Morning
            After,” did not merely write about the blues, but actually wrote the blues. Manifesting the music itself, Hughes avoided the high-low problem posed by other poets by acting as a participant
            rather than an observer, but when he teamed up with Charles Mingus in 1957, their contrasting sensibilities were documented
            on record. This chapter explores whether jazz-inspired poems can sufficiently address the poetics of jazz. 
         

         
         
         
         
         The final chapter, “Love for Sale,” finds jazz autobiography to be the red-light district of African American narrative, with
            Billie Holiday, Charles Mingus, and Miles Davis telling tales of the oldest profession while selling their wares to editors
            and ghostwriters, and turning narrative tricks of their own. Holiday and Davis, submitting their stories to ghostwriters,
            and Mingus, working under financial pressures and an aggressive editor, were well aware that doing the hustle told a more
            lucrative story than practicing scales. Holiday’s harrowing tales of childhood prostitution, Davis’s unrepentant tales of
            pimping, and Mingus’s anguished account of the same profession (the dominant subject of his memoir) anticipated the hip hop
            fascination with the hustle. One would have thought that jazz autobiography would be the medium where writers could finally
            tell the story of jazz accurately, where the subaltern, as Gayatri Chakravorty Spivak put it, could speak. But the textual
            histories of these memoirs are as seedy as the tales of the streets they tell, with publishers and editors manipulating the
            stories of these artists for maximum titillation and profit. 
         

         
         
         
         
         “Instead of the swift and imperceptible flowing of time, you are aware of its nodes, those points where time stands still
            or from which it leaps ahead. And you slip into the breaks and look around” (IM, 8). This is Ellison’s Invisible Man listening to Louis Armstrong’s trumpet, and while he is describing a feeling of displacement—and
            this is right after he describes smoking a “reefer,” Armstrong’s medicine of choice—he is also demonstrating how a serious
            contemplation of Armstrong’s music can leave a writer to slip into the breaks and look around, often without a compass. The
            writers in this study struggled to find language for a music that defied empirical explanation. The word “jazz,” of course,
            comes up in writing more often than the music is actually confronted. F. Scott Fitzgerald coined the term the “jazz age” without
            offering his views on Ellington and Armstrong, but as Fitzgerald himself noted, the word’s meaning in the 1920s was multivalenced:
            “The word jazz in its progress toward respectability,” he wrote, “has meant first sex, then dancing, then music. ” Add “drinking”
            to the list, and Fitzgerald would have been concerned with music the very least. 8 By 1992,Toni Morrison had titled a novel Jazz without directly writing about the music; like Fitzgerald, her use of the word described a feeling—an aura, an attitude—but
            not an inscribed and historicized musical art. 9

         
         
         
         
         In this study, I have looked beyond the auras to examine what was actually happening with the music these writers described.
            All art may aspire to the condition of music, but jazz has presented particular challenges to the American writer. When Ellison
            had Armstrong score his hero’s “music of invisibility,” Frank O’Hara privileged Billie Holiday for a sublime moment in a prosaic
            day, J. D. Salinger looked to Bessie Smith for authenticity in a fraudulent world, and Norman Mailer mythologized jazz as
            the apocalyptic orgasm itself, I have listened for the music beneath the writing, slipped into the breaks and looked around.
            This book measures jazz music against the writing it inspired: how Billie Holiday the artist can be understood within Frank
            O’Hara’s gaze, how Thelonious Monk rewrote Gershwin and Berlin in collaborations that could have made Mailer rethink his ethnic
            allegories, and how Duke Ellington found a synthesis between classical music and the blues that Wallace Stevens only wrote
            about as an imaginative conceit. After surveying these novelists, playwrights, poets, and critics, this study concludes with
            jazz autobiography in which the musicians are given an opportunity to speak for themselves, taking the music’s mythology back
            to the whorehouses where, according to the legends of Storyville, the music began. 
         

         
         
         
         
         This book begins with understanding the jazz process itself as an antithesis to an ethnic divide in the literary world and
            ends with ghostwritten accounts of jazz legends as streetwalkers and pimps, with modernist poets, hipster essayists, and transgressive
            novelists giving their accounts in between. Somewhere between Mailer’s “jazz is orgasm” provocation and Ellison’s conflation
            of Louis Armstrong with T. S. Eliot resides the poetics of jazz, on the threshold of spontaneity and precision. 
         

         
         
         
      

   
      
         
         
         You ain’t heard nothing yet!

         
         
         
         
         —AL JOLSON, The Jazz Singer, 1920
         

         
         
         
         
         How do we know who copied what?

         
         
         
         
         —LOUIS ARMSTRONG, 1960

         
         
         
         
         1

         
         
         
         
         WHITE NEGROES AND NATIVE SONS

         
         
         
         
         BLACKS AND JEWS IN WORDS AND MUSIC

         
         
         
         
         Literature has not completely told the story of relations between African Americans and Jews in America. Irving Howe famously
            thought he could tell Ralph Ellison how to be black, and Saul Bellow contributed a footnote to the culture wars by asking
            a newspaper interviewer where he could find the Zulu Tolstoy. 1 Ellison and Richard Wright, meanwhile, had their own stories to get out, relegating their complex relations with Jewish communists
            in the 1930s to the sidelines, and Langston Hughes did not exactly achieve a Tikkun with a 1926 volume called Fine Clothes to the Jew. Seventy years later, Amiri Baraka refused to step down from his post as Poet Laureate of New Jersey for implying, in his
            poem “Somebody Blew Up America,” that Israeli forces were somehow complicit in the terrorist attacks of September 11, 2001;
            knowing “the World Trade Center was gonna get bombed” beforehand and warning “4000 Israeli workers at the Twin Towers / To
            stay home that day. ”2

         
         
         
         
         It is unfortunate that Baraka is now better known as the conspiracy theorist who wrote these lines than he is as the music
            critic who called for “standards of judgment and aesthetic standards that depend on our native knowledge and understanding
            of the underlying philosophies and local cultural references that produced blues and jazz in order to produce valid critical
            writing and commentary about it. ”3 Such a mode would have to acknowledge collaboration as much as it castigates exploitation. “I got the extermination blues,
            jewboys,” Jones wrote in 1965. “I got the hitler syndrome figured. ” The Jones of 1963 was arguing that to understand jazz
            one had to understand the culture it came from. Baraka sang his “extermination blues” while casting off his Jewish wife, Hettie
            Jones, as a “fat jew girl,” and while he could cut himself loose from Jews in his life—and, with such writings, offend as
            many Jewish readers as possible—the cultural background of the music he loved could not be separated into discrete ethnic
            strands so easily. Novels, poems, and hostile letters to the editor are usually written in isolation. Musicals, songs, and
            bop lines are usually crafted in collaboration. The literary exchanges between blacks and Jews often reinforced their differences:
            Irving Howe versus Ralph Ellison, Norman Mailer versus James Baldwin, Amiri Baraka versus the states of Israel and New Jersey.
            Black-Jewish musical exchanges—from Thelonious Monk’s troping of Berlin’s “Blue Skies” and Gershwin’s “I’ve Got Rhythm,” to
            the call and response of Artie Shaw’s clarinet and Roy Eldridge’s trumpet—often demonstrate an aesthetic symbiosis. 
         

         
         
         
         
         If anyone could have been in a position to understand how crucial the black-Jewish collaboration was for jazz, it would have
            been the author of “Jazz and the White Critic” (before he became the author of “Somebody Blew Up America”), and if one were
            to follow the former LeRoi Jones’s assertion in 1963 that a true understanding of jazz required an examination of the “local
            cultural references” of the music, casting off Jews from the narrative is not only bad politics, it is bad scholarship. To
            sever the ties between blacks and Jews is to miss the collaboration that transformed George Gershwin’s “I’ve Got Rhythm” from
            a 1930showcase for Ethel Merman to the “rhythm changes” used as a basis for Duke Ellington’s “Cottontail,” Charlie Christian’s
            “Seven Come Eleven,” Charlie Parker’s “Salt Peanuts,” Thelonious Monk’s “Rhythm-a-Ning,” and much more. Gershwin’s 16-2-5
            chord structure served as a guiding theme for the birth of bebop, and even if he was a Jew who was overt in his indebtedness
            to black music, the exchange worked both ways. Dizzy Gillespie’s Minton’s sessions would often start with playing the chords
            to “I’ve Got Rhythm”—known as “Rhythm” changes—and survival on the bandstand depended on adapting those changes to the heat
            and structural innovations of the moment. To this day, calling for “Rhythm” changes is a universally understood directive
            on the bandstand; it is a common language of bop, and while Gershwin came up with his chord sequence borrowing from the swing
            and stride he heard from black musicians in Harlem, the beboppers returned the favor. Many “Rhythm” changes were flying around
            on 52nd Street, and listening to Parker and Gillespie trade choruses on Gershwin’s tune did not mean that their musical dialogue
            should have given way to political complacency—that at the dawn of the civil rights era it was not also necessary to, as Ira
            Gershwin’s lyrics put it, ask for anything more. But because blacks lived in segregated America, the music was an avenue for
            a genuine collaboration with Jews that was documented in records but largely unacknowledged by the literati. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Indeed, the least understood yet most thoroughly developed dialectic between blacks and Jews was achieved not through literature
            but music, where song provided a haven for two marginalized ethnic groups before integration became the law of the land. By
            the time Jewish immigrants first arrived in the United States around the turn of the century, African Americans, though a
            despised and segregated minority, provided the most appealingidentity to trope. As Eileen Southern’s work has shown, African
            Americans were a central force in this country’s music as early as 1790. 4 By 1927, music was decidedly the dominant path to cultural assimilation—certainly for Eastern European Jews—as the hugely
            successful film The Jazz Singer famously demonstrates, even before Al Jolson gets blacked up for the film’s “Mammy” finale. 5 It is impossible to unravel the ethnic DNA of American music without examining the intertwining paths from ghetto to ghetto.
            Louis Armstrong got his first trumpet from the Karnofsky family, Jews who hired him to deliver coal to the whores of Storyville,
            his first joint from Mezz Mezzrow, a mediocre Jewish clarinet player, pledged allegiance to Joe Glaser, a Jewish gangster
            manager, and wore a star of David around his neck for most of his life. (So, by the way, did Elvis Presley, who, according
            to the website www. schmelvis. com, had a Jewish great-grandmother. ) Irving Mills helped Duke Ellington negotiate New York show business and was an early champion
            of his talent, pressuring record companies to let him write his first extended pieces. Charlie Parker shared bop lines (and
            a heroin habit) with the Jewish trumpeter Red Rodney and died in the arms of the Baroness Nica de Koenigswarter, a Jewish
            patroness. Benny Goodman led Billie Holiday’s first recording session, and saxophonist Stan Getz, a disciple of Lester Young,
            liked to say that, for a Bronx Jew, he swung pretty hard. The stories of Armstrong, Ellington, and Parker—arguably the central
            figures of American music—would be incomplete without acknowledging these Jewish alliances. George Gershwin, Benny Goodman,
            and Stan Getz were New York Jewish intellectuals who learned to read in a way that Howe, Alfred Kazin, Susan Sontag, and Lionel
            Trilling could not. They absorbed the language of black artists and transfigured the American vernacular forever. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Twenty years earlier, Benny Goodman, the Jewish clarinetist from Chicago’s South Side, initially resisted including black
            musicians in his touring band, but, at the prodding of producer John Hammond, made history by going into the studio with a
            band that included Lionel Hampton on vibes, Billie Holiday on vocals, Charlie Christian on guitar, and Teddy Wilson on piano.
            Goodman did not integrate his band to be a civil rights activist. He nevertheless made history with that multiethnic recording,
            and did so because, fixated on music and little else, Holiday, Hampton, Christian, and Wilson were simply the best collaborators
            he could find. When Goodman first played with Wilson in 1935, he recalled, “Teddy and I began to play as though we were thinking
            with the same brain. ” Stan Getz, alluding to Charlie Parker’s famous statement about Dizzy Gillespie, similarly described
            the pianist Kenny Barron as “the other half of my heart. ” Blacks and Jews have thought and felt together in the world of
            music, but this fact has not been recorded in literature until recently: Richard Powers’s novel The Time of Our Singing follows musical prodigies that are neither black nor Jewish, but both, and the outside world has trouble with this proposition.
            
