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    Coleridge Goode needed persuading to tell his story, modest man that he is. But there are important reasons for telling it. As a highly regarded jazz instrumentalist his main career achievements have been of great artistic significance. And he is candid not only about the rewards and rich variety of life as a professional musician but also about serious social problems of the jazz world which he has seen at first hand. Not least, his account of his life in music gives a host of rich insights into neglected but important aspects of jazz history.




    For example, he was a member, throughout its whole eight years existence, of the Joe Harriott Quintet – a musical unit which, as the years pass, becomes ever more legendary. Goode is the only person who can give a full account of this band and detail all the controversies that surrounded it. Many critics claim that this was the most historically significant and, at its peak in the early 1960s, the most original small group ever on the British jazz scene. Entirely alone and ahead of its time, it set new directions for jazz, developing a free form style distinct from but contemporaneous with Ornette Coleman’s American developments. Goode’s role as bassist was unique and crucial in Harriott’s musical conception. But in the small world of British modern jazz, the quintet was praised and vilified with equal intensity among musicians and critics. The controversy has not been entirely resolved to this day and its high human costs are recalled in this book.




    Yet the group’s best albums have become classics. Before they were reissued on CD, the original LPs, ‘rare as hen’s teeth’ to quote one retailer, fetched hundreds of pounds in auctions and were hunted by knowledgeable collectors on both sides of the Atlantic. Now this music is gradually acquiring the broader transatlantic recognition that is its due and in the 1990s, the leading Chicago contemporary jazz group of Ken Vandermark recorded an album of Harriott compositions associated with the quintet. The Guinness Who’s Who of Jazz calls Harriott, ‘one of the most inventive and original of jazz musicians... a major figure in the development of both a European Free Jazz tradition and a jazz-based fusion that incorporated elements of ethnic music.’ Coleridge Goode, in a key role throughout, helped to make all these triumphs possible. In part then, this book is a celebration and a chance to set the record straight about major but still misunderstood jazz innovations.




    Another reason for telling his story is that it is one of many possible accounts of the historical experience of black West Indian musicians in Britain and their contribution to the jazz scene. There is, of course, no single ‘experience’ to categorise. Goode’s career is unique and has brought its own challenges and triumphs. Nevertheless, it has led him into contact over the decades with many other West Indian instrumentalists about whom he has interesting things to say. Since so little has been written about the contribution of West Indian musicians and black musicians more generally to the development of jazz in Europe, this book helps to document an unjustly neglected part of musical and cultural history. The personalities and talents of many unsung individuals who contributed, often with great distinctiveness, to music are recalled here with warmth and candour.




    The best reason for this book, however, is simply Coleridge Goode himself – who he is and what he has done over the decades. For a long time he has been one of the most respected jazz bassists in Europe and the list of major international stars with whom he has worked and recorded is impressive, including Django Reinhardt, Stéphane Grappelli, Ray Nance and George Shearing, amongst many others.




    He chooses words carefully and talks simply and honestly but his modesty does not disguise his pride in his craft and artistry and in the remarkable body of recorded music to which he has contributed. A man of dignity and integrity, he has managed to combine idealism about the infinite possibilities of music with realism about the darker sides of the jazz life. He has kept a clear sense of direction while often working in a social environment full of individuals with much less stable and sometimes seriously blighted lives. What is said in the following pages about Joe Harriott, Phil Seamen, Shake Keane, Lars Gullin, Lauderic Caton and many others suggests something of this environment, although the book is very much a celebration of everything that outstanding players such as these have given to jazz.




    After growing up in a secure family environment in Jamaica, Coleridge made a similarly stable life for himself when he moved to Britain. Discipline and self-reliance are words he very often uses when he talks about the inheritance his childhood gave him. A longstanding friend of his told me: ‘Coleridge is a rock. He was always the stable point we could rely on when all kinds of things were falling apart.’ He is a survivor, the man who lived to tell the tale: his own and, indirectly, that of some other notable musicians in so far as they have been a part of his world.




