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I am honored to serve as guest editor of this special edition of
Glendora Review, devoted to the topic of music in Africa and the
African diaspora. My working theme for this issue has been "Black
Music: Tradition, Flux, and Transformation," and accordingly, it
covers a fairly wide range of historical moments and stylistic cur-
rents. It seems appropriate that a volume with such a theme of
"flux" is issued from Lagos, a city in which things seem to cohere
more according to the centrifugal force of a continuously-spinning
metropolis, than according to the force of gravity. A physical meta-
phor for the current state of global black culture, as well as home
of some of the most vital and vibrant music cultures of the black

Black Music
world, Lagos is an appropriate launching pad for this
missive on black musical forms in transition.

The authors here include academic scholars
(ethnomusiccflogists, musicologists, anthropolo-
gists), journalists, musicians, and music industry

professionals. The individual topics range from
contemporary forms (Appel, Collins, Osundare,

Tradition, Flux, and Transformation
Frankel, Tate, Olorunyomi, Veal), to traditional African forms trans-
planted and transformed in the diaspora and beyond (Gopinath,
Strong, Vincent), to interactions of African music and jazz (Blass,
Currie, Pyper), and new approaches to transcription and analysis
(Austerlitz). I would like to thank and acknowledge all the contributors
for making this an issue we can feel collectively proud of. Ultimately, I
hope this collection offers fresh perspectives on the diversity of black
musics at the dawn of this new millenium.

I have long admired G/endora Review for its willingness to engage with
the diversity of black cultural forms, and I would like to acknowledge
the Review's publisher Olakunle Tejuoso and editors, Sola Olorunyomi
and Akin Adesokan, for their ongoing commitment to a dynamic vision
of black culture. Their efforts ensure that in artistic and intellectual
spheres, Lagos will remain a crucial cultural interface with the wider
world.

Michael E. Veal
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Ijuba to a
Sage - Muse

J. H.
J. H. Kwabena
J. H. Kwabena-Nketia
(Ajanaku koja mo ri nkan firi!)
Thrice now we have asked:
Who can tether the elephant?

our Nketia, kindred disciple of noise
himself
black noise, logic of the inchoate?
he who straddles soundscapes
master of the multiform
nimble wit in whose staccato
the music-congeal unravels

your drizzle at four score and one
are these fresh dews on the fern
who pay tribute
part, to your redolent ways
part, for sharing a glimpse into your
world
where sprouts the gom-gom of djembe
the frill of the flute
the shriek of textured horns

Vpeer of the ageless
now hear us out:
guide us through this labyrinth
across these islands
whose crests and troughs witnessed:
the whip
the shark
the cl ing-clang of the chain-gang

mend our dis-chord
find us tuned
unbabble, unbabel our voice

though we only ask
from you a mere sinner
from you who is not a saint ...
for we know of none GR

—Sola Olorunyomi

J.H
J.H Kwabena
Ba ba pe ori akoni a fi ida lale garaga
J.H. Kwabena omo Nketia o o
Ajanaku koja mo ri nkan firi
Oba ti o ma mu erin so koti je

Nketia tiwa, Iwo laba peni Ogun ti o lana
fun awon orisa yoku
agogo, saworo, gedu, ati bata, lodo orisa
lati mari
awoko logo ede. Bi awoko o
ba pede kini ibaka ma ko?

Ojo weli weli lati okanle ni ogorin
Iri to se si ara ewe lo di nini ni owuro to
tutu aso ero oko ati ero ona
To fi orisun gom-gom ti djembe han
Didun fere ati ifon inu re

Oye lagba nwo
O wa teti si wa
Fi ona han wa lati to ona yiidopin
Mu wa la ereko yii ti lilo soke sodo re ti ri:
lya
Iku
Sekeseke

Fun wa lorogbo kohun wa legbo
Fun wa logede kohun wa le de
Eyi la toro
Bi o tile je elese bi ti wa ni iwo
alai d'ese omo eniyan kan ko
kuku si GR