         

         
         
         
         
         But when competing versions of jazz appeared in the works of J. D. Salinger,Norman Mailer, and James Baldwin, the story was
            often similar. For Salinger jazz offered an alternative to bourgeois ennui, for Mailer, an orgasmic release from his existential
            dread, and for Baldwin, an underground, transgressive alternative to a somber algebra teacher. This is a far cry from the
            interethnic ideal exemplified in the Goodman-Wilson and Getz-Barron collaborations. Beyond the appropriation and transgression,
            jazz has offered a mode of expression that has brought blacks and Jews together in ways that the literature has largely kept
            separate, but even when literature visits jazz as a subject, African Americans and Jews are often relegated to limited roles.
            Max Roach has said that records are the textbooks of jazz, and when it comes to black-Jewish relations in America, records
            are much better textbooks than conventional literary writing. The recent historical fiction of Richard Powers may be revising
            that story, but it remains a work in progress. 6 Jazz inspired the prose of the Jewish writers J. D. Salinger and Norman Mailer, and a James Baldwin short story answered back.
            The music they were writing about was making a different kind of call and response than the one they heard, an ethnic hybrid
            that was stranger than fiction. 
         

         
         
         
         
         HOLDEN CAULFIELD’S BLUES

         
         
         
         
         “A lot of jazz is outright Fraud. Charming, even richly evocative fraud on occasion. But don’t kid yourself that these jazz
            musicians are in possession of some wonderful and otherworldly power beyond anything you and I can comprehend. ” This invective
            against jazz comes from J. D. Salinger, according to Joyce Maynard’s memoir about her 1972 affair with the author. Salinger,
            who was said to enjoy listening to Blossom Dearie, Glenn Miller, and the Andrews Sisters, dismissed jazz musicians as merely
            “serving up a meal of old chestnuts from some other set they’ve played some other night, in front of some adoring audience
            of marvelous, thrillingly cool fans. ” Salinger’s complaint, it seems, was that jazz improvisation was essentially scripted,
            disingenuous, warmed over, or, to use the term favored by The Catcher in the Rye’s Holden Caufield, “phony. ”
         

         
         
         
         
         The Salinger of 1972 apparently knew the drill of a jazz solo, and he found the spontaneity predictable. In his disappointment
            that jazz is like any other art, with its own structures, styles, and genres, Salinger echoes Adorno’s notorious dismissal
            of jazz improvisations as “mere frills. Any precocious American teenager knows that the routine today scarcely leaves any
            room for improvisation, and that what appears as spontaneity is in fact carefully planned out in advance with machinelike
            precision. ” Adorno concludes that jazz is the “false liquidization of art. ”7 In his stolen moment with Joyce Maynard, Salinger made a point similar to the Frankfurt School philosopher, yearning for an
            authentic expression that would somehow be spared the condemnation of phoniness Salinger applied to English teachers, history
            lessons, and prep school kids. When Phoebe Caufield accuses her brother, Holden, of complete misanthropy—“You don’t like anything
            that’s happening,” she tells him—she is nearly right, but he does spare a few things from his line of attack. In addition
            to Isak Dinesen’s Out of Africa, Thomas Hardy’s The Return of the Native, and the image of his sleeping sister, Holden singles out a record by the fictitious African American singer Estelle Fletcher
            called “Little Shirley Beans. ”
         

         
         
         
         
         With this record, Salinger did not write about the white jazz musicians for whom he claimed preference. Instead, the voice
            of an African American singer and her legend serves as a contrast to the world of privilege he held up for contempt in a best-selling
            novel. The black jazz musicians of Salinger’s fiction, like Phoebe Caulfield and the precocious Glass children, are marginal
            figures who are both valorized and infantalized. Salinger’s novel has been obsessively scrutinized, but his peculiar relationship
            to jazz has not. 8 The music may have played a seemingly marginal role in Salinger’s already slim output, but it was a crucial fetish object
            for Holden Caulfield—and apparently for Salinger, as well. The Catcher in the Rye’s title refers to both a misreading of—or, indeed, an improvisation upon—a Burns ballad and a fantasy about saving children.
            Salinger’s jazz fantasies arise out of his dissatisfaction with traditional language but lead him to a sentimental paternalism
            that recalls Josephine Baker’s famous observation that “the white imagination sure is something when it comes to blacks. ”
         

         
         
         
         
         Salinger’s musings on jazz are significant not because he was in any way an authority on the subject, but rather because The Catcher in the Rye, which has sold over sixty million copies since its publication in July 1951, has been a widely influential account of what
            was missing from the life of a white, privileged American teenager during the greatest period of economic prosperity the United
            States would ever know. The music of a historically despised minority would somehow fill such a gap for many of the first
            teenagers who read The Catcher in the Rye in the 1950s. Salinger, who was raised Jewish (his mother, it turned out, was passing to appease her chosen in-laws), had
            the same contempt for the prep school WASPs he encountered at Valley Forge, a military prep school, that Holden Caulfield
            had for the WASPs he encountered at Pencey. Like Holden, Salinger was a dropout, and both were interested in the not-yet-codified
            discourse of jazz. Salinger mentions jazz only briefly in The Catcher in the Rye, but explores it at length in the never anthologized story “Blue Melody” about a black singer named Lida Louise—a thinly
            veiled approximation of Bessie Smith, or at least her legend. Although there are no openly Jewish characters in this story,
            it is set against the backdrop of World War II and implies a correlation between damaged black and Jewish bodies. The action
            of the story turns on Smith’s mystique and the myths surrounding her death as told to a soldier on the German battlefront.
            As he faces death at the hands of the Nazis, the narrator finds in her story the authenticity that eludes Holden Caulfield.
            
         

         
         
         
         
         In The Catcher in the Rye, Holden spends more time on things he considers to be “outright fraud” than things he considers to be authentic, and this,
            of course, is part of the book’s perennial contrarian appeal. Since Holden has flunked every subject at Pencey but English
            and managed to alienate himself from all of his peers, it is not surprising that he holds most people, artifacts,and modes
            of communication—from the history of the Egyptians to Laurence Olivier’s performance in Hamlet—in contempt for one reason or another. Holden searches for underground obsessions, and Salinger is not necessarily subtle
            with his imagery when he has his hero repeatedly badger cab drivers about the fate of the ducks when the Central Park pond
            freezes. But it is exactly such a mysterious underworld that fascinates Holden. A record by an African American singer named
            Estelle Fletcher also provides Holden with access to such a secret underground. Assuming the connoisseurship of the collector,
            Holden is proud of acquiring something outside of the mainstream:
         

         
         
         
         
         There was this record I wanted to get for Phoebe, called “Little Shirley Beans. ” It was a very hard record to get. It was
            about a little kid that wouldn’t go out of the house because two of her front teeth were out and she was ashamed to. I heard
            it at Pencey. A boy that lived on the next floor had it, and I knew it would knock old Phoebe out, but he wouldn’t sell it.
            It was a very old, terrific record that this colored girl singer, Estelle Fletcher, made about twenty years ago. She sings
            it very Dixieland and whorehouse, and it doesen’t sound at all mushy. If a white girl was singing it, she’d make it sound
            cute as hell, but old Estelle Fletcher knew what the hell she was doing, and it was one of the best records I ever heard.
            9

         
         
         
         
         There is no such singer as Estelle Fletcher and there is no such song as “Little Shirley Beans,” but the combination of childhood
            loss and a “Dixieland-and-whorehouse” sound combine Salinger’s twin obsessions, if Joyce Maynard’s account of her affair with
            the author—when the memoirist was eighteen and the author was a Humbert Humbertesque fifty-two—is to be believed. A few pages
            before the description of “Little Shirley Beans,” Holden holds Sally Hayes of Mary Woodruff Prep in contempt for her use of
            the word “grand. ” (“If it’s one word I really hate, it’s grand. ”) Although Holden’s slang sometimes feels dated, his casual
            profanities sound closer to contemporary speech than the official language from which he dissents. And the sounds of segregated
            speakeasies from the twenties—what he calls “Dixieland and whorehouse”—is more contemporary to Holden Caulfield than the haughty
            language of anyone in his social stratosphere. He also responds to the narrative about the young girl’s shame, not from a
            white girl who would make it sound “cute as hell,” but a “colored singer” whose “whorehouse” rendition would prove that Estelle
            Fletcher “knew what the hell she was doing. ” In his Interpretation of Dreams, Freud observed that the losing of teeth can symbolize the losing of virginity, but Estelle Fletcher’s voice sounds like
            a nymph who is also a whore. 
         

         
         
         
         
         The nymph version of “Little Shirley Beans” could have been sung by Ella Fitzgerald, whose 1938 version of “A Tisket-A-Tasket”
            may have conflated a children’s rhyme with coy allusions to lost girlhood similar to “Little Shirley Beans” with a lament
            for a lost “brown and yellow basket” similar to the loss of the two front teeth in “Little Shirley Beans. ” If Salinger had
            a children’s rhyme set to a jazz record sung by an African American woman as an inspiration, Fitzgerald’s recording, which
            sold a million copies, would have been the likeliest prototype. The record had a novelty quality to it, taking a familiar
            rhyme and setting it not to Dixieland accompaniment, with overlapping contrapuntal lines and loose arrangements, but rather
            to a tightly wound arrangement typical of late thirties commercial swing. But Fitzgerald—who actually worked at a whorehouse
            as a teenager in Yonkers—conveyed the opposite of the “whorehouse” quality Holden so admires. Although Fitzgerald was only
            eighteen when she made the recording, and her voice was not yet at its most mature, she was not exactly a child, either, but
            a young adult with a rhythmic and harmonic mastery in contrast to what the rhyme’s theme of childish carelessness would suggest.
            Frank Sinatra would later praise Fitzgerald by saying “never have such innocent sounds been set to music,” and the combination
            of playfulness and sophistication—a precocity not unlike Salinger’s Phoebe—was part of the record’s appeal. In a 1938 film—a
            testimony to the record’s great reach—Fitzgerald is seen gallivanting across a train aisle singing her tale of loss to random
            passengers, who regard her with entertained concern, but without a hint of lasciviousness. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Although “A Tisket-A-Tasket” is the closest actual record to Salinger’s fictional one, Ella Fitzgerald is not Estelle Fletcher,
            even though they shared initials. She did not sing in a “Dixieland-and-Whorehouse” style; in fact, one thing that is notable
            about her style is that she avoided the blues. Holden, looking for a jargon of authenticity beyond the prep school argot he
            so precisely skewers, is in search of a blues sensibility without quite articulating it. Right after his account of “Little
            Shirley Beans,” Holden overhears a six-year-old boy singing, “If a body catch a body coming through the rye” and hearing the
            song makes him feel “not so depressed any more. ” As Phoebe will later point out to him, he has just misheard a Robert Burns
            lyric, or fetishized a child’s misquoting of it. But Holden prefers it, and Salinger apparently does, too, using it for the
            title of his book. A Scottish ballad lyric mangled in the syntax of a six year old has more authenticity—is less “phony”—than
            an appropriate rendering of the Burns lyric, and so, apparently, is a child’s song refashioned as a “Dixieland and whorehouse”
            tune by a “colored girl singer” who “knew what the hell she was doing. ”
         

         
         
         
         
         Salinger never connects this misreading of Burns with the “Dixieland-and-whorehouse” style Holden fetishizes in Estelle Fletcher,
            but the short story “Blue Melody” not only provides a clue to Salinger’s blues predilections, but also illustrates the problematic
            connections Salinger draws between blackness and authenticity, particularly in contrast with the world of WASP privilege for
            which Holden is unable to provide an alternative. The story, dismissed as a “soggy bagel” by John F. Szwed, was originally
            titled “Scratchy Needle on a Phonograph Record” before editor A. E. Hotchner infuriated the author by changing the title for
            Cosmopolitan in September 1948. It would be the last time Salinger would publish short fiction in a venue other than the New Yorker, and, as such, the last time he would publish in a “slick” that would do less to temper his more melodramatic impulses. Although
            the story may have benefited from more editorial intervention, Salinger’s chagrin at seeing his title changed was justified,
            for the mediation between jazz as consumer object and jazz as lived experience is central to what his story attempts to express.
            
