
to changes in social evaluations of the members of
society. Even in 1962, "Boy!" is slightly less respectable
than it was 10 years ago. But as homogeneity becomes
marked with the rising social, economic, and educa
tional standards of the formerly d-ominated classes, so
it will become less strain for the formerly dominating
classes to accommodate. The common humanity of
erstwhile exploiter and exploited will be demonstrated
and reinforced by economic and political integration.

•
Jazz Could U-se

A rr new thing"
out of Africa
JOHN BARKER

WHAT HAS BEEN Africa's contribution to modern music?
In modern classical music a purely African influence
would be hard to detect. Stravinsky, Ravel, Malhaud
and Debussy have all written works inspired by jazz,
but their flirtations with the music have been temporary
and of little importance.

It is in jazz music alone that a pure African influence
is clearly discernible. Of all the creative arts, jazz,
owes its greatest debt to Africa and it is through jazz
that African music has reached a high point in its
development.

If an art form can be 'Considered the' sole property of
anyone group, then jazz belongs to the Negro. Without
wishing to sound like a member of the Race Classifica
tion Board,·I must qualify this by the use of the term,
'American Negro'.

For obvious reasons, mainly his closer contact with
European music and its instruments, the African in
America was able to translate his musical language
into what has now become a universal form of artistic
·expression, but the African element is, or should be,
basic to the music.

I say "should be", because there are ominous signs
that these basic elements are in danger of being dis
carded in a search for more freedom of expression often
associated with the term "far-out".

One such exponent of "the new thing in jazz" is
Ornette' Coleman, a saxophonist, who claims-among
other things-that his instrument is only an imitation
of the human voice. No one can quibble with this.
Louis Armstrong has achieved the same effect without
ever claiming to do so-but Armstrong has never lost
contact with the beat, which is the life blood of jazz.
By contrast Ornette Coleman could dispense with his
rhythm section which provides him with his only real
contact with jazz and we could then rightly speak of a
"new ·thing", but it would not be jazz.

All this has great relevance for the aspiring African
-jazzman who, with his daily contact and instinctive
feeling for the music of his people, could put back into
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jazz all that is most vital to its healthy development. At
the same time he could give a lead to his American
counterpart, who is seeking a cure for the malaise in
which the new music now finds itself.

Up till now African jazz has been little more than a
carbon copy of the American "thing". In a sense this is
understandable and much the same can be said of
Swedish or British jazz-but the African musician is in
a unique position. The modem American or European
jazzman must, in all fairness, seek his inspiration in the
somewhat sterile atmosphere of Greenwich Village' or
even Brighton Pier whereas every African musician has
a ready-made supply of exciting rhythms and harmonies
begging to be incorporated into his music.

It would obviously be fatal for African jazzmen to
follow a line of separate development or to create a
"music within a music", but they should not be blinded
or more appropriately deafened to the fact that many
of the exponents of the "new thing in jazz" would
receive a much needed lesson in harmony from any
Zulu road-gang.

Any African musician, who ventured to criticise the
modern American jazzman, would lay himself open to
the jibe which Eddie Condon, a White guitarist from
Chicago, delivered at Hugues ·Panassie, the French
critic: "How come these French cats are telling us how
to play jazz? Do I tell Panassie how to jump on a
grape?"

So far, with the possible exception of Kippie
Moeketse, an alto saxophone and clarinet player of

. considerable promise, no African jazzman has success
fully introduced even the most basic elements of
African folk-song into his music.

Recently, Quincey Jones, one of the most advanced
composer-arrangers in jazz, reviewed a record which
featured a South African group, on the Voice of
America Jazz Hour. The group concerned were "The
Jazz Epistles" and contained probably the finest line-up
of local talent available, includin.g Kippie Moeketse and
the Cape Town pianist, Dollar Brand. Quincey Jones
was favourably impressed but he pointed out that "The
Epistles" were only a reasonable facsimile of the
average modern American group. Where, he wondered,
were the yet unplumbed resources of African tribal
music and why were they not reflected in the' music?

This is evidence that the American jazzman is looking
to Africa for inspiration. He has been responsible for
the phenomenal development of a basically simple tribal
music- into a higWy sophisticated art form and he has
every right to expect a contribution from the African
jazzman.