    He was nineteen when he stepped off the boat in 1934 to begin a new life in Britain. At that time few made the oneway journey from the Caribbean to settle and he came initially as a student. Music was not planned as his career but it was certainly in his background. In Jamaica early in the twentieth century his father almost single-handedly set out to create a vibrant musical life in the church communities of Kingston. The concerts, competitions and festivals, Bach cantatas and oratorios and the whole life of choral classical music, with his father at its centre, left indelible imprints on the young Coleridge. But, with no possibilities for a career in classical music in Jamaica, he chose to study engineering. Then fate intervened. He heard a wealth of jazz on records and, giving up the violin on which he had played the classical repertoire of his youth, he mastered the double bass and launched himself on a jazz career.




    In the following pages he recounts his early life in Jamaica and Glasgow and his career, starting with the lively musica life of wartime London clubs. A key figure in every band with which he has worked, he tells of life on the road with the Ray Ellington Quartet of ‘Goon Show’ fame, which achieved immense popular success combining the new modern jazz sounds of the late 1940s with zany humour.




    Later, with other bands, there were different experiences of selling ‘bop for the people’, trying to create adventurous jazz music in dance-halls and clubs in 1950s Britain while avoiding the twin curses of racism and drugs. Throughout the period he established himself at the very centre of the London modern jazz world.




    In 1958 Goode joined the new band being formed by the brilliant bebop stylist Joe Harriott. But Harriott’s early audiences had little idea what was in store as his musical development unfolded over the following decade. Goode provides an unforgettable portrait of the alto saxophonist, describing how his pathbreaking ‘abstract music’ came about and the triumphs and disappointments that went with it. Later, Harriott’s searchings took him into other new territory, producing some of the earliest and still most successful fusions of jazz and Indian music. Again, Goode’s bass played a key role, linking the jazz and Indian components of the music.




    In more recent years he has found himself in many other musical contexts, usually at the cutting edge, among the innovators. He recorded serial music with David Mack and participated in the poetry and jazz movement that was a significant artistic development in Britain from the 1960s. He has been an important contributor to ambitious experiments with choral and religious settings for jazz. Perhaps the wheel came full circle in one sense with a distant echo of his father’s choral work in Goode’s participation in Michael Garrick’s orchestral performances with choirs in church settings.




    When he began to look back over his career as plans took shape to produce this narrative he wondered whether his life was really of sufficient interest to merit a book. ‘I don’t want to bore people,’ he insisted. I had no doubts and took it on myself to convince him. In the following months, having agreed experimentally at my urging, to ‘give it a try and see how the conversations go’, we taped many hours of his reminiscences and talked over innumerable subjects. I wrote the narrative in continual consultation with him, using the taped conversations as the basic material for the text and combining his memories with my background research. Coleridge has checked the whole text and approved its final form. Talking at length with him and assembling the story has been, for me, a great privilege and hugely pleasurable experience.




    This book, the outcome of our many meetings in front of teapot, cassette recorder and audio system, recounts Coleridge Goode’s remarkable adventures in music and his well-fulfilled life from Jamaica to jazz.


    





    ROGER COTTERRELL


  




  

    Chapter 1




    100 Miles to Cuba


    


    





    My music room is high above a London street. From here, you don’t hear pedestrians on the tree-lined pavement below or, with the window closed, much traffic sound. In a corner by the window an old battered double bass rests on its stand. It’s the bass I learned to play jazz on more than sixty years ago when I set out to become a professional musician and I still use it today. I’ve had it since I was in Glasgow as a student. It was nearly burnt by a blazing fire and it once fell off a tramcar. But it’s a good instrument which has associated with a lot of wonderful musicians. Next to it are a high stool and footstool with metal folding struts, which I use when I play.




    Behind is an audio system I made myself. Most of the parts are old but it sounds state of the art. Science and technology have always been important in my makeup. Years ago, my friend Lauderic Caton and I made our first television sets at a time when few people had TV. In 1946 I designed and built an electronic amplifier for my bass. No-one used amplifiers on basses then and what I did was very controversial but I like to be heard when I play. And as a musician I’m used to hearing the sound of the instruments loud all around me so I’m right in the centre of it. The audio system creates that sound in the room from my records and cassettes.