         

         
         
         
         
         The racial imagery of “Blue Melody” has not aged well, but Salinger’s framing device and somewhat obvious uses of irony do
            maintain an ambiguity about his own endorsement of this imagery—and they certainly render Holden Caulfield’s relationship
            to “Little Shirley Beans” even more problematic than it already would be on its own. On the opening page, there is an illustration
            of a fresh scrubbed young white couple sitting on the floor in a state of rapture, and only the bottom half of a pianist’s
            body is visible. “Every day after school they would go to the dingy café, to listen entranced as Black Charles made the old
            piano talk,” reads the caption. But Salinger’s message to Cosmopolitan readers is a complicated one: “Blue Melody” is a story of the South, of segregation, of violently exploited musicians, and
            well-intentioned children who realize their abuse of black musicians only when it is too late. The unnamed narrator serving
            in an infantry division in Germany in World War II speaks like a grown up Holden Caulfield, that is, with slang-laden nonchalance
            and evasive bitterness. Like Norman Mailer, who opens “The White Negro” with a reference to the Holocaust, Salinger begins
            his story of mistreated black artists with a scene from a German battlefield. Benny Goodman and Duke Ellington’s orchestras
            were sent to entertain troops during that war, but the black-Jewish alliance represented by the music had not found its ethnic
            footing in literature. In “The White Negro,” Mailer went from the Holocaust to “jazz is orgasm. ” Salinger went from the front
            at Halzhoffen, Germany, to a story about young southern white kids in love and the black musicians who entertain them. The
            narrator of “Blue Melody” learns about the pianist Black Charles and the blues singer Lida Louise from a southern gentleman
            named Rudford while two soldiers fight against ethnic cleansing abroad, and he cautions the readers that it should not be
            read as “a slam against one section of the country. It’s not a slam against anybody or anything. It’s just a simple little
            story of Mom’s apple pie, ice-cold beer, the Brooklyn Dodgers, and the Lux Theater of the Air—the things we fought for, in
            short. You can’t miss it, really. ”10

         
         
         
         
         The narrator should not be trusted. “Blue Melody” is, in fact, a resounding slam not only against that “one section of the
            country,” but against the white fetishization of black performance held to be as contemptible—indeed, as “phony”—as the Norman
            Rockwell-like images the narrator lists as the things he and his fellow soldiers fought for. (The overtly Rockwell-like Cosmopolitan illustration is an unintentional irony. ) Rudford comes from the town of Agersberg, Tennessee, which includes a street named
            for a woman who took down five Union soldiers, and is the son of an author of textbooks with titles like “Science for Americans.
            ” Like the Glass children, Rudford is quizzed, trained, and grilled to be a prodigy, and by the age of eleven, hehas, according
            to the narrator, acquired more knowledge than the average high school freshman. But the narrator learns something essential
            about Rudford that could never be measured in the official histories of intelligence tests or the lore of the antebellum South:
            Rudford’s moment of a schoolboy crush, shattered innocence, and musical worship comes out when he and the narrator narrowly
            escape freezing to death in the back of a GI truck. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Rudford recalls his visits to Black Charles’s café, a “hole in the wall” known as “unsanitary”—all the more reason to be appealing
            to a young man in search of one final taste of transgression before he is sent off to boarding school. Rudford appreciates
            Black Charles’s piano playing, but what he appreciates even more is Black Charles himself. He was “something few white piano
            players are. He was kind and interested when young people came up to the piano to play the piano to ask him to play something,
            or just to talk to him” (BM, 111). Because Black Charles “slept like a dead man,” he often needed to be woken up, and Rudford’s preferred method was
            kicking him in the stomach. When Rudford strikes up a schoolboy romance with Peggy Moore, a crucial part of their courtship
            is not only listening to Black Charles’s music, but beating him into consciousness. The act of kicking a black body becomes
            a substitution for sexual interaction as the kids are still in the presexual stage fetishized by Salinger, whose conflations
            of childhood and sexuality resonated in his own work and in the tell-all memoirs about him:
         

         
         
         
         
         “Well, go ahead and do it,” Rudford said. 
         

         
         
         
         
         “I’m fixin’ to; I’m fixin’ to. Go away. ”

         
         
         
         
         Rudford watched her a little smugly. 

         
         
         
         
          “Naa. You can’t just shove him around and get anywhere. You’ve seen me,” he said. “You gotta really haul off. Get him right
            under the kidneys. You’ve seen me. ”
         

         
         
         
         
         “Here?” said Peggy. She had her finger on the little island of nerves set off by the dorsal fork of Charles’s lavender suspenders.
            
         

         
         
         
         
         “Go ahead. ”

         
         
         
         
         Peggy wound up and delivered. 

         
         
         
         
         Black Charles stirred slightly, but slept on without even seriously changing his position. 

         
         
         
         
         “You missed. You gotta hit him harder than that anyway. ” (BM, 112–13)
         

         
         
         
         
         When Black Charles finally is woken up, he never complains about this treatment or even shows any signs of pain. With his
            lavender suspenders providing a gay signifier, there is even a hint of queer bashing as Black Charles is all too happy to
            take Peggy’s request for “Lady, Lady. ” When he is informed that these nice, white kids are on summer vacation and will be
            coming to the café for a performance (and, according to the ritual, to deliver a beating), Black Charles’s response is “My,
            my! Ain’t that fine!” (BM, 113) Salinger’s fiction tends to be forgiving of children and unrelentingly hostile toward adults, yet Rudford and Peggy’s
            innocence is unsettling in the Jim Crow South: they practice their (literally) heavy-handed exploitation without any consciousness
            of its consequences. The violence inflicted on Black Charles is a familiar part of the master-slave performance, which Saidiya
            Hartman identifies as “the diffusion of terror and the violence perpetrated under the rubric of pleasure, paternalism and
            property. ”11 In Rudford and Peggy’s Edenic paradise, they can kick a black musician to perpetuate their pleasure and initiate their romance.
            
         

         
         
         
         
         It is a long way from beating Black Charles into playing“Lady, Lady” to recording an iconic singer for a major label, but
            in “Blue Melody,” they are linked in the same exploitation. Salinger makes this point with the introduction of Lida Louise,
            Black Charles’s niece. The children do not beat her, but the white adults of the segregated South ultimately bring her down.
            Lida Louise is a singer described as having a “powerful, soft voice. Every note she sang was detonated with individuality.
            ” Nevertheless, her real function in the story is only to stimulate the romance of Rudford and Peggy, who, when they first
            meet the singer, introduce themselves as Black Charles’s “best friends. ” Lida Louise writes a song for the young couple,
            “Soupy Peggy,” and they have a moment of weepy passion while they watch her debut at Black Charles’s café: “I love you good,
            Peggy!” Rudford exclaims. Violence and black music whet their passion. Rudford first kisses Peggy after she falls on her head,
            both still giddy from a spitting contest and the dizzying piano-playing of Black Charles, whom they have beaten into inspiration.
            Rudford’s concern for Peggy’s white body underlines the abuse and neglect of black bodies in the story, even as Jewish bodies
            pile up in the concentration camps of the framing story: Black Charles never plays without a kick-start, Lida Louise will
            soon receive a fatal blow from the segregated South, and the reader of Salinger’s story is left wondering how much irony there
            is in the statement that these are “the things we fought for. ”
         

         
         
         
         
         Lida Louise’s debut causes a stir in the small town, and soon enough, college students are rhapsodizing about her in their
            papers, leading to gigs on Beale Street and a record contract where she records with Louis Armstrong, Benny Goodman, and “all
            the boys. ” But as Lida Louise ascends to power, it is she who beats the body of a black man when she whacks a “well-dressed
            colored man”—presumably, her manager—with her handbag, flees a gig, and makes her way back to Agersberg. By this violence,
            she escapes the exploitation of the music industry andarrives famous but hardly rich, only to succumb to a crueller blow in
            the segregated South. During a farewell picnic seeing Rudford off to boarding school, Lida Louise is suddenly struck with
            an agonizing pain in her side—the very place where Black Charles was hit—and Rudford, remembering his father’s “Science for
            Americans,” identifies the cause as acute appendicitis. In a moribund fit of delirium, she mistakes Rudford for a former lover
            whom she earlier referred to as a “colored guy named Endicott. ” Right before going off to boarding school, Rudford gets to
            engage in an act of passing, replying: “I’m right here, baby. ” They drive frantically through Agersberg, and after being
            turned away from two segregated hospitals, Lida Louise dies. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Salinger’s source for the death of Lida Louise was surely an article by John Hammond for Down Beat magazine in 1937 titled, “Did Bessie Smith Bleed to Death While Waiting for Medical Aid?” Smith, like Lida Louise, was a legendary
            blues singer from Tennessee, and like Salinger’s singer, had her ups and downs in the music business. Smith died from wounds
            sustained in a car accident, not of untreated appendicitis, but Hammond’s narrative of martyrdom provided a convenient hook
            for Salinger’s narrative of injustice and hypocrisy, as it would a decade later for Edward Albee, another upper-class dropout
            malcontent, in his play The Death of Bessie Smith. Hammond’s story used Smith’s fame to point out an injustice of segregation to an audience that might have otherwise been
            indifferent: “Some time elapsed before a doctor was summoned to the scene, but finally she was picked up by a medico and driven
            to a leading Memphis hospital. On the way, this car was involved in some minor mishap, which further delayed medical attention.
            When finally she did arrive at the hospital, she was refused treatment because of her color and bled to death while waiting
            for attention. ”12 This account spread the word about a cause that was hardlypopular in 1937, but it was, like “Blue Melody,” a work of fiction.
            In Chris Albertson’s 1972 biography of Smith, testimonies from the attending physician, the ambulance driver, and witnesses
            debunk the account, and John Hammond’s memoir, published in 1980, is apologetic about it, assuring readers that he had every
            reason to believe the story that he had received as hearsay. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Of course, there is no reason why Salinger would have been aware that this account of Smith’s death was, as he attacked much
            of jazz performance, “outright fraud. ” But it was also easier for Salinger to place Smith in an infantilized victimhood rather
            than fully confront the ferocious figure she was. Smith exuded a raunchy, confident exuberance that was precisely the opposite
            of the precocious nymphettes of The Catcher and the Rye’s Phoebe Caulfield and Estelle Fletcher or, for that matter, At Home in the World ’s Joyce Maynard. Rudford and the narrator of “Blue Melody” agreed that Lida Louise’s voice “couldn’t be described,” but part of their difficulty
            with coming up with a language for her music is not just the difficulty of synaesthesia, but rather comprehending a woman
            who acts as the sexual predator, judge, and jury. It is no wonder that feminist scholars including Hazel Carby and Angela
            Davis have claimed Smith as an icon. When Smith sings, “You’ve been a good old wagon, honey, but you done broke down” or,
            in “Empty Bed Blues,” loads a trombone-driven blues with erotic allusions and metaphors—among them, “He’s a deep sea diver
            with a stroke that can’t go wrong / He can touch the bottom, and his wind holds out so long”—the lyrics she sings were not
            written by her, but she owns them with her performance nevertheless. Unlike the jazz singers she influenced, Smith’s singing
            is not distinguished by her flexibility, but her persistent rhythmic throttle. Smith does not sing off thebeat; she zeroes
            in on it and makes her presence unmistakably felt. 
         

         
         
         
         
         The most memorable retort to the type of Bessie Smith fandom exhibited by Salinger was in LeRoi Jones’s Dutchman, the play that gave Jones an Obie Award and his first taste of fame. Toward the end, the white femme fatale Lula is interrogating
            Clay, accused of being the “Black Baudelaire,” and Clay responds in a monologue that sounds more like Huey Newton (or the
            latter-day Baraka). Clay rebuffs Lula’s advances to do the “belly rub” and imagines the repressed rage of Bessie Smith at
            the worship of a million Holden Caulfield types: “Old bald headed four eyed ofays popping their fingers . . . and don’t know
            yet what they’re doing. They say, ‘I love Bessie Smith. ’ And don’t even understand that Bessie Smith is saying, ‘Kiss my
            ass. Kiss my black unruly ass. ’ Before love, suffering, desire, anything you can explain, she’s saying, and very plainly,
            ‘Kiss my black ass. ’ ”13 Clay’s monologue would be fair enough if it were directed at Salinger, who can only enshrine Smith as a martyr and fetish
            object, not as someone who could convey adult suffering with greater depth and nuance than Holden Caulfield’s “Sorrow King.
            ” But not all Jewish guys were mere “ofays popping there fingers. ” On “Gimme a Pigfoot,” a raunchy tune from Smith’s last
            session in 1933, when Smith expresses her desire to follow her “pigfoot with a bottle of beer” with a “reefer with a gang
            o’ gin,” Benny Goodman can be heard in the background blowing soulful clarinet lines that merge effortlessly with her growls.
            Like Mezz Mezzrow, another Jewish clarinet player who “spent weeks studying Bessie Smith’s slaughter of the white man’s dictionary,
            analyzing all her glides and slippery elisions,”14 Goodman internalized Smith’s approach to rhythm and phrasing, and even though he did not, like Mezzrow, actually believe he
            had physicallybecome black, he had adopted a blues-based approach to rhythm and diction that even came out in his speech.
            There is a recording of Goodman introducing a 1937 radio feed where a bluesy cadence is detectable not only in his clarinet
            lines, but in his introduction as well. “This is Benny Goodman, and I think I’ve heard that one before,” Goodman intones with
            phrasing more akin to Duke Ellington’s than any other midwestern Jew. There was nothing self-conscious about this adoption:
            it was the world in which he walked. Goodman is welcome at Smith’s rent party, too, and, unlike Lida Louise’s death scene,
            in which Rudford’s parting line for her is more like minstrelsy without blackface, his absorption of her rhythm, cadence,
            and articulation is no mere mask. 
         