-Translation:Adebola Olorunyomi

The Man
J.H. Kwabena
Nketia

IN many respects, Profes-
sor J.H. Kwabena Nketia
embodies that now familiar
irony of the human condi-
tion: the strive to the future
to discover the past, yet we
invariably cast a retrospec-
tive glance to apprehend
the future. At Eighty One,
Kwabena Nketia's contri-
bution to African music
and musicology remains
particularly outstanding,
writing him into the
pantheon of living legends.
His compositions straddle
choral works, solo songs
with piano accompani-
ment, and the broad rubric
of instrumental works that
compel the past to dia-
logue with the present, the
present with the past, in a
most healthy exercise of
comparative musicology.
We can not even begin to
detail his bibliography
which spans the diverse
and intricate web of music-
making and interpretation.
His imprint and contribu-
tion dot the continents, yet
Kwabena Nketia remains a
community creative activ-
ist in his homeland, Ghana.
It is to this icon, this sage,
this walking encyclopae-
dia and muse of our time,
that this edition of
Glendora Review is dedi-
cated: Ijuba ooo...GR

-Editors
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measure of immortality, Louis 'Satchmo' Armstrong rose from grass to grace. Born in

New Orleans by a prostitute mother and a father he hardly knew, Armstrong was

arrested and sent to the Colored Waif's Home for firing a pistol at the age of 12.

Fortuitously enough, it was at this remand home that the man who would become

the world's most famous jazz trumpeter encountered his first 'run in' with the bugle.

He went through a rapid apprenticeship, distinguished himself by the authentic

virtuosity of his style, then moved 'up north' to Chicago and New York where he

captured the ears of the world. Once dismissed as 'nigger noise' and the raucous

pastime of those who didn't know what to do with the second-hand trumpets in their

hands, jazz fought through its way by a dint of inimitable spontaneity and seamless

inventiveness. It was soulcry and wail, a zestful deconstruction of existing music
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I
forms with a polyphony and bravura, leisured craft,

and literate orality.

What would New Orleans have been without

jazz, and what would jazz have been without Louis

Armstrong? Perhaps more than any other musician,

Armstrong pushed back the frontiers of jazz, snatched

it from dingy street corners, placed it in glittering halls

before pundits and potentates, subverted the rigidity of

ideological walls with its power, left its soundprints for

ever in the wind. For over four decades he commanded

the world's attention with his croaky voice, liberal smile,

and that patented white handkerchief which fluttered

joyously to the wind of his horn. He redefined rhythm

and added a loop to the swing. From spirits like

Armstrong, the world came to know that jazz is not just

music. It is the muse of suffering and perseverance,

the triumph of freedom over bondage, a pean to the

irrepressibility of the human spirit.

So when New Orleans rolled out the drums from

August 2 - 4 , 2001 in celebration of the 100th anni-

versary of the birth of Louis Armstrong, it did more

than celebrate a man; it celebrated its own flair and

flaws, its vigorous if sometimes contentious diversity,

its sense of itself. Dubbed 'Satchmo SummerFest', the

festivities involved an array of activities and events rang-

ing from Jazz Mass to jazz parade, from museum ex-

hibits to a taste of New Orleans cooking (complete

with a 'red beans and rice mosaic workshop'). In a

typically New Orleans style there was an exuberant

trooping of colors, generous bonhomie , a lot of

dancing in the streets and at the Old US Mint on Es-

planade Avenue, venue of most of the festival's events.

While revelers held sway in the bright summer sun

outside, a series of activities took place within the walls.

Tagged 'Informances and Seminars', these activities

explored the astounding dimensions of Louis Armstrong,

the power and reach of jazz, and the central place of

New Orleans in the emergence of this important mu-

sic form.

The seminars provided a forum for toasts and

tributes by city politicians and university professors, jazz

historians and veteran musicians, some of whom ac-

tually played in Satchmo's famous All Stars band. There

were poignant reminiscences, testimonies and obser-

vations, some of which we have already encountered

in the many books on Armstrong and the history of

jazz, but quite a number of which struck the audience

as fresh and helpfully authoritative, coming as they

did from those directly involved with the art and busi-

ness of jazz in the last half of the 20th century. The

panel titled Ambassador Satch: An Agent for Change'

had New Orleans Mayor Marc Morial and prominent

The legendary Louis Armstrong on
his 'return' to Africa in 1956 is
greeted in Ghana by comedian Ajax
Bukana and highlife trumpeter E.T
Mensah(left)

A page from drum magazine, Ghana
edition,1961

0 John Collins

jazz historians exploring the impact of Armstrong as

'a world figure, humanitarian and virtuoso', while most

of the other panels concentrated on 'Memories of Louis

Armstrong'. In one of these panels, Phoebe Jacobs,

Vice President of the Armstrong Foundation and close

friend of the Armstrong family, described Armstrong

as a gift to music and human culture, a natural, ac-

commodating man who lived a humble and modest

life despite his fame and wealth. Her co-panelist, David

Gold, founder of the Louis Armstrong Jazz Institute at

Columbia University, spoke of the need to put jazz in

the classroom, to "teach teachers how to teach young-

sters what jazz is all about". He regarded Armstrong

as a hard worker, consumate artist, a natural human

being, a "gentle soul in a rough world" who made

you feel easy in his presence.