    Above the audio system are piles of cassettes in boxes. Among them are tape copies of many records on which I’ve played with ‘Joe Harriott’, ‘Ray Ellington Quartet’, ‘Michael Garrick’, ‘Shake Keane’ and other names on the labels. Unfortunately some great groups I played with never made studio recordings so almost all the music is lost now. But there are a lot of boxes of Harriott and Garrick and dozens of tapes from the informal Sunday jazz sessions in north London where I have played regularly since the 1970s. I tape the sessions to hear what I’ve done recently and see how I can improve on it.




    On a shelf under the window is a biography of Stéphane Grappelli who, with George Shearing, was part of my professional life for some years. And in the other corner of the room by the window is where Django Reinhardt sat cradling my one year old daughter on his knee and talking in his animated French to my wife Gertrude. He visited us when I recorded with him in 1946, when he and Stéphane were reunited in London after being separated for the whole period of the war.




    I keep this room warm. In the winter months when my co-author and I started to have regular conversations to plan this book, he would always strip off his sweater when he arrived here and was hit by the semi-greenhouse atmosphere that I like, especially when it’s cold outside. After all the years of living in London I still find the weather too cold. I was conditioned to warmer climes. I came to Britain in 1934, leaving the Jamaica sunshine and heat behind and finding British rain and fog and grey Glasgow tenement blocks instead during my student days. A few years later I came to London and settled here. So this flat and this room have been my place for well over half a century, though I’ve travelled with my music to many countries and seen a fair bit of the world.




    The area has changed a great deal. When Gertrude and I moved here, the whole block had been shocked to its foundations by wartime bombing. There were huge cracks in the ceiling of this room, caused by the explosions. Part of the block had been demolished by a German bomb some months earlier. At that time I was only the second West Indian in the neighbourhood. All that changed after the Windrush, of course. A lot has changed over the years.


    





    *****


    





    I was born a few months after the First World War started in Europe, but on a different continent, thousands of miles away. The area where I grew up, St. Andrew, is a small county on the south eastern side of the Caribbean island of Jamaica. To the north east of St. Andrew are the beautiful, spectacular Blue Mountains. English people have sometimes heard of them because of the excellent Blue Mountain coffee. I was born on November 29th 1914 at Hope, six miles out of Kingston, the capital, and six hundred feet above sea level. From there it was a steady down hill drive to Kingston on the coast.




    Jamaica was a British colony then and my father had a job in the colonial agricultural service. He lived and worked at a farm school, Hope Farm, which the government set up to train young people to become efficient farmers. Half a mile away from the farm, along the Hope Road, was an important food market called Papine, a big centre for selling produce, not far from where the University of the West Indies is situated today. When I was a small boy trams ran along the Hope Road from Kingston, up the hill to the market at Papine. Women going up to Papine or down to Kingston market would load their vegetables into the back part of the tram and ride in the front. Later, when the trams were replaced by buses imported from England, there were always special compartments at the back and on top of the buses for the farm produce and the buses would crawl up to Papine with produce to be sold. But in the early days the transport system relied on trams powered from overhead electric wires. The trams would stop at the terminus at the market and then reverse and run back down the hill past Hope Farm towards the centre of Kingston.




    The only neighbours we had were people who worked at the farm school and lived on the premises. It was a big complex with fruit trees that grew all around, stretching up towards the hills. The house I was born in was actually in the farm school grounds but later, when I was about ten, we moved to a nicer house at the entrance to Hope Gardens, the horticultural gardens where the school’s head office was situated. Tram drivers used to stop at that point and punch a clock to indicate when they arrived.




    The houses were wooden with bamboo furniture and polished wooden floors. The custom at the time was to split a dry coconut down the middle, put wax polish on the cut edge and rub it across the floorboards to make them shine. In our home the maids did this. When I was a boy there was no domestic electricity and we had pressurised paraffin lamps with mantles. Of course, in the hot climate the houses had plenty of window space and doorways to let the air circulate. When it cooled in the evening you could go and sit outside on the verandah in your rocking chair. That was the best time of day, when it was cool.