         
         
         
         
         The producer of that session was John Hammond, the Columbia Records talent scout who was also responsible for promulgating
            the Bessie Smith fable that inspired Salinger. Like Salinger, Hammond was a blue-blood dropout in search of an alternative
            discourse to prep school banter, and his memoir, John Hammond on Record, tells a fascinating story about a Vanderbilt heir who rebelled against his family by bringing blacks and Jews—two ethnic
            groups restricted from his family’s country clubs—together in recording studios, and while his narrative often smacks of a
            self-serving paternalism, his achievement in this arena was undeniable. Three days after producing that Smith-Goodman session,
            he would bring Goodman back into the same studio for Billie Holiday’s recording debut, and a few years later, Goodman would
            integrate his band with Charlie Christian, Teddy Wilson, and Lionel Hampton. By 1961, when The Catcher in the Rye had been a cultural phenomenon for a decade, Hammond would discover the Jewish performer who would provide an entire generation
            of Holden Caulfields with a cross-ethnic icon. Young, ambitious Robert Zimmerman was evasive about his origins. He contrived
            a name from a famous Welsh poet, told reporters and publicists that he learned guitar from Leadbelly, and concocted the phenomenon
            of Bob Dylan. Dylan’s appeal is often explained in generational terms, but his crossover of the styles of white and black
            folk musicians is no less significant. 
         

         
         
         
         
         For the 1960s generation of dropouts, Bob Dylan was a Holden Caulfield with an outlet, and the language of prep school kids
            and Ivy League dropouts would find a voice that could complain, as Dylan does in “It’s Alright Ma, I’m Only Bleeding,” that
            “all is phony” to the twang of a blues guitar riff. In Salinger’s fiction, the records are collectors’ items, but they don’t
            find their way into the frustrated voices of privilege. In The Catcher in the Rye, Holden breaks that Estelle Fletcher record shortly after buying it, and in “Blue Melody,” when Rudford runs into Peggy in
            the Palm Room of the Biltmore Hotel, they are both sophisticated grownups, and their memory of Lida Louise is as inaccessible
            as childhood itself. Peggy begs to hear Rudford’s rare copy of “Soupy Peggy,” since hers was stepped on by a drunk college
            boy. Rudford promises to let Peggy hear it, but, Salinger writes, “he almost never played the record for anybody in 1942. It was terribly scratchy now. It didn’t even sound like Lida Louise anymore. ” Like Vinteuil’s “little phrase” in
            Proust’s À La Recherchedu Temps Perdu, which grows increasingly faint the more Swann’s passion for Odette fades, Salinger uses the obscurity of a dead blues singer
            as a poignant coda to a buried past—in this case, of simultaneous racial exploitation and fetish. John Hammond supplied the
            mythological Bessie Smith for “Blue Melody,” but he also brought the reconstructed Benny Goodman and Robert Zimmerman to the
            world. Frustrated young professionals in posh hotels would never have to look far for the blues again. 
         

         
         
         
         
         CRISS CROSS: BEBOP’S MIXED MARRIAGE

         
         
         
         
         In “Blue Melody,” Rudford had only a brief moment of passing, when he is mistaken for the black musician Endicott. If he had
            been able to extend a life of saying things like, “I’m right here, baby,” America beyond the wartime trenches might not have
            seemed so grim. The denouement in the Biltmore lobby is filled with the kinds of bourgeois utterances that drive Holden Caulfield
            to homicidal rage before turning to the “Dixieland-and Whorehouse” “Little Shirley Beans” for solace. Six years after the
            publication of The Catcher in the Rye, Norman Mailer’s “The White Negro” found a way to extend the trope of passing that Salinger entertains only briefly, and
            when it first appeared in the pages of Dissent in 1957, it caused as much of a stir for a certain set of grownups as did The Catcher in the Rye—and does still—for adolescents of all ages. Mailer’s intended audience in Dissent was a more rarefied set than the readers for his short-lived column in the Village Voice, where he delineated the difference between the “Hip and the Square. ” Explaining to Village Voice readers that Thelonious Monk was to Dave Brubeck what orgasms were to cancer was to delineate an obvious analogy for hipsters
            of 1956. “The White Negro” was another matter. It was written for Irving Howe and served as a wake-up call for New York Intellectuals.
            
         

         
         
         
         
         And to write for New York Intellectuals was to write for New York Jewish Intellectuals, and this was not a crowd that had figured out what to make of jazz. Commentary ran two essays on bebop in 1950 and 1951 by an essayist who at the time claimed first-hand knowledge of Negro culture, an
            assertion he subsequently retracted when he rose up the ranks of New York’s literati. That author was Anatole Broyard, the
            future New York Times daily book reviewer, who described the new phenomenon as “an increasingly miscegenated ritual which was gradually losing its
            original identity 15 and cathartic quality. ”14 Broyard’s words turned out to be prophetic: he lost his original identity himself as a black man passing as white. 16 As a “White Negro” in reverse, Broyard’s quest for a “pure” blackness—something like the “blackness of blackness” parodied
            by Ellison in the prologue to Invisible Man—would turn out to be the very thing he tried to erase from his biography. Mailer departed from Broyard and all other conventional
            wisdom about bebop by treating it not as “miscegenated,” but as a phenomenon of unreconstructed black masculinity that white
            hipsters desperately wanted to trope. In doing so, he identified a cultural phenomenon that startled Howe and subsequently
            drew ire from Norman Podhoretz (in public, in Commentary) and Ralph Ellison (in private, in a letter to Albert Murray). 17 Coming from Broyard, “miscegenated” was meant to be a dismissal, in a moment when a black literary critic was compelled to
            pass for white, and when the Supreme Court still allowed for states to keep miscegenation laws on the books. The Supreme Court
            would not strike down miscegenation laws until 1967, a decade after the publication of “The White Negro,” but the music that
            inspired Mailer’s influential account of appropriation was a more covertly mixed marriage than Mailer himself realized. 
         

         
         
         
         
         A detailed investigation into what was actually happening on and around the bandstand would have complicated his argument,
            and the nuance could have cooled the fire of his prose. Mailer needed jazz musicians to be tough, black, hypersexual men,
            and the last thing he wanted was for bop to be the “miscegenated” phenomenon identified by Broyard, particularly if it meant
            that Jews would be thrown into the mix. He preferred being known as tough guy who served in World War II as opposed to a Brooklyn
            Jew who went to Harvard, and, for him, blackmasculinity represented the ultimate triumph over his existential dread. While
            Mailer was taking notes on “The Hip and the Square” in 1956 and working on “The White Negro” in the spring of 1957, he spent
            a considerable amount of time obsessively taking in Thelonious Monk’s quartet. 18 By the time “The White Negro” appeared in the pages of Dissent that summer, Mailer had left his Voice column and looked on to new novelistic and pugilistic territory, and the tenor saxophonist John Coltrane had taken involuntary
            leave from Miles Davis’s quartet, kicked heroin, and looked on to new harmonic and rhythmic territory. Monk’s quartet provided
            the setting for Coltrane to make this conversion, and when “The White Negro” came out, Monk’s quartet with Coltrane was in
            residence at the Five Spot. 19Mailer was transfixed by Monk’s music, but he did not understand it; he remained on the outside. On the CD Live at the Five Spot: Discovery!, Coltrane can be heard under the sway of Monk and Islam, developing what the critic Ira Gitler called “sheets of sound” in
            which Coltrane wrapped rococo patterns around a harmonic idea, in double, triple, even quadruple time. Mailer was entranced
            by Monk’s eccentric pounding and twirling, but he was not really listening. For Mailer,Monk was hip in the way that homicide
            and rape were hip: the music was transgressive, dangerous, linked to drugs and outlaw behavior. To demystify its origins,
            or complicate it or subject it to analytical scrutiny, would have made it less hip. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Those who knew Mailer well said he never did have an ear for music, and, according to Carl Rollyson’s biography, he rented
            a saxophone to play along with Monk’s music despite his complete inability to play the instrument. Indiscriminately honking
            along with Monk’s music was “hip” to Mailer, who thought he was witnessing black masculinity in its purest, unadulterated
            form. Without actually analyzing the music, he probably did not realize that he was witnessing Monk rewriting the compositions
            of Jews, most notably George Gershwin and Irving Berlin. Mailer’s notes for “The Hip and the Square” explained that “Negro”
            was hip and “white” was square, but what he did not fathom was that on the bandstand, such distinctions had nothing to do
            with race in the biological sense, but rather with a musical formulation. Being able to play the changes of “I’ve Got Rhythm”
            was how you made the cut at Minton’s Playhouse. It didn’t matter that the changes were drafted by a Jew, and, by the time
            of Mailer’s writing in 1956, the Jewish saxophonists Stan Getz and Lee Konitz had as much of a chance to be hip as the black
            popularizer Ramsey Lewis had to be a square. The greatest insult a jazz musician could lodge against another one was, “He
            sounds white,” but the judgment has nothing to do with appearance and everything to do with sound. 20 Getz was a Jew who was able to internalize the language and style of Lester Young, and to the undiscerning Mailer, he might
            have seemed like just another White Negro, but to those on the bandstand that could hear the difference, there was nothing
            white about his sound. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Mailer’s readers in Dissent never got the news, but when he heard Monk playing “In Walked Bud,” he was not only hearing a tribute to the great Harlem
            bebop pianist Bud Powell but, using the same chords and structure, a variation on Irving Berlin’s “Blue Skies. ” It was not
            the first time Berlin’s tune was the occasion for a black-Jewish crossover. Thirty years earlier, in 1927’s The Jazz Singer, Al Jolson’s Jacob Rabinowitz—who, like the former LeRoi Jones, would change his name—serenades his mother with “Blue Skies,”
            following it with a stage patter that sounds as much like Louis Armstrong’s comic routines on “Chinatown, My Chinatown” and
            “Laughin’ Louie” as it does like the vaudeville stage. “You ain’t heard nothin’, yet,” the artist, now known as Jack Robin,
            tells his mother in a famous refrain, an improvised aside by Jolson that would inadvertently become the first words spoken
            in the history of cinema. “I’m gonna play it jazzy. ” Jolson then does something with “Blue Skies” that may strike contemporary
            viewers as relentless mugging and grandstanding, but, with his rhythmic variations, aggressive pounding, and melodic fill-ins,
            also anticipates Monk’s “In Walked Bud. ” Robin’s Oedipal paradise is shattered by the entrance of his cantor father. “You
            dare to bring your jazz songs into this house!” read the titles while a bearded Jew rants and raves. “I taught you to sing
            the songs of Israel to take my place in the synagogue!” Monk took the changes of “Blue Skies” back and imposed his own inimitable
            melodic and rhythmic attack on it, showing that the racial interplay could go both ways. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Mailer has so many of his own riffs to get out in “The White Negro” that he did not have time to pay attention to specific
            compositions and their origins. One can only imagine what Mailer would have come up with if he had investigated the complexities
            and contradiction of Monk’s music and mystique. When Mailer’s intended farewell column was originally published in the Village Voice—he quit over a typesetting error—it was a vicious attack on Waiting for Godot. But then Mailer saw Beckett’s play on Broadway the following week and felt compelled to make a final public notice. No such
            addendum on jazz ever appeared after the publication of “The White Negro,” but the collaboration between Irving Berlin and
            Thelonious Monk that was really responsible for Mailer’s improvised orgasms might not have taken away from their intensity.
            As it is, though, there are no specific references to Monk or any other jazz musicians in “The White Negro. ” Instead, jazz
            is an attitude, an alternative way of approaching sex, death, and ennui in 1957, in which orgasms can be apocalyptic and subjects
            ranging from the atom bomb to the death of God can be greeted from the hipsters Mailer calls “really cool cats” with the response
            of “Crazy, man!” The bad things in life for Mailer are the things that get in the way of phallic sex and Reichian orgasms.
            Jazz itself is the best route to take for these pursuits for, as he noted in a notorious passage,
         

         
         
         
         
         jazz is orgasm, it is the music of orgasm, good orgasm and bad, and so it spoke across a nation, it had the communication
            of art even where it was watered, perverted, corrupted, and almost killed, it spoke in no matter what laundered popular way
            of instantaneous existential states to which some whites could respond, it was indeed a communication by art because it said,
            “I feel this, and now you do too. ”21

         
         
         
         