The next session featured interviews with 'stars

and legends' of the Satchmo era": Joe Muranyi who

played the clarinet for the Armstrong band, Franz

Jackson who handled the tenor sax, and Arvell Shaw
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who played the bass guitar. Each of these eminent

veterans had something valuable to say about

Armstrong the band leader and the man, but the most

dramatic account came from Arvell Shaw who was

discovered in his native St. Louis by a touring

Armstrong, recruited for two weeks as replacement for

an absent band member, but ended up as the band's

bass guitarist for 25 years! He was with the band

when Armstrong took jazz beyond the 'iron curtain'

and thrilled large audiences in East Berlin; he was

there when they played in they Congo (shortly after

the assassination of Patrice Lumumba, the country's

first Prime Minister). Armstrong "made the City of

New Orleans known to the world", Shaw declared,

"he made more friends than any U.S. politician or

diplomat".

Arvell Shaw's views and reminiscences resonated

melodiously in the preoccupations of the next session

fascinatingly titled 'Two Jazz Guys and a Thousand

Jazz Stories'. The two 'guys' here were Herman

Leonard, the famed jazz photographer, and Frank

Tenot, a French publisher, who both rendered striking

testimonies about Armstrong and the music form he

has made so irresistibly popular. The French are not

only "crazy about jazz", Herman Leonard confirmed,

they were, indeed, "the first to take jazz seriously".

Leonard who said he first photographed Armstrong in

Birdland, New York, in 1958, told the audience about

the trumpeter's quiet, contemplative off-stage mo-

ments, declaring quite frankly: "These are the mo-

ments I like to photograph". Frank Tenot's testimo-

nies were no less unstinting: "Louis Armstrong changed

my life. The man is for me a godfather".

The Armstrong celebration moved on to the

Lakefront Arena of the University of New Orleans on

Saturday August 4. Highly publicized and meticulously

organized, the Lakefront show, no doubt the grande

finale to a week of tremendous festivities, unfolded

under the title 'Satchmo to Marsalis: A Tribute to the

Fathers of Jazz'. And what a night of continuities and

departures, of nostalgic endings and bold beginnings!

Organized by the University of New Orleans whose

Jazz Studies Program is one of the most valuable ini-

tiatives of its kind in the United States, the event of

August 4 celebrated Louis Armstrong whose remark-

able life commenced at the beginning of the 20lh cen-

tury, and the inimitable Marsalis family well poised to

take jazz to fabulous frontiers on this threshold of the

21S|. Ellis Marsalis, undoubtedly the most phenomenal

'Jazz Father' in the world, played publicly (for the very

first time?) with his sons Wynton, Branford, Delfeayo,

and Jason, and with Harry Connick Jnr, a spectacular

performer and former student of his. A truly memora-

ble night for Ellis who was described by University of

New Orleans, Chancellor, Dr.Gregory O'Brien, as "the

greatest jazz teacher in history." It is a measure of that

greatness that, as he retires from the leadership of the

university's Jazz Studies Program this year, he will be

succeeded by Terence Blanchard, his former student,

and noted jazz trumpeter and composer.

August 2001 was surely Louis Armstrong's month

in New Orleans. Satchmo's copious talents and dis-

tinctive virtuosity gave the city an opportunity to take

another look at itself, its boundless possibilities and

avoidable failings. For, the truth be told, the Armstrong

who placed New Orleans on the world map had an

uneasy relationship with the city of his birth, especially

its withering racism and segregationist practices. But

times do change even if slowly and, at times, imper-

ceptibly. The city which did nothing to preserve the sign-

posts of Armstrong's life, the city which once ignored

and spurned his achievements marked his 100th birth-

day by naming its airport after him - an honor usually

reserved for Presidents and other powerful figures. In

many ways, the 2001 Satchmo Summerfest was both

celebration and atonement.GR
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