    Roofs were often made of zinc because zinc gives really tough protection and when it rains in Jamaica it really rains. But the downside was that if there was a hurricane you would stand a good chance of having the zinc blown off the roof. That didn’t happen to us, but it was not uncommon at all and there were plenty of hurricanes. A lot depended on where your house was situated. At a distance, facing our house, a mountain rose to about a thousand feet and gave protection against the winds. So the house was not as badly affected in the storms as it might have been.




    With the zinc roofing, you would hear the rain beating on the roof very clearly when you were inside. Our house was just one storey – a bungalow, you would call it – and I used to love to hear the rain on the roof when I was in bed at night. It had a sort of lulling effect, helping to send me to sleep.




    In the day I played in the garden and climbed the mango trees. Everyone had fruit trees in their yards. Mangoes, bananas, limes, paw-paws, all sorts of lovely fruits. And there were coconut palm trees. Jamaican vegetation is very lush. In our garden there was a jasmine bush at the side of the house. Of course, jasmine has a beautiful smell and in the cool of the evening the fragrance would waft around and drift inside the house through the doorways and windows.


    





    *


    





    My father had his own room which was his studio, full of books on music, literature and poetry. He had a large library there and also his organist’s piano, fitted with two keyboards and pedals like a church organ. He used to practise on that. He was the organist and choirmaster at St. Michael’s and All Angels Church in Victoria Avenue, Kingston during the time I was growing up and he held this position for more than fifty years. Music, especially choral and church music, was a big part of his life and, because of him, music became as big a part of mine, although he never really approved of the jazz I played when I became a professional musician. Music for him always meant classical and choral music, nothing else. I never heard any other kind of music as I grew up because we did not have a radio and classical music was all that was played at home.




    George Davis Goode, my father, really was a self-made man. In 1903, when he was 21, he became an unpaid laboratory apprentice at the Government Laboratory at Hope. He learned about chemistry on the job. Then he won a scholarship to enter the Agricultural School and got a position in the new farm school when it was set up in 1910. He worked for the Agricultural Department until he retired and eventually he became Acting Assistant Director of Agriculture. But alongside all this he was busy with music.




    At that time, nobody was doing anything like he did in the music line. Most music performed in Kingston was made by people accompanying silent films shown in a couple of theatres. Apart from that there wasn’t really any professional musical activity. Music was limited to what local people produced at parties for their own amusement.




    George Goode studied, listened to gramophone records and taught himself. Being organist at St. Michael’s, he had to arrange all the music for the church choir. So he imported books and sheet music and studied how to go about it and produce what was required. When gramophones came in, we got the first wind-up model, a magnificent affair. But with those old record players the sound of the ordinary pick-up was not at all kind to the lower frequencies of the music on the records and the bass sounds didn’t come through. So people would fit up what was called an exponential horn which accentuated the lower frequencies. With that big horn, most of the music on the record could be heard. It had to be fitted to the gramophone and from the fixing point to the end of the bell the horn increased in diameter like a huge dark flower that had opened out. I helped my father build it from the instructions that came in the kit. You had to make the hoops a certain size, fit them together, cover them with paper and then varnish the whole thing.




    He taught himself to arrange music and create all kinds of musical settings. The range and ambition of what he did was astonishing and eventually he put on oratorios and big choral performances, concerts and competitions. In 1909, the year before he became organist at St. Michael’s, he married my mother, then Hilda Dawkins, who sang in the choir at Kingston Parish Church. She had a lovely soprano voice and supported him with all his musical enterprises. After a time they started the Kingston Glee Singers Society which put on annual concerts starting in 1912 and those concerts continued for 25 years. They would present mainly church music and when it came to doing bigger things, such as major works by Handel and Bach, the Glee Singers were joined by singers from the big Diocesan Festival Choir which my father organised.




    All these activities became recognised as a major part of the musical life of Jamaica. In 1919 the Jamaica Times wrote: ‘The Kingston Glee Singers form one of the satisfactory organisations in this Island devoted to those arts which help the mind and lend deeper degrees of beauty and interest to life. Life in a small community like ours tends persistently to fall into a routine, and to become merely a humdrum struggle for existence.... The Glee Singers... annual concert has gradually taken its place among the most distinctive and the most valued musical events of the year in the Island.’