         Jazz was always linked to blackness and phallic sex for Mailer, and, in typical self-hating fashion, Jewishness was characterized
            as an obstacle to these lofty goals. At the end of his story “The Time of Her Time,” the bullfighter Sergius O’Shaugnessy
            finally brings the Jewish NYU student Denise to orgasm, and just in case the point is not made through anal sex and the triumph
            of what he calls his phallic “avenger,” he also whispers in her ear, “You dirty little Jew. ” Arthur, Denise’s Jewish boyfriend,
            is able to satisfy her through cunnilingus, which O’Shaugnessy dismisses as “Jewish bonanzas of mouth love. ” But the purest
            orgasm for Mailer is a retreat from Jewishness to blackness, and with Monk he thought he was seeing it in its purest, undiluted
            form. Mailer practiced what he preached: in addition to growing a goatee and sometimes affecting black dialect, Mailer married
            Beverly Bently, a former lover of Miles Davis. According to Mary Dearborn, Mailer’s biographer, part of Mailer’s fascination
            with Bently was her history with Davis, and he always felt himself to be an inferior follow-up act, an anxiety that apparently
            haunted him all the way to their divorce proceedings. Thehomosocial relations between Mailer and Davis are blatant in this
            triangulation, only confirmed when, accused of repressed homosexuality, Mailer responded, “Of course I’m a latent homosexual,
            but I choose, as Sartre puts it, to be heterosexual. ”22

         
         
         
         
         Mailer offended many with his reading of jazz in “The White Negro,” but this was really part of his plan. James Baldwin published
            his most venerated fictional account of jazz in “Sonny’s Blues” in 1958, a year after the publication of Mailer’s essay, and
            the literary feud that was occasioned by Baldwin’s reaction to “The White Negro” was so sweeping that an entire book was devoted
            to the subject. 23 “Sonny’s Blues” has become the most anthologized short story on the subject of jazz, and while Baldwin’s first-hand knowledge
            of the music was surely greater than Mailer’s—as his finest essays have shown—the divide in Mailer’s essay is similar to that
            in Baldwin’s story, and if the racial dynamic is yet more nuanced, the reading of jazz is also similar. Compared to Mailer,
            who introduced himself to Diana Trilling at a party by asking, “Now, how about you, smart cunt?”24 Baldwin was more diplomatic with the group, although he may have harbored a similar hostility. Baldwin looked back somewhat
            bitterly on his period as an essayist for the New Leader. “Most of the books I reviewed were Be Kind to Niggers, Be Kind to Jews, while American was going through one of its liberal
            convulsions. ” 25 Mailer could not have been accused of dispensing such empty platitudes, and “The White Negro” was written to make them seize
            all the more. Baldwin responded to the essay by claiming to know “more about that periphery [Mailer] so helplessly maligns
            in ‘The White Negro’ than he could ever hope to know,”26 and that Mailer was himself a failed hipster. Baldwin describes hanging out with Mailer and a group of unnamed jazz musicians
            in Paris, and Mailer was outcooled:
         

         
         
         
         
         And matters were not helped at all by the fact that the Negro jazz musicians, among whom we sometimes found ourselves, who
            really liked Norman, did not for an instant consider him as being even remotely “hip” and Norman did not know this and I could
            not tell him. He never broke through to them, at least not as far as I know; and they were far too “hip,” if that is the word
            I want, even to consider breaking through to him. They thought he was a real sweet ofay cat, but a little frantic. 27

         
         
         
         
         It was the ultimate swipe to his erstwhile literary adversary for Baldwin to describe Mailer as an interloper in the hipster
            underground, just another “frantic,” schvitzing Jewish nebbish. But Mailer and Baldwin both characterized jazz as the lingua
            franca of hip, and while “Sonny’s Blues” varies up the racial template, like “The White Negro” it is at heart about a divide
            between instinct and intellect. Baldwin sets up the divide between an unnamed narrator, a math teacher, and his brother, Sonny,
            a bebop pianist. On the first page of “Sonny’s Blues,” we learn about a tabloid report that Sonny has been picked up for using
            and peddling heroin, and the further we are drawn into the narrative, the more we are presented with a familiar study in contrast.
            Most of the story is then a trip backward to find out what went wrong. If the narrator is not exactly a “White Negro in Reverse”
            like the passing Anatole Broyard, he certainly would have fit Mailer’s definition of a “square. ” Baldwin sets this up by
            putting Sonny in a perpetual state of mourning, for his daughter, Gracie, for his mother, and, metaphorically, for the brownstone
            Harlem community (also, although he does not realize it, the Swing Era) as he sees drifters languishing in the Urban Renewal
            chaos of the postwar era. Formost of “Sonny’s Blues,” the narrator casts Sonny’s music in the same dour light, as his descent
            into jazz is chronicled like a descent into addiction itself. The narrator is disturbed to learn that his brother has become
            a musician, recalling an uncle he never knew who was murdered by a group of southern white men. In hipster New York, the lynch
            mob is replaced by the drug-saturated subculture of bebop—a place where the narrator fears he cannot watch over him. When
            Sonny tells his brother, “I want to play jazz,” it is treated as a statement of transgression, as if he were saying, “I want
            to be a junkie. ” For Mailer, jazz is orgasm, but for Baldwin, jazz, or at least bebop, is transgression. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Baldwin, like Mailer, was explaining jazz for a New York Intellectual venue. As one of the few black writers who could get
            into the pages of the Partisan Review in 1957, Baldwin was acting as the native informant, but the way he sets it up, it is really told from a perspective nearly
            as outside of the world of Minton’s and 52nd Street as would have been that of Partisan Review editor, William Phillips. Like so many ambitious young Jewish writers of the fifties, Baldwin’s path to literary assimilation
            included falling under the tortuous spell of Henry James. Philip Roth recalled taking the Jamesian path of literary assimilation
            as a graduate student at the University of Chicago. “I’d be in class with all those Jew boys and we’d have our hands up. Hey
            ya! Heeyyaaaaa! I know the answer! Whaddyamean a Jew knows Henry James?”28 If Roth felt incongruous as a Jew who knew Henry James, Baldwin was aspiring to be among the aspirants. Baldwin kept a portrait
            of James over his desk, and like Portrait of a Lady’s Ralph Touchett and The Ambassadors’ Lambert Strether, the narrator of “Sonny’s Blues” hovers outside the gates of experience hiding in image and semicolon.
            It’s not just that he cannot get to the thing itself. It is the very mystery of the music that enhances its eros. The narrator
            of “Sonny’s Blues” is less ofan outsider to the music than is the author of “The White Negro,” but he is still not completely
            inside it, either. “All I know about music is that people never really hear it,” the narrator says. When the narrator finally
            hears the music, it is during a performance of “Am I Blue?” by the Jewish Tin Pan Alley tunesmith Harry Aks, a song made famous
            by Ethel Waters. It was not a tune bebop musicians tended to play, and in addition to Waters, the most well-known version
            was Louis Armstrong’s, dismissed by Sonny as “that down home crap. ” What Baldwin shrewdly identifies as the connection between
            the “down home” Armstrong and the revolutionary, postwar harmonics of Parker is the cadence of the blues. They provide the
            title of the story and the metaphor of suffering that Sonny, the self-destructive junkie, must endure to be Baldwin’s idea
            of a true bebop artist. And Harry Aks’s tune provides an occasion for a horn player named Creole to “let out the reins,” for
            a “dry, low, black man” to “say something awful on the drums. ”
         

         
         
         
         
         The blues were central to bebop, as Parker’s 1948 “Parker’s Mood,” just to give one example, would demonstrate. But there
            are other modes of communication going on with the musicians Baldwin describes, too. When the narrator finally “gets” Sonny’s
            music, it inspires prose as rapturous and eloquent as anything Baldwin ever produced. His epiphany is not about how jazz musicians
            actually formulate their ideas or communicate with each other, but how an outsider might view them and impose a narrative
            on them. There are brief descriptions earlier in the story of Sonny practicing, but what he is practicing is too perplexing
            for the narrator to fathom. What the narrator witnesses is a catharsis, but he cannot imagine how the labyrinthine language
            of bebop would have a logic as complex as the high school algebra he teaches. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Baldwin does not necessarily think that jazz is orgasm, but he does not present it as a learned discourse, either. In Ken
            Burns’s Jazz, the Mailerian perspective of jazz as a spontaneous, orgasmic cry of expression is given by Allen Ginsberg in a somewhat
            dismissive but not inaccurate take on the Beat fascination with jazz: “Jazz gives us a way of expressing the spontaneous motions
            of the heart. It’s like a fountain of instantaneous inspiration that’s available to everybody. All you have to do is turn
            on the radio or put on a record or pick up an axe yourself and blow. ”29 The image of Ginsberg picking up an “axe” and blowing the choruses of “Ko Ko” is about as comical as Mailer blowing untrained
            saxophone lines to “Epistrophy. ” Moments later in Burns’s documentary, Wynton Marsalis offers an alternative reading of bop,
            by saying of the pianist dubbed the music’s “high priest,” “What I like about Monk is that he’s so logical. ” Marsalis then
            walks the audience through Monk’s “Epistrophy,” delineating the call and response between the two phrases in the tune’s A
            section—one a half step higher than the other—as a masterful display of that logic, referring to Monk’s ingenious use of the
            blues and categories like “gutbucket” as if he were coming up with a new theorem or equation. 30 Ginsberg, who was nearly expelled from Columbia for writing “Fuck the Jews” on a campus window, saw the music as the ultimate
            form of the transgressive embrace of one ethnicity over another. But the more bebop is studied beyond its cultural moment,
            the more it becomes codified, resembling the “college algebra” of “Sonny’s Blues” ’s narrator more every day. It would take
            a few generations of historical perspective before jazz was written about beyond its context; that is, when the process of
            acquiring the language and technique of the music could be written about with as much detail as the things around it. 
         

         
         
         
         
         When it comes to race, “Sonny’s Blues” certainly offers more variation than “The White Negro. ” In the apocalyptic realm of
            Mailer’s essay, there is only one kind of black man, and jazz is his orgasmic soundtrack. In “Sonny’s Blues,” Baldwin offers
            more choices for black men in 1957, and suggests that one does not have to join the lotus eaters to make the gig at the Five
            Spot (although given the rate of recidivism among heroin addicts, one wonders at the end of the story how long Sonny will
            be saved). But bebop itself was not treated as a complex path. Its central figures were black, and many of them were junkies,
            but the path was more multifaceted than that. Charlie Parker, of course, not only revolutionized the harmonic language of
            jazz, but was, as he put it, “the world’s most famous junkie. ” By the time “Sonny’s Blues” was published though, Charlie
            Parker’s 1955 overdose had inspired Sonny Rollins and Miles Davis to kick heroin; Dizzy Gillespie, Clifford Brown, and others
            avoided the drug altogether. But whether Mailer was reporting on orgasmic bop and racial appropriation for Irving Howe or
            Baldwin was crafting Jamesian prose about a narcotic-driven Icarus myth for William Phillips, there was neither the distance
            nor the perspective for a more nuanced reading of the music. 
         

         
         
         
         
         There is no acknowledgment in “The White Negro” or “Sonny’s Blues” of the diversity of the bop material their authors’ mined
            for their writings, and that what was going on in the music was itself a black-Jewish dialogue. For Monk to lift Berlin’s
            “Blue Skies”—or for Baldwin’s Sonny to transform Harry Aks’s “Am I Blue” into some sort of bop reverie—is to reset the cultural
            paradigm of the source material. Mailer’s White Negroes found something appealing to appropriate at the Five Spot, but Monk
            found something more subtle in the chord sequence of Irving Berlin and made it his. “In Walked Bud” began with Monk riffing
            on Berlin’s chord changes for “Blue Skies,” and its title came after Jon Hendricks sat in with Monk’s band and invented vocalese
            lyrics for Monk’s melody. “In walked Bud, and then we got into something,” sang Hendricks. Powell did time in Bellevue and
            would have been celebrated by Mailer for his madness more than for his harmonics. But Monk used a tune by a Jewish composer
            to teach a jazz history lesson. One can imagine Mailer and Baldwin sitting in the Five Spot in 1957 taking notes. Only part
            of the story came out in what they ultimately produced. 
         