When Tony Scott, a leading American clarinetist,
visited South Africa, he was quick to sense the jazz
quality in the playing of the young penny whistlers, who
are so much a part of Township life. These same penny
'whistlers can be heard stopping the traffic in most of
our cities and Tony Scott was not the "only cat who
flipped." White office workers, whose taste seldom rises
above Elvis Presley, have shown more than a passing
interest in this exciting music.

J 0 H N BAR K E R, a young Natal journalist, who
has been with the Argus group of newspapers, is
at present working in Europe.
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99.9%
0.1%

60.2%
15.3%
24.5%

Are you an

Un-New African?

Die Putsonderwater Daaglikse Koerant's Bureau
of Racial Opinion (Vereeniging vir Kuns. en
Wetenskap) has been conducting a survey of the
readership of The New African. It might be said
that the results are rather unique.
1. Would you like to be on a London bound

plane with Sir Roy Welensky?
No
Yes .

2. If yes, why?
Answer: To talk about narrow-gauge rail
ways.

3. What \vould you do if you had Harry Oppen
heirner's money?
Organise trade unions among mi
.grant mine workers
Build an arms factory .
Don't know

4. Who do you back in the Transkei?
Matanzin1a 1500 proof
Botha Sigcau 25 0 proof

including customs duties)
5. What form of franchise do you favour in the

Transkei?
One man, one vote 99.0%:
One man, one vote, one candidate 1.0~1>

7. What do you think of The New African?
Of what? 64.5 %
Oh that! 35.5%

8. Have you subscribed? If not fill in the form
below.

THE SUBSCRIPTION MANAGER

THE NEW AFRICAIN

P.O. BOX 2068

CAPE TOWN

I enclose
R2.00,l£1/$2.80 for 12 months
Rl.20/12s/$1.75 for 6 months

Name

Address

Some subscribers have told us that they did not
receive the February issue of The New African.
Every copy was posted, yet the General Post
Office, Cape'Town, assure us that they withheld
none. Please let us know if, as a subscriber, you
did not receive the February issue.
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Not so our jazzmen. Township jazz is shunned, not
because it is sometimes heard on Radio Bantu (less
frequently now that its ethnic content has become too
urbanised) but presumably because· it would be found
to lack "soul"-as if jazz were some sort of course in
theology.

In actual fact Township Jazz, in spite of its urbanisa
tion, has many of the authentic elements of a music
that the modern jazzman is rapidly forgetting. As one
critic put it: "Sonle modern jazzmen are selling their
birthright for a mess of European pottage."

It is these same elements that many American jazz
men are desperately seeking in the hope of restoring
some of the lost vitality to a music that needs. more than
a jab from a drug addict's needle if it is to survive as
an art form. •

The New
Un-African
DENNIS B·RUTUS

I KNEW PROFESSOR D. D. T. Jabavu briefly at Fort
Hare. He was by then a venerable old man, genial and
kindly, and though I did not take any of his classes, I
grew to like him. I found myself sharing the respect
most students felt for him as a "personage" without
quite knowing why. Gradually I learnt to know his
part in the development of African education and poli
tics and also to know why he was a fig~re. Still later,
when I knew more, and studied the role of the Native
Representative Council and papers like lmvo Zabant
sundu my respect for him declined.

But I am glad I met him, and remember him for his
sense of fun, almost clownishness-with just the fain
test hint of "Uncle Tom."

I know his daughter, Noni, only through her writing
and am hot disposed to regret it after seeing a copy
(January) of The New Strand which she now edits.

This, to me, epitomizes the new-and rather revolting
"new un-African."

Someone gave me a copy of her Drawn in Colour
I had decided against buying it, simply because of the
reviews-most of them favourable and faintly patroni
sing. Reading of it confirmed my rejection. Apart from
a moving section on her brother's funeral (he was
stabbed by tsotsis in Johannesburg and she flew from
London to be present), I found it stilted, artificial and
critifal in the worst down-the-nose white tradition.

DENNIS BRUTUS is secretary of the South
African Sports Association and is prominent in the
South African Convention movement. He was
banned from attending meetings, and dismissed
from his Government teaching post, in 1961.
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