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IT IS NOT AT ALL FAR-FETCHED to assert
that the direction that jazz has taken in the
last few years has brought it, both in sound
and spirit, closer to the ancient music of
Black Africa. And in fact there is nothing
so remarkable or strange about this fact
since, contrary to common decision of the
general western critical forces, the major
preoccupation of the great innovators in
jazz has been greater spontaneity and flexi
bility of expression rather than greater
technical facility for facility's sake. In fact
the overall technical innovations, discover
ies, or methods introduced into the world's
musical vocabulary by the experimenters in
jazz have been always subordinate to the
idea of being able to say that crteain hidden
thing. Charles Parker testified to this.
Omette Coleman is in our time re-asserting
this forcefully. Eric Dolphy who died last
year aged only thirty-five also said this, not
in defence or explanation, but in comple
ment of his music.

Even a passing acquaintance with the
vibraphone and flute music of West Mrican
countries such as Guinea, Mali, Senegal, and
Nigeria to mention only a few cannot fail
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real friendliness and the professed friend
liness and chumminess of some English
speaking liberals is often regarded by Afri
cans, who are quick in intuition, as the
false coinage it sometimes is.

Ever seen an Afrikaner laughing and
joking with a black man (something an
English South African rarely does) and
then kicking him in the backside in the
next minute? There you have the essence
of the Afrikaner attitude and it is one,
of course, which is carried into public life
and politics in all kinds of subtle and 00
subtle ways.

It may help to explain the pathological
fear of the Afrikaner politician that his
people should be protected from "con
taminating" themselves by social mixing
with the Africans. Hence the strict appli
cation of apartheid in sport and higher
education and residential and social life.

Remember too that the Afrikaner has
been fed from infancy with stories of Black
treachery and violence - stories handed
down from fath'er to son and dating from
Dingane, the Frontier Wars and Voortrekker
days when a handful of Whites survived
among the hordes of "black savages."

THE" SAVAGES" ARE SUPINE in 1965; they
have built up an elaborate code of conduct
to avoid being thrashed to within an inch
of their lives. The bowing and scraping
and rubbing together of the hands and the
oft-used appellation" basie " (" little boss ")
are symptoms of the sickness. Sobukwe and
Mandela and hundreds of others who took
up arms against the White hegemony,
bravely but hopelessly, linger on in our
jails and are only spoken of in whispers.
Instead there is the. " petrol boy" who tips
his cap for a 3c tip and the waiter whose
eyes roll if you attempt a political discus
sion. And all is quiet and Verwoerd and
Vorster and Co. are happy and the econ
omy prospers exceedingly ~ith the help of
underpaid black labourers and many
English-speaking businessmen who back the
government to the hilt.

But resentment is being stored up, slowly,
secretly, deeply, and one day it will surely
explode in a way which will make th'e
Los Angeles affair look like a Sunday
school picnic. At the moment there does
not seem much to hope for in South Africa.
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to impress on the listener the similarity in
improvisational approach between both
musics and whereas differences in instru
ments and instrumentation give rise to nat
ural differences in tone and presentation,
the closeness of an Ornette Coleman riff to
the monotone elephant-horn calls of tradi
tion ritual musicians from Guinea (for ex
ample when playing for an initiation cere
mony) is uncanny. But comparison and
smug recognition of similarities still cannot
ferret out or fathom the yet deeper ties of
aesthetic harmony that has brought musics
from two continents so close to each other
so easily. On the Eric Dolphy Memorial
Album, (Vee Jay, VJ2503 t) there is a ren
dition of an old American pop song " Alone
Together" played only by Dolphy on bass
clarinet, a difficult and too often neglected
instrument and one of the many reeds he
mastered, and Richard Davis, a remarkable
bassist. Together they seemed to overlook
or ignore any need to satisfy stereotyped
expectations on the part of their listeners
(fans?) and as a result this performance, if
none other in jazz, has broken the ground
for an even closer rapport between the

stricter melodic form of jazz and the more
intensely rhythmic conceptions of Black
African musics. This may be too much to
say of one performance but it is not in fact
the only such performance in jazz. How
ever it happens to be one of the most beau
tiful selections on a superb record. Whether
it is the most beautiful or not is a matter
of taste.

On the flip side there is the extraordin
arily updated band performance of Fats
Waller's old hit Jitterbug Waltz which
brings to mind another observation, that
the most forceful innovators in any art will
always examine the historic archives of their
art for valuable material, and of course in
jazz this is especially tactful since as we
have asserted here the movement forward
is a movement into history. There is greater
light in the knowledge of our beginningsc
than there is in the knowledge of our end.

ON ANOTHER TACK, it is equally pleasing to
hear in jazz the growing volume of incorp
orated tunes, riffs and chord structures from
other black musics of the West of which

Sonny Rollins is one of the chief expon
ents, and Omette Coleman also. In this
Dolphy Album, just as on Alone Together
he used the chords of a popular song as the
springboard for a brilliant construction of
lyric and rhythmic ideas; so two members
of his band on side one, flautist Prince
Lasha, and altoist Huey Simmons have used
the popular form of the calypso on which
to build their tune, Music Matador. The
result is a free-for-all avant garde calypso
improvisation which achieves the extr~ord

inary in providing uncompromising music
which even the squares can shake a leg to
should they feel so inclined. Of course I
am not suggesting that our music is usually
undanceable. I find Omette Coleman and
Sonny Rollins beautiful for dancing. Monk
is extraordinary for solo dancing. Girl
there. Boy here. Go now. Why should this
be surprising (as so many people seem to
find it)? Jazz in all its forms is eventually
ritual music. Ritual and rhythmic. Black
Mrican music is superb for dancing when
meant for dancing and who is to say that
jazz when jumping, (the music itself is a
dance) should not be jumped to! e
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