         
         
         
         
         “A SUBTLER MUSIC”

         
         
         
         
         Like many Philip Roth novels, his The Human Stain (2000) began as a story of revenge. The intended recipient was Anatole Broyard, who, in his unfinished memoir about postwar
            Greenwich Village, remarked, “In Portnoy’s Complaint, Portnoy says that underneath their skirts all girls have cunts. What he didn’t say—and this was his trouble, his real complaint—was
            that under their skirts, they also had souls. ”31 Roth was aware that Bro-yard had something to hide, too, and his own narrative of passing inspired Roth’s rancid tale of deception,
            revenge, and guilt. Yet in a Rothian twist, his Broyard-inspired hero does not pass, as Broyard did, as a Connecticut WASP,
            but as a New York Jew, and there is a brief moment in the novel in which there is a cease-fire in the ethnic strife and sexual
            warfare that dominates most of the book. This moment of detente occurs when Coleman Silk has a memory of 1948, right before
            he makes the decision to pass. With his dual ethnic status, Silk gets to play out both sides of the culture wars—as a black
            victim of racism in the forties and a Jewish casualty of campus politics in the nineties—when ironically, he is brought down
            after being accused of being racist himself. But there is one scene in which Silk is able to have the erotic highlight of
            a life with no shortage of sexual rigor—this is a Roth novel, after all—and his given and assumed ethnic identities are able
            to merge effortlessly. Silk, on a GI-funded tour of Greenwich Village bohemia, has his pick of sexual conquests and has found
            the woman the future classics professor calls his “Voluptuas,” the Nordic Steena Palsson, who fascinates him with her enigmatic
            poetry, her headstrong stoicism, and, most importantly, her insatiable libido. They have one encounter that becomes a dominant
            motif for Coleman’s sexual memories, and the soundtrack plays a crucial role:
         

         
         
         
         
         She was getting undressed, and the radio was on—Symphony Sid—and first, to get her moving and in the mood, there was Count
            Basie and a bunch of jazz musicians jamming on “Lady Be Good,” a wild live recording, and following that, more Gershwin, the
            Artie Shaw rendition of “The Man I Love” that featured Roy Eldridge steaming everything up. Coleman was lying semi-upright
            on the bed, doing what he most loved to do on a Saturday night after they’d returned from their five bucks’ worth of Chianti
            and spaghetti and cannoli in their favorite Fourteenth Street basement restaurant: watch her take her clothes off. All at
            once, with no prompting from him—seemingly only prompted by Eldridge’s trumpet—she began what Coleman liked to describe as
            the single most slithery dance ever performed by a Fergus Falls girl after little more than a year in New York City. She could
            have raised Gershwin himself from the grave with that dance, and with the way she sang the song. Prompted by a colored trumpet
            player playing it like a black torch song, there to see, plain as day, was all the power of her whiteness. 32

         
         
         
         
         There is nothing arbitrary about the musical cues of this carnal respite from the ethnic psychodrama that will follow. In
            1948, Coleman Silk had to escape from blackness to Jewishness, andin 1998, he would have avoided his downfall if he had decided
            to embrace his blackness. But the performance of a composition by a blues-inflected son of Russian Jewish immigrants by a
            Jewish clarinetist and black trumpeter is a three-minute fantasy of ethnic and erotic utopia. “Lady Be Good” began as a number
            from a musical revue that became a staple for the Jazz at the Philharmonic jam sessions that Symphony Sid Torin would have
            broadcast in 1948, most memorably with an early recording of Ella Fitzgerald scatting her way around Gershwin’s changes accompanied
            by the honking polyphony of Charlie Parker, Dizzy Gillespie, and a roaring crowd. But the centerpiece of the scene is the
            Artie Shaw-Roy Eldridge version of “The Man I Love,” a crucial composition for the Gershwins that, like Rhapsody in Blue, leaned heavily on the contrast between major and minor. (“Someday he’ll come” begins in a major key, until “along” brings
            it to a bluesy minor. ) On the 1945 recording Coleman hears on the radio in 1948 (and subsequently plays in septuagenarian
            encounters on a CD), Artie Shaw uses the major/minor shift to ingenious effect, sliding in and out of both through the language
            of the blue notes that are the distinguishing harmonic features of both klezmer and the blues. The Roy Eldridge trumpet fanfare
            that follows—only on a single A section—is brassy and affirmative, less cagey than Shaw’s solo and more percussive. 
         

         
         
         
         
         The former Arthur Arshawsky toured the country—and had a brief affair—with Billie Holiday, much to the chagrin of many of
            his 1930s booking agents; Roy Eldridge performed a 1946 duet of “Drop Me off Uptown” with the white singer Anita O’Day, playing
            a solo after being encouraged by the singer to “blow, Roy, blow. ” (In that unprecedented interracial pairing, it is O’Day,
            not Eldridge, who is the sexual initiator. ) The eros performed by Shaw and Eldridge is replicated in Coleman Silk’s bedroom,
            but cannot be sustained outside of it. In the closeddoors of Roth’s encounter, the cultural divide between Coleman and Steena
            was not in any way diminished: if anything, it is turned into high drama, but it is drama used for a sexual power-play. Roy
            Eldridge is described as a “colored trumpet player” who spurs on Steena’s body, fetishized as a Melvillian “big white thing.
            ” But that big white thing can never be harpooned, certainly not after Steena meets Coleman’s proud, black family in East
            Orange, New Jersey, and subsequently runs away, telling Coleman “I can’t do it!” (HS, 125). What worked on the bandstand and in the bedroom did not work when the last chorus ran out and the dance was over.
            Race is something Coleman Silk wants to move beyond, but it is only in this musical interlude that ethnicity can be troped
            and transcended at the same time. When Silk is buried as a Jew fifty years later to the strains of the Kaddish, then to a
            devastating performance of Mahler’s Third Symphony (by a Jew who passed as a Catholic), Nathan Zuckerman—the doppelganger
            who has narrated seven previous Roth novels—observes that the only music that could have affected him even more would have
            been “Steena Palsson’s rendition of ‘The Man I Love’ as she’d sung it from the foot of Coleman’s Sullivan Street bed in 1948”
            (HS, 312). The memory of all that is particularly poignant, a recollection of a privileged moment when ethnicity could be forgotten
            for the duration of a song. 
         

         
         
         
         
         “The Man I Love” also finds its way into the bedroom in Richard Powers’s The Time of Our Singing (2003), and it inspires a private language where the cultural pollenation can be understood in the confines of ephemeral postcoital
            bliss. Here, Powers, the author of notoriously intellectual fiction treating such technical and scientific esoterica as molecular
            genetics (The Gold Bug Variations), artificial intelligence (Galetea 2. 2), and virtual reality (Plowing the Dark), applies his scientific precision and meticulous research to America’s literary conversation on race. Although he wrote
            on the classic American theme of corporate ascent in Gain, and in Plowing the Dark even produced a prophetic book about militant Islam a year before the attacks of September 11, 2001, the WASP author may seem
            perhaps the least likely candidate among contemporary literary writers to cross the color line and reopen the question of
            what it means to be black in America. As with his earlier novels, The Time of Our Singing also yokes together heterogeneous cultural elements, including Einstein’s theory of relativity, Miles Davis’s Sketches of Spain, the politics of the Metropolitan Opera, and the aesthetics of the March on Washington. Unlike The Human Stain, which visits music only briefly, Powers’s novel is a sustained meditation on musical collaboration and political apocalypse
            modeled after Thomas Mann’s Doctor Faustus,33 and Gershwin has as much cultural resonance for Powers as Schoenberg did for Mann. “The Man I Love” makes its appearance when
            Joseph Strom, the son of a Jewish physicist and African American mezzo, is having his first affair with the Polish-American
            Teresa Wierzbicki, who catches his eye while he applies his Juilliard-trained piano skills to playing Top 40 in an Atlantic
            City lounge, keeping himself amused with sophisticated voicings. Although Joseph is told by his boss, “Nix the Gershwin. Gershwin’s
            for people dying of shuffleboard injuries at the Nevele,”34 in 1970, when the cultural dynamics of Tin Pan Alley are deemed irrelevant and anemic by a geriatric Jewish club owner, Joseph
            and Teresa still find the lyrics to be the ideal private language of their sexual banter:
         

         
         
         
         
         “Ah, Sunday. ”

         
         
         
         
         “Maybe Monday,” I sang. 

         
         
         
         
         Teresa segued: “Maybe not. ” She turned toward me, pulling her feet up on the sofa underneath her. She looked down at her
            thighs, a little askew, the color of fine bone china. Her lips moved silently, as they had for so long in the darkness of
            the club, keeping me company each night. The warmth of the recording came out of her soundless mouth. Still I’m sure to meet him one day, maybe Tuesday will be my good news day. My right hand lowered itself onto her leg and began accompanying. I closed my eyes and improvised. I moved from chords to
            free imitation, careful to keep a decent range, between her knee and hiked-up hemline. 
         

         
         
         
         
         (TS, 443–44)
         

         
         
         
         
         This is Joseph’s first sexual encounter, and the Gershwin lyrics serves as a mode of communication for a working-class, white
            Jersey girl who learned about Waller, Vaughan, and Monk from her father and a biracial prodigy who spent most of his life
            on stage and in the practice room. Joseph represents a particular phenomenon that has never found its way into American fiction:
            the black (or at least part black) classical music prodigy. Unlike Mailer’s phallic bopper, Baldwin’s junkie bopper, or Salinger’s
            martyred blues empress, Joseph Strom gravitates to music like no other fictive creation, and the intersection between blacks
            and Jews that makes Gershwin’s tune so perfect for interracial private erotics is, as in The Human Stain, embattled outside its musical or erotic occasion. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Like Roth, Powers subverts ethnic sterotypes and their musical associations by mixing them up. He brings together a blackJewish
            couple to produce three extraordinary children at a turning point in American politics and music. On an auspicious Easter
            in 1939, when the great contralto Marian Anderson, banished from Constitution Hall by the Daughters of the American Revolution,
            gives a stirring outdoor performance, the largest solo recital in American history, David Strom, a Jewish émigré physicist
            just barely escaped from Hitler’s Europe, meets Delia Dailey, a promising black singer whose family is the embodiment of Du
            Bois’s “Talented Tenth. ” Their union produces a trio of gifted children who go beyond the fractional bar set by Du Bois in
            1903, including the eldest, Jonah, whose “voice was so pure, it could make heads of state repent” (8), the middle child Joseph,
            everyone’s accompanist, and Ruth, the youngest, a deadly mimic as child and an angry activist as an adult. With a tenured
            appointment at Columbia and an apartment in the liminal ethnic threshold of Hamilton Heights, Professor Strom attempts to
            raise his prodigies in a controlled experiment “beyond race. ” At first, their realm is familial paradise. Life is filled
            with Schubert lieder, mathematical puzzles, and literary games. What could go wrong? The answer, of course, is America, with
            its collision between the ideal world of artistic shelter and the brutal world of racial politics. In 1950s New York, these
            black-Jewish children excel at everything they do, and they are instructed to refuse racial classification. Delia tells Jonah
            and Joseph, “You two boys can be anything you want” (TS, 208). 
         

         
         
         
         
         It is not hard to imagine the obstacles they confront from there. Jonah shows unlimited promise as a tenor, but halts his
            musical ascent when he refuses to accept a New York Times critic’s assertion that he may become one of the “great Negro tenors” of his generation. The more passive Joseph—who serves
            as our anxious narrator—is less Promethean than his brother (who is memorably described in his performances as Faust), and
            more indeterminate in his racial identity, a Hans Castorp–like blank slate unsure whether he should fill his canvas with a
            postracial self-portrait or conform to his era’s idea of blackness. Ruth, the youngest and darkest, passionately adopts those
            racial signifiers, abandons her musical talent and uses her considerable rhetorical gifts in the service of 1960s radical
            politics. As Jonah and Joseph barnstorm the country on the classical music circuit—while Ruth goes into hiding with the Black
            Panthers—they collide with history at every stop, watching Birmingham’s water cannons on hotel television, and recording “The
            Erl-King” in Los Angeles while Watts burns. 
         

