
Hotel Regencia
41 Ave Marceau

Paris (16e) France

Feb 4, 1958

Hello Buddy!

I received your letter which was forwarded from N.Y. to me here in Paris. I’ve been here a few weeks. 
However I’ve been in a terrible state of mind as my son is sick in the hospital again. And I’ve been 
going there every day to see him. 

Now about you and the family, how is my little godson and Bernice, Jacob? I am thinking very strong 
on coming up there if I could contact some patron to give me a small contract. I would be up there in a 
second, as you know. I wouldn’t like to come up with nothing in sight, however I know when I get there 
every thing will be OK. 

Yes Jacob, I was born in Washington DC in 1909, started to play when I was 11 years old, played with 
Circus, shows with all the big bands, Cab Calloway, Duke Ellington, Don Redmond, both the Henderson 
Bros, Fletcher and Horace, and Hampton. And after 1946 I’ve work alone as soloist in Mexico, Canada, 
Cuba etc. Just to return to Paris. Paris will be my second homeland - hjemland - very soon. 

Also Jacob, tell Bjørn I shall write him very soon. I’m so glad he is well. Give my love to Ola Jacques, 
Bernice, John Hanklin, Toots Jenssen, Paulsen, Robert Norman and to my beloved buddy Rowland, 
Pete Brown and all the rest that I forgot. 

And now if something comes up very important you may telephone me, Passy 22-30 Hotel Regencia.

Your Swinging Pal,
Jacques Butler



Jacques Butler
65 2nd Ave
New York
NY 10003-8610                 
 
                 

Oslo, September 19th 2008

Dear Jacques Butler,  

It is with deep respect that I write to you, and hope that this letter finds you in good health and in 
good spirits. I am a Norwegian artist, living and working in Oslo. I am contacting you because for some 
time I have been working on a project concerning your stay in Norway in 1939-40. 

With the recording of ”After the Ball” in Oslo on February 14th 1940, you became the first jazz soloist 
of color to record an album in Norway with Norwegian musicians. It occurred just weeks before the 
German occupation of Norway. I know that you managed to get out of Norway in time, and that you, 
like most American jazz musicians living in Europe at the time, returned to the United States. 

I wonder what it was like for you to be in Norway in 1939-40. Norway was at that time a country with 
an almost entirely white population, and Nazi racial ideology had its supporters within parts of its 
population. Jazz, with its roots in African-American blues and folk music, and with its modern and 
experimental style, met with strong opposition and was condemned by the Nazis as “Jewish- Negroid” 
music. In connection with this, I was interested to read your comments in the Norwegian newspaper 
Dagbladet of February 1st 1940, wherein you correct and enlighten the paper’s music critic about the 
importance of “colored composers” in Jazz.

Norway is today a young nation, which only three years ago celebrated the centennial of its 
independence. It has become a wealthy country, and now has a multi-cultural population. 
Nevertheless, it is still tainted by opposition to and biases against both peoples and the expression of 
cultures that seem different and foreign. In this, one can find historical similarities to the time and 
circumstances of your story that are important to illuminate.

It was with great enthusiasm that I recently discovered that you are living in New York. It is my 
fervent hope that you might be willing to tell about your life and your time in Norway. It would be a 
privilege and a great delight to meet you, and to hear about your personal experiences. However, I 
understand that advanced age can create problems, and that it might be difficult to remember so far 
back. I would be grateful and honored if I might still meet you and eventually take your portrait. The 
result of my work will be exhibited at a gallery in Oslo in the spring of 2009, coinciding with your 
100th birthday the 29th of April. 

I apologize if this letter has in any way upset you, and look forward in anticipation to hearing from you. 

Respectfully, and with fond regards, 
Andrea Lange 



Subject: Re: Searching for Jacques Butler
Date: October 7, 2008 11:01 PM
From: Albane Sharrard 
To: Andrea Lange 

Hi Andrea, 

You are the second person who has contacted me about Jacques Butler in the last two months. It is 
really exciting to see his story go on and I am glad that you found my photographs. I am also always 
open to getting new information on Jacques Butler.  

I took these photographs between 2002 and 2003. A social worker and I would go to Butlers place once 
a week and help clean his apartment in the East Village and in exchange he would let me take these 
photographs of him. He would tell us a lot of stories from his days all over the world and especially in 
France. We were communicating mostly in English but also a little bit in French. He had forgotten a lot 
of the language, but always wanted to impress me (a native French speaker). His apartment was in 
pretty bad shape (so many roaches and a mice problem) which was really sad, but his spirit was still 
good. He would get tired at times as he was old and also suffering with cancer. When he was feeling well 
enough, we would go to his favorite bar down the street. We once had a gathering of people to celebrate 
him as well and he loved the attention.  

It was when I was away from NY for a month that Jacques died. It was sad to see him disappear of 
course and also to find that all his belongings were gone. He had so much memorabilia in his place, 
he still had the suitcase he would travel with back then, he still had sheet music etc. He had no family 
that was close to him as far as I knew. One day however, I get this letter from a Jean Jacques Butler. 
His son who came to NY after Jacques’ death had found a picture of me with my address on it while 
he was going through his dad’s belongings. Jacques had planned on visiting this son in Paris (he had 
numerous children apparently) while I was away, and he had asked me for this photograph and my 
address so he could send me a postcard. It was a lucky thing that I did give him this picture with my 
address otherwise the story would have ended there. 

By this point I was so happy to see Jacques Butler live on, so to speak. His son and I have actually 
become good friends. He was also in the dark about his father’s last years and wanted to connect the 
dots, so we did piece by piece and with whatever information we could gather together. He came back 
to NY and we had a proper celebration for his father in 2003. We actually got to meet distant family 
too but they were not close to his life at all. Also, you mentioned a daughter but I don’t know of any 
daughter close to him. Again, the only one is his son Jean Jacques, living in Paris. 

Please don’t hesitate to contact me if you have other specific questions about Jacques Butler.  

Best,
Albane


