BLACK
MUSIC

Essays by
LeRoi Jones
(Amiri Baraka)



Published by Akashic Books William Morrow & Company, Inc,

Originally published in 1968 Y 0 2% 0 4 11963, 1966, 1967, 2010
St © 1959, 1961,1962, 1965,
right © 1757, ) R
Lopi))’?cRoi ]oncs/Amm Baraka

Tt 978—1_933é54;?(?1—'iumber: 2009923185
Library of Congress Lon

: eproduced or utilize
. vhts reserved. No part of this book n.la)’ be r Schanic 1 includef}
All rig tfsrc by any means, electronic or m ax;d " i %
1 m Or . 1 torage ICtriev;
n;l e ing recording or by any mform:;tloll)l ts>1i hgr .
otocopying, >, " the Publisher.
Svstem \E/ithout permission 1n writing from
. )

Second Akashic Books printing
Some of the essays in the volume were originally published in an earlier
0

form in the following publications: o
JZZZ Review, “Introducing Wayne Sho,r,ter (1%92‘;\ Great: Joh
Metronome, “The Jazz Avant-Garde (1961), “A Jazz P JoR

Coltrane” (1963) )
Billie I(-)Ioliday liner notes, “The Dark Lady of the Sonnets” (1962)

« i ford” (1962), “Present Perfect (Cecil
Ku/C/’JIf:’ loIrI)l’fr((;(;lgg)r:g“geili)lb’}l:a;?f (The \(Norld of Cecil Taylor)™ (1962),
“Sg’nny Rollins (Our Man in Jazz)” (1964) ) ) |
Down Beat, “Jazz and the White Critic” (1963), “Recent *\Ionk‘ (1963),
“A Day with Roy Haynes” (1963), “New York Loft aixd Coﬁei Sho1p
Jazz” (1963), “Don Cherry” (1963), “Apple Cores #1' (196«&), I:\ppxe
Cores #2” (1965), “New Tenor Archie Shepp Talking” (1963),:‘App1e
Cores #3” (1966), “Apple Cores #4” (1966), “Apple Cores #5—The
Burton Greene Affair” (1966), “Apple Cores #6” (1966)
Negro Digest, “Three Ways to Play the Saxophone” (1963)
John Coltrane liner notes, “Coltrane Live at Birdland” (1964)
Archie Shepp liner notes, “Four for Trane” (1965)
New Wave in Jazz liner notes, “New Black Music” (1965)
Sonny Murray liner notes, “Sonny’s Time Now” (1967)

AkashiClassics: Renegade Reprint Series
c/o Akashic Books

Twitter: @ AkashicBooks
Facebook: AkashicB 00Kks
E-mail: info@akashicbooks.com
Website: www.akashicbooks.com



1966
Apple Core #5—
The Burtgp Greene Affqi

Thc quality of bein

and the most elemental, T

human being cannot exist
from evil-

here is no life without spirit. The |

without a soul, unless the thing be
smelling freezing caves breathing high

S0n gases now internalized into the argon-
What your spirit is is what
Upon your fellows. Your internal

-valence poi-
blue eyes.

you are, what you breathe
and elemental volition.

At the Jazz Art Music Society in Newark, one night, Pian.lst
urton Greene performed in a group made up of M}E:I‘IOII
one.
Brown, alto s axophone, and Pharoah Sanders, tenor saxop e
; r
Greene’s Performance, strange as it was, was not )

i W aks.
Unique, Jtg meanings were the way the world always spe
“E

Xistence proves itself.” de of the exis-
\ Want here to list some observations I maae
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r the spiritual and the anti-spirjy,,
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cene Affait, I have called it because Burton

super-hip (MoDErN) pianist whose w,
d soon raised when Morgenstern and
as and the walls of the banks fa

ten
.. how they

The Burton Gr
e is a whité,
be praised an
ecome his Joshu
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is and will
Company b
down.

The music this night was rising and grew heavy, beating

the walls of that place. A trembling music . . . especially thag
Pharoah ganders makes with his long .er:oEnm\m.n?ms line
(Nazakat Ali and Salamat Ali from Pakistan can do this with
their voices). Marion Brown was rising with Pharoah. It was a
mad body-dissolving music . . . rose and stayed there . ., ecstasy
of understanding then, evolution. The feeling such men make is
of the consciousness of evolution, the will of the universe.

Yes, it is music which, under the best fingers, is a con-
sciously Spiritual Music. That is, we mean to speak of Life Force
try to become one of the creative functions of the universe.
So Sun-Ra, who knows something of the Wisdom Reli-
gion itself, uses this knowledge to make his music bridge to
higher human principles. Sun-Ra speaks of the actual change,
the actual evolution through space, not only in space ships,
but of the higher principles of humanity, the progress after the
death of the body.

Pharoah Sanders is a spiritual person. He also wants to
feel the East, as an Oriental man. Marion Brown wants to un-
derstand what spiritual is, and he follows and associates with
certain spiritual energies. That is, he understands it is, t0 2
certain extent, about energy.

To be spiritual is to be in touch with the living magnetism
wm mmm\éozaé:?@wn. “All you folks got thythm!” Right! @Em
it is harder for a rich man to enter the kingdom of heaven,

etc. i i
; etc.) Rich to mean perverted by things, which is America, the
occident. Where the sun dies,

and

(n the beautiful writhe of the hlack Spirit-e
the whole cellar was possessed and maamﬂ&:m.mm« sound,
through the air. +ngs flew
purton Greene, at one point, bega )
At the wﬂ&om&. He was writhing, Sw. Mcnmr” ﬂumv\ wsx%;
could not use or properly assimilate. He kept runnin oﬂnwmrn
gers compulsively through his hair. 8 s L
Finally he stood above the piano . .., the music around
him flying . - - and began to strike the piano strings with hig
fingers and knock on the wood of the instrument, He got a
drumstick to make it louder. (Greene’s “style” is pointed, 1
would presume, in the direction of Cecil Taylor, and, ﬁéoz,a
also suppose, with Taylor the Euro-American Tudor-Cage,
mﬁonwrmcmmn\ﬁ\.o:\noén:\mnEBms interpretations.)

But the sound he made would not do, was not where the
other sound was. He beat the piano, began to slam it open
and shut, slapping the front and side and top of the box. The
sound would not do, would not be what the other sound was.

He sat again and doodled, he slumped his head. He ran
his fingers desultorily across the keys. Pharoah and Marion
still surged; they still went on screaming us into spirit.

Burton Greene got up again. A sudden burst like at »w/
offending organism, he struck out again at the piano . .. he
beat and slammed and pummeled it. (The wood.) He hit it
with his fist. _J

Finally he sprawled on the floor, under the piano, shadow
knocking on the piano bottom, on his elbows he tapped,
tapped furiously then subsided to a soft flap, bap bap. then to
silence, he slumped to quiet his head under his arm and the
shadow of the piano. .

Pharoah and Marion were still blowing: The beautiful
sound went on and on.