         
         
         
         
         And it is in such cloistered circumstances that they make their discoveries of jazz. Like Ellison’s Invisible Man, the Strom
            brothers might even be said to possess minds. Coming to jazz from a classical background, they confront the music not through
            instinct but rather intense and rigorous study, and Joseph is baffled by the emotional response he has to improvisation. While
            jazz was having one of its most fertile decades in the fifties, it was mostly ignored in the halls of Juilliard, where music
            students still looked to the avantgarde of Roger Sessions and Elliot Carter to point the way to the next paradigm shift—assuming
            that such a shift could only take place in modernized versions of the sonata form. It takes Wilson Hart, one of the few black
            students at Juilliard, to show Jonah otherwise when he encourages him to depart from the score of Joaquin Rodrigo’s 1939 Concierto de Aranjuez, dismissed by Jonah, under the spell of the avant-garde, as a “total throwback. ” But when Jonah sees Wilson take liberties
            with Rodrigo’s themes and improvise on them, it is a revelation for Joseph, who could not have fathomed that deviating from
            the score could produce serious music. Suddenly confronting the blues, swing, and all of the other music going on around him
            while he was locked up in a practice room, Joseph blurts out, “What you just made? That was better than the stuff you made
            it from” (TS, 189). In 1961, Rodrigo’s Concierto would be adapted for Miles Davis’s Sketches of Spain, and when Joseph hears the theme again on the Davis record, realizing that a concerto for guitar could be transcribed and
            improvised upon for piano, he internalizes the mystique of Miles Davis, realizing that Americanmusic is as ad hoc as American
            identity. “There’s not a horse alive that’s purebread,”Wilson tells Joseph, who has to confront the music and image of Miles
            Davis to understand his own ambiguous relationship to his blackness. He brushes off a knowing White Negro at a party who says
            “That’s my man, Miles,” and cathects with the music in solitude, realizing that the mixed up, pluralistic identity Wilson
            had so badly wanted Joseph to bring out was coming through on those speakers. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Davis was first introduced to the idea of playing Spanish music by Beverly Bently, before she became Mrs. Norman Mailer.  Sketches of Spain is one of Davis’s three crucial collaborations with Gil Evans, the white arranger who was able to bring Davis’s music to a
            larger public, drawing from an orchestral pallette that was as indebted to French Impressionism as it was to Duke Ellington.
            But while Davis’s recording was widely celebrated, in his autobiography he remembered his frustration with the classical musicians
            on the session:
         

         
         
         
         
         Like most other classical players, they play only what you put in front of them. That’s what classical music is; the musicians
            only play what’s there and nothing else. They can remember, and have the ability of robots. In classical music, if one musician
            isn’t like the other, isn’t all the way a robot, like all the rest, then the other robots make fun of him or her, especially
            if they’re black. That’s all that is, that’s all the classical music is in terms of the musicians who play it—robot shit.
            35

         
         
         
         
         Davis, in typically hyperbolic fashion, is overstating the case to demonstrate the superiority of his own idiom—really, of
            being Miles Davis—over any other form of expression. But Davis, a Juilliard dropout himself, was also acknowledging what Joseph
            Strom was figuring out in the practice room and would laterhave to confront in his life, torn as he was between a Jewish ancestry
            he never knew and a black identity to which he will make a belated gravitation. As a conservatory student, Joseph is like
            one of the “robot” classical musicians Davis dismisses, and it is only when he learns that music can depart from a single
            score that he embraces an aesthetic of diversity. The tumult that surrounds the Stroms indicates that the world is unable
            to accept this diversity. Only in the music can this cultural crossing truly be accepted. When Joseph hears Davis’s ice-blue
            variations on Rodrigo’s Spanish flamenco, he describes Davis as “a man so dark, I’d cross the street if I saw him coming”
            (261). But it is Joseph who runs back to blackness at the book’s end to imagine what new sounds could be awaiting him. As
            a musician, Joseph can veer from varying shades until he finds the hue that fits his own idiosyncratic identity, and Powers,
            veering from song to history to the written page, shows how music provides a key in understanding the entwined, multiethnic
            collaborations of American culture. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Powers himself crossed over when he took it upon himself as a WASP intellectual author to narrate the story of a black-Jewish
            family in order to reopen the question of what it means to be black in America, and many of the book’s reviewers were critical
            of the result. The resistance Powers’s characters meet with was recapitulated in many of the book’s reviews, suggesting that,
            even at the pinnacle of the literary world, stereotypes remain surprisingly fixed. John Homans, in a diatribe in New York, admitted that “Powers does manage, as few have, to get down in words the excitement of making music,” but he is then taken
            aback by the Stroms’s musical talent, claiming that Powers “has taken a shortcut to making them singular—he’s made them gifted.
            ”36 In his debut New Yorker review, Sven Birkerts, while praising the book’s ingenuity and lauding Powers for capturing“what feels like the innermost
            sanctum of the singer’s art,” faulted him for failing to provide characters worthy of a racial theme, and pronounces that
            “Richard Wright’s Bigger Thomas, though much blunter as a character, managed to leave the print of his pain, the pounding
            echo of his blues. Powers achieves a subtler music, but, for all its fascination, it tends to fade as the pages are turned.
            ”37 “A subtler music”: astonishingly, this is meant as a dismissal. As daring as Bigger Thomas was when Richard Wright created
            him in 1940, the murderous black man has since become a familiar figure in our movies and television, and the world of hip
            hop has rewarded such personae—from The Notorious B. I. G. to Tupac Shakur—with celebrity and notoriety. But who has ever
            put Marian Anderson in a novel, or imagined in narrative what Jessye Norman or Kathleen Battle must have encountered as they
            climbed the long stairway up to the Kennedy Center? “Richard Wright imagined Bigger Thomas, but Bigger Thomas could not have
            imagined Richard Wright,” observed Ralph Ellison over thirty years ago. Ellison was calling for fiction to realize a black
            consciousness that could envision success as much as it laments victimhood. But apparently, many of today’s most visible reviewers
            feel no need for fiction that can imagine black genius. 
         

         
         
         
         
         Indeed, it is the “subtler music” that has been missing in the hyperbolic sentimentality of Salinger’s Black Charles and Lida
            Louise, and in the junkie beboppers represented by Mailer and Baldwin, their literary feud notwithstanding. Powers, a trained
            oboe player and cellist, was able to do something Salinger, Mailer, and Baldwin could not: describe with learned precision
            exactly how music is made. That he did so by bringing blacks and Jews together only underscores exactly how crucial this relationship
            has been in American music, drawing a contrast between its artistic gestation and its political resistance. The Time of our Singing renders explicit what has been implicit in the work of Salinger, Mailer, and Baldwin. It should go without saying that there
            is more to the life of a black musician than Salinger’s representation of entertaining and being beaten, Mailer’s phallic
            fantasies, or Baldwin’s searing tale of shooting up, getting arrested, and providing a blues-based epiphany on the bandstand.
            There have been many black-Jewish collaborations in music, but until Richard Powers’s novel came along, no American writer
            has taken that collaboration and revealed how the range of its music could find its way into prose. To account fully for the
            subtleties, contradictions, and nuances that could bring together the charts of Irving Berlin and Thelonious Monk, the clarinet
            and trumpet call and response of Artie Shaw and Roy Eldridge, or the pairing of Powers’s Delia Daley and David Strom does
            indeed require a subtler music. 38 The less attached authors are to conventional notions of identity, and the more American music can be understood beyond its
            immediate context, the more contradictions and nuances can be found in the cadence that has woven so many improbable collaborations
            in the music and the culture it inflects. 
         

         
         
         
         
         The black-Jewish collaboration has reached a point in American music where acknowledging its symbiosis has found its way not
            only into the literary fiction of Powers, but into the popular music that wears its mongrel roots like a badge of honor. On
            September 11, 2001, the day that inspired Baraka to contemplate an Israeli-led terrorist conspiracy in “Somebody Blew Up America,”
            Columbia Records released Bob Dylan’s Love and Theft,39 the forty-third album by the former Robert Zimmerman, whose title was unashamedly lifted from Eric Lott’s 1993 study of blackface
            minstrelsy and its integral relationship to American culture of the nineteenth century. Dylan’s use of the title acknowledged
            that Lott’s thesis was as true in 2001 as ever,confirming that a form of blackface, conscious or unconscious, was inseparable
            from understanding the rich, twisted history of American song. The entire album is a contemplation of the twelve-bar blues,
            with an acknowledged homage to Charley Patton on the apocalyptic “High Water” and plenty of hidden appropriations, including
            the wistful “Bye and Bye,” where Dylan uses the chord changes from Leo Robin and Ralph Rainger’s “Having Myself a Time” under
            a raspy croon that draws from Billie Holiday’s 1938 recording of the tune. For the Jewish Dylan to lift the phrasing of a
            black icon’s version of a song by Jewish Tin Pan Alley tunesmiths leaves listeners aswirl in wondering, as Louis Armstrong
            put it, “How do we know who copied what?” Dylan’s album was an acknowledgment of blatant stealing and unabashed affection,
            arguing in song what Lott’s book argues in scholarship: all American culture is borrowed and appropriated. “Some of these
            bootleggers / They’ve got pretty good stuff,”Dylan sings on the album’s “Sugar Baby. ” These bootleggers, of course, often
            operated from a privileged position and enjoyed the fruits of somebody else’s blues, taking on what Greg Tate has called,
            in a book of the same name, “Everything but the Burden. ” 
         

         
         
         
         
         It would be inconceivable to imagine American music without the perpetual interplay from Harlem to Tin Pan Alley and back
            again. Most of the reviewers of Powers’s novel have not yet caught up to it, but it is only a matter of time before more literary
            figures acknowledge what the musicians have known all along. Salinger’s blues martyr, Mailer’s White Negro, and Baldwin’s
            junkie bebopper were all actually producing a music that was itself the result of mixing and lifting, admiring and coopting,
            loving and thieving. We are all lovers and thieves now, and better off for admitting it. 
         

         
         
         
      

   


End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/9780691123578_0063_005.JPG





OEBPS/images/9780691123578_0240_001.JPG
Roth, Phillip, 6, 44; T Human Stain,
48-53

Rushing, Jimmic, 62, 6201, 81-82,
86-87,90,99,176

Salinger, J. D, 19-31, 35-36, 53,
58-60; “Blue Melody,” 25-30, 32,
36; The Catcler in the Rye, 20-2
32,34-36,185; and Smith, 7-8,12,
22,31-33

Sartre, Jean-Paul, 42

Saul, Scott, 3

Schuller, Gunther, 90-91, 120,
171,188

Shaw, Artie, 16, 49-50, 59

inatra, Frank, 25

Slim, lceberg (Robert Beck), 153,164,
168-69

Smith, Bessie, 32,62,101, 114, 185;
and Holiday, 153, 155, 158,161-62;
and Salinger, 7 1-35

Sontag, Susan, 18

Southem, Eileen, 18

Spivak, Gayatei Chakravorty,

11,184

Stevens, Wallace, 10,12, 101-103,
104,109, 118n18,124-29,130,
131-32,134,141-42, 147,149,189,
197; Harmonium, 126-28;“The Sick
Man,” 10,103, 127,129-30,
132-34,197

Sun Ra, 2

Szwed, John, 2, 26, 152,176, 183

ate, Greg, 60

“Taylor, Ceil, 85020, 91-93, 175

Tin Pan Alley, 45,52, 60,68, 71,
159-60

Trilling, Diana, 42

Trilling, Lionel, 18, 138

Teoupe, Quincy, 173-74,176,179-83

Vaughan, Sarah, 160

Village Vanguard, 77,115, 122,
125,193

Village Vaice, 36, 40,97

vocalese, 47,104,194

Washington, Buck, 161

Waters, Ethel, 45, 161

Watts, Jerry, 63, 64

West, Comel, 63

‘Whiteman, Paul, 106

‘Whitman, Walt, 107, 143-44, 148

Williams, Martin, 93-95, 188

Williams, Teddy, 19

Williams, William Carlos, 6, 101, 135

Wilson, Earl, 191-193, 195,197

Wilson, Teddy, 19,34

Wright, Richard, 15, 58, 70,95,
95n29,101

Young, Lester, 18, 39,165
Young Man With a Horn, 86

Zabor, Rafi, 192-95; The Bear Comes
Home, 192-95





OEBPS/images/9780691123578_0239_001.JPG
115745, 15%, 146-99; and Fmker,
120-121; and pimping, 151-52,
163-64,167-72,176

minstrelsy, 34, 59-60, 76, 78n13, 96,
100,102,144,

Minton's Playhouse, 9, 17, 39, 44, 68,
70,91

Monk, Thelonius, 4, 8-9, 17, 40, 48,
53,87,136,141, 186-87; and
Berlin, 12, 16, 40, 47, 59; and
Gershwin, 12, 16; and Mailer, 36,
39, 41;and Marsalis, 46,79

Monson, Ingsid, 2

Moore, Marianne, 129

Morgenstem, Dan, 78

Mortison, Toni, 6,12

Morton, Jelly Roll, 66-67,104,
150-51,150n2, 165, 184

Moten, Fred, 2, 212013

Muder at the Vinities (Rlm), 131

Mureay, Albert, 1208, 37, 39020,
59038, 77-78, 86-87, 89,120,
124,135

Nabokov, Viadimir, 186, 191

Nation, 62

New Criticism, 70,93-95,129

News Masses, 63

New York, 57

News Yorker, 26, 57,130

New York Times, 36,54, 78,151,
176-77,181

Nielsen, Aldon, 3

O'Day; Anita, 50
O'Haea, Frank, 10,101, 103, 110,
135-37, 141-42, 185; and Miles

v, 159, 157-38; and Tiolldey, 7,
12,135,137, 139-40, 144, 148,160,
183,186

O'Meally, Robert, 2,78n13,
79-80,86

Parker, Charlic, 4,9, 1819, 45, 47,
50,68, 70,82, 84-85,87, 103-104,
115,135, 142-44, 186, 191-92, 19
and Davis, 17275, 177,180,183;
and Mingus, 120-21,165-66,
16869

Partisan Review, 44

Phillips, William, 44, 47, 121

pimping: and liteeature, 152-54,
15306, 186; and musicians, 11, 13,
149,150n2, 151, 159,163-64,
167-73,175-77, 181,184-86, 196;
and Ellison, 196-97

Podhorctz, Norman, 37, 63

Porter, Cole, 155-57, 177,179,192

Porter, Exic, 2

Pound, Ezra, 96, 100, 135

Powell, Bud, 39, 48

Powers, Richard, 8, 19-20, 2006,
51-53,52033, 57-60, 186; T Time
of Our Singing, 8,19,52-53,59

prostitution, 13,149, 186

Proust, Marcel, 35

Pynchon, Thomas, 186-92; ¥,

186-89

Richmond, Dannic, 167
Roach, Max, 5,19, 74, 119020
Rodney, Red, 9,18

Rodrigo, Joaguin, 55,57
Rollins, Sonny, 47, 173, 193





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
               



OEBPS/images/9780691123578_0238_001.JPG
James, Liendy, 44, 81, 140, 155; and
Ellison, 91,100-101, 183

Jarrett, Michael, 2

jazz: as bebop (bop), 4,9, 17,36,
43-46,67-70,85, 123,139,165,
172,177,183, 185, 188, 191-92;
and black masculinity, 37,39, 107,
167; definition of, 4, 4n2, 54,8, 12,
67,85, and hipsters, 13,37, 37n17,
40,42-43,67,94,120, 144,187,
191, 193; and modernism, 8, 13,63,
100-101, 106-107,109-110,
114-15,123, 196; as swing, 69, 149;
as teansgression, 13, 44, 61, 98

Jazz at Lincoln Centes, 4, 66, 78-79,
82,86-87,89,97,151,171

Jaz= Singer, The, 18,39

jazz writing: as autobiography, 6-7,
11-13,34-35, 69, 102, 149-64,
166-67,172-75,179-85,194,196;
as criticism, 2-13, 15-16, 18, 20-21,
31-32,36-43, 46-47, 66, 89,94,97,
193; s literature, 1-4, 6-13,16-17,
19-33,36-37, 41-45, 47, 49,80,
101-106,109, 111,113, 115,125,
145, 148-49, 159, 184-86, 189,
193,195

Johnson, Robert, 188

Jolson, Al, 18,39, 40, 102

Joyce, James, 82,96, 107, 190; Ulysses,
107,109

Kazin, Alfred, 18, 85

Kelley, William Melvin, 6

Keouac, Jack, 101,103,120-21,135,
142-45, 157, 186, 191; On ¢ Road,
120, 143,157, 186

Ring; INes, 164, 105-09

Komunyakaa, Yusef, 99,101,103,
144-49; “February in Sydney,”
145-47

Konitz, Lee, 39

Lewis, Ramsey, 39
Lott, Exic, 3,59-60

Mailer, Noman, 4,8-9,12-13,19-20,
27,40, 44, 46-47,53, 56, 58-60,
120,183, 187; and Baldwin, 16,
42-43,47; and Davis, 41-42; and
Ellison, 37, 88, 1n17; and Monk, 36,
39;and race, 36-39, 41; “The White
Negeo,” 4,27, 36-38, 40,4243,
45-47,120,197

Mann, Thomas, 52,5203, 79, 135

Marsalis, Wynton, 4, 4n2, 46, 78-79,
84,87,194

Maynard, Joyce, 20-21,23

Melville, Herman, 83,107, 109,138

Merman, Ethel, 17

Mezzrow, Milton (Mezz), 5-6, 18,33

Milks, Trving, 18

Millstein, Gilbert, 157, 159

Mingus, Charles, 3-4, 6, 85n20, 87,
90-91,102,119n20, 142, 148,166,
166n21, 168, 187; and autobiogra-
phy, 7,11,81,102,151-52, 154,
163-64,166-67, 176, 184-85; Be-
neath the Undendog, 116,118, 125,
163-64,166-71; The Black Saint and
the Sinner Lady, 171-72; and Eliot,
100-101, 104,107,116, 122,125;
and Ellison, 92,125,165, 169; and
Hughes 7, 10, 100-101, 104,






OEBPS/images/9780691123578_0237_001.JPG
195-97; and Axmstvong, 7,7, 31-19,
62-88, 78013, 95, 98-100, 186; and
Davis, 82, 88; and Eliot, 810,13,
62,72,81,95-97,99-101,104, 107,
123; and Ellington, 63, 80,82, 84,
86; and Howe, 16, 61-65; and.
Hughes, 91,100-101, 12
Man, 7,9,37, 61-63, 65-71, 73-76,
78,80-85, 89-92,94-95, 97-98,
101,108,127, 151,171, 184-86, 191;
Juneteenth, 98,103, 132; and Mailer,
37,37017,88; and Marsalis, 79, 84;
and Mingus, 92,125, 165, 169 and
Parker, 196-97; and pimping, 151,
153-54,169, 180; and Stevens,
132-34; and Martin Williams,
93-95;“The World and the Jug.”
61-62; and Wright, 58,95, 101

Emerson, Ralph Waldo, 64, 80

Evans, Gil, 56,177

prvisible

Fitzgerald, Ella, 24-25, 50,84, 142, 160
Fitzgesald, F. Scott, 8,12

Five Spot, the, 47-48, 135,141,187
Feankfurt School, 21

Fecud, Sigmund, 24

Gabbard, Kein, 2,77, 78013

Gates, Henry Louis, 81,112

Gershwin, George, 8-9, 18, 17, 49-50,
52-53,61,99-100; and Monk, 12,
16,39

Gershwin, Tea, 17

Getz, Stan, 9, 18-19, 39, 39n20

Giddins, Gary, 75-78

Gillespie, Dizzy, 9,17, 19, 47,50, 69,
85020, 180, 191-92

RO ——. Ty i
142-43,183

Goodman, Benny, 8-9,18-19,27,
33-35,39n20,90; and Holiday,
18,34

Geiffin, Farah Jasmine, 2, 21208

Gussow, Adam, 212018

Hammond, John, 19, 31-32, 34-35,
130,160

Hampton, Lione, 19,34, 168

Hancock, Herbic, 4-5, 177, 183

Hartman, Saidiya, 29

Hendricks, Jon, 4748, 104

Hentoff, Nat, 119, 121,166,171

hip hop, 11, 58; and pimping, 153, 180

Holiday, Billie, 2-3,50, 60, 101, 105,
141,154n7, 176-78; and autobiog-
caphy, 7,11, 102, 152-63, 166,
184-85; and Baraka, 135, 141; and
Goodman, 18-19,34; and Hughes,
115, 148; Lady in Satin, 156; Lady
Sings the Biues, 152-57,160-62,
168;and O'Har, 7, 12,135,137,
139,140, 144, 148, 183, 185-86;
and prostitution, 152, 154-63,
168,179

Hotchner, A. E., 26

Howe, Irving, 15, 18; “Black Boys and
Native Sons,” 61; and Ellison, 16,
61-65, 64n4; and Mailer, 36-37, 47

Hughes, Langston, 8, 10,15, 102-106,
134,138,139, 141-42, 184; and the
blues, 10,120, 124, 124n26; and
Mingus, 7, 10,100-101, 104,
115-125, 134, 148-149; “The
Weary Blues,” 124, 134






OEBPS/images/9780691123578_0236_001.JPG
SUNESRENA Sy Sy R

Bums, Ken, 46,66, 75, 77-79, 78n13,
84,89,171

Bums, Robert, 21, 25

Burroughs, William, 143

Carby, Hazel, 32

Carter, Betty, 160

Christian, Charlic, 17, 19, 34, 63, 68,
86-87,90,93,99

Coleman, Omette, 93, 101,175,
186-89,193

Collette, Buddy, 118-19

Coltranc, John, 4, 38n19, 82,84, 87,
91,104,173,177-78

Commentary, 37

Cosmapolitan, 26

Ceanc, Hart, 8,10, 101-15,124-25,
133-36,140-42, 148, 149, 185,
193-94;"Black Tambourine,”
107-108, 114;“For the Masriage of
Faustus and Helen,” 109-110,
112-14,134,139

Crouch, Stanley; 1208, 39020, 59038,
78-79,87,182

Davis, Angela, 32

Davis, Francis, 159, 212n15

Davis, Miles, 2-4, 47, 52,55-57, 69,
79,84,87,90-91, 103,135,177,
187; and autobiography, 7, 11,81,
102, 151-52, 154,167,172-75,
179-85;and Ellison, 82, 88; Kind of
Blue, 138,178, 183; and Mailer,
A1-42; Mile: the Autobiography, 151,
172-76,179-83; and O'Hara, 135,
137-39: and Parker, 172-73. 175,

53; and pimping, 151-94, 179
17577, 178-83; Sketches of Spain,
52,55-56,183

Dearborn, Mary, 41

Derrida, Jacques, 188,197

DeVeax, Seott, 2,149

Dickinson, Emily 116

Didion, Joan, 150

Dissent, 36,39

Down Beat, 31, 77,120,166, 191

DuBois, W. E. B., 54,81, 105

Dufty, William, 152, 154-53, 157-58

Dylan, Bob, 34-35,59-60

Edwards, Brent Hayes, 2

Eldridge, Roy, 16, 49-51,59, 187

Eliot, T S., 85,95029, 1002, 102,
105, 124-126,133, 135, 148; and
Ellison, 8-10, 13,62, 72, 81-82,
95-97,99-101,104, 107, 123; Four
Quartets, 100,116,122,125; and
Mingus, 100-101,104, 107, 116,
122, 125; and minstrelsy, 96, 100;
“The Waste Land,” 99-100, 123

Ellington, Duke, 5, 10,12, 17-18,
2107, 27,34,56,77,79,84,87,91,
103,106,111,114,118, 119020,
130-132,135, 146, 165,171,197;
“A Drum Is a Woman,” 147-49; and
Ellison, 63, 80, 82, 84, 86; and
Komunyakaa, 147-49; and Mingus,
119-120, 163, 165-66, 168-69;
Music Is My Mistress, 148-49, 165

Ellison, Ralph, 6-13,15-16,37,
39020, 54,59038, 61, 63, 63n3,
64n4, 7071, 80,82, 88-106, 114,
127, 135. 176, 179, 184, 190,






OEBPS/images/9780691123578_0235_002.JPG
koo Borboiositeh iy o B e

Aks, Harey, 45, 47

Albee, Edward, 31

Albertson, Cheis, 32

Ammstcong, Louis, 3, 56,12, 21n7,
30,39, 45,60, 71, 90,103, 105-106,
111-112, 114,151, 171,179, 197
and Ellison, 7,9, 11-13, 62-88,
78n13,95,98-100, 185-86; and
Holiday, 152-53, 155, 158, 162;
and Modemism, 9, 96; and musi-
Gans, 77, 79 and writers, 115,
135-136, 168

Baker, Josephine, 21

Baldwin, James, 8, 19-20, 44, 48,53,
58-59,60,88, 183, 185-86; and the
bhues, 45, 124; and Mailer, 16,
42-43, 47;"Sonny’s Blue
4244, 46-47

Ballictt, Whitney, 159

Baraka, Amici (LeRoi Jones), 9-10,
15-16, 39,59, 94,1034, 135-36,
138-39,142; and Billie Holiday,
141,160;“Jazz and the White
Critic,” 16, 94, 135, 140; “Somebody.
Blew Up America” 16,59

Barcon, Kenny, 19

Basthelme, Donald, 1-3, 7

T P L s e
Beat Generation, the, 46, 102, 115,
125,134-35, 142, 14445,
187,189

Bechet, Sidney, 6

Beckett, Samuel, 40

Bentley, Beverlys 41,56

Berde, Milton, 4,158

Bedin, Irving, 12, 16, 39-40, 47,59

Beriner, Paul, 2

Bishop, Elizabeth, 6,101

black-Jewish relations, 8-9, 13, 15-20,
2006, 22,27, 30,33-34, 3741, 43,
45-48, 50-51,53-54, 58-59, 60-61,
90,102,122

Blakey, Act, 17879

Blue Note, the, 5

blues, the: 16,20, 34, 46, 60,104, 128,
130-32, 163, 184; and bebop, 45,
149, 188; and Hughes, 10,120,
124,124026

Bolden, Buddy, 66, 71-72, 106,
150-51

Bones, Billy, 167,169

Beaxton, Anthony 5

Brooks, Gwendolyn, 129-30, 132-33

Beown, Chfford, 47

Broyard, Anatole, 36-37, 43, 48, 63





OEBPS/images/9780691123578_0003_004.JPG
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY PRESS ™ Fruceton and Oxford





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
DAVID YAFFE





OEBPS/images/9780691123578_0063_006.JPG
ermigre