    One story about how George Goode solved musical problems is told in a book about him which his secretary Ethel Marson wrote after his death. He read a publication called Fugitive Notes on Certain Church Cantatas by William Gillies Whittaker, a great Bach authority who edited Bach cantatas for Oxford University Press. In 1928, stimulated by the book, he decided to include in the Diocesan Festival Choir programme the cantata ‘Sleepers, Wake’. As Ethel Marson puts it, ‘he was not quite certain of the correct manner of interpreting some of the ornaments in the latter work, and with his usual careful attention to detail, he decided to seek Dr. Whittaker’s advice.’ So he wrote to the famous Bach expert far away on the other side of the ocean in England, explaining that, ‘music is in a very backward state in this colony and I am trying to do my little bit...’ Dr. Whittaker sent back detailed advice, said how pleased he was that Goode had found his books helpful, and wished him all the best. After that, they corresponded for years, Whittaker praising Goode’s ‘magnificent work’ and ‘fine influence’ and telling him not to worry about critics who were ‘always wrong’ and from whom ‘we all suffer’.




    It must have been hard then to get enough good musicians to put together the orchestras to accompany the big choral works, but there was a military band in Jamaica and musicians were brought in from that. Later the military director of music incorporated some of the better players into an orchestra to play symphonic pieces. But my father originated all these big musical presentations. No-one else was trying to do anything like that at the time.


    





    *


    





    I got my name indirectly through the Glee Singers’ activities. In 1912, the celebrated black British classical composer Samuel Coleridge-Taylor died. George Goode had the idea of organising a festival to honour his memory and it took place in September 1913. He put together a choir of a hundred voices and a thirty piece orchestra to perform two concerts of Coleridge-Taylor’s music. The events made a huge impression at the time. There had not been any musical occasion to match this in Jamaica previously. I was born a year later and named Coleridge after Coleridge-Taylor. My other names are George, after my father, and Emerson, after the poet. My father loved poetry and Ralph Waldo Emerson was one of his favourites.




    Music completely surrounded me when I was growing up. I must have always been drawn to it but it took a long while to discover my own way to approach it. My father tried to teach me the piano but for some reason I wasn’t keen on that and it did nothing for me. Then I heard a cellist at one of my father’s concerts. When I listened to this man, Leslie Thompson, playing a solo something just hit me. It was so lovely. After I got home, I found some bits of orange box wood and tried to make an instrument using ordinary twine for the strings. My father saw this and being a very wise man he gave me a violin on my next birthday, my eleventh or twelfth. So I was a late starter as a music student but after that I took to the violin straight away. Something drove me to do this. It was something I loved and I made very good progress.




    Along the way I also had lessons on the oboe. I had heard the great English oboist Leon Goossens on records and that influenced me to take up the instrument. The oboe is still in a cupboard here somewhere but it is not one of the top makes and the fingering system is antiquated. Anyway, it didn’t really work out for me. You have to have the right embouchure for that particular instrument and I could never maintain it for long.




    The violin was my passion. In Kingston they started to have an annual musical competition to find the best pupils. There were a couple of really good violin teachers in the town and I was very lucky. I had the best, Doris Livingstone. She had flaming red hair and was a lovely person. I was very fond indeed of Miss Livingstone and that helped very much in learning the violin because I always wanted to go to lessons at her house! I studied with her for the examinations of the Royal Schools of Music – someone would be sent out from England each year to examine the pupils. I passed all the examinations year by year and eventually became a Licentiate of the Royal Schools of Music in about 1932.




    At school, music and sport were what I liked best. After Montessori school, when I was nine or ten I started going to Calabar High School, one of the big secondary schools in Kingston. I travelled by tram but when I was about thirteen I got a bicycle and cycled the six miles from Hope Gardens. Later the bike was replaced by a motorcycle. I was a day scholar like all the other children from the Kingston area. But there were boarders too whose families lived in other parts of the island, some from right over in Montego Bay on the north coast. Every morning, school began with chapel. The headmaster’s son played the organ and I would have a seat on the front bench in the chapel and play my violin, accompanying the psalms and hymns. As for sport, we played football and cricket which I’ve always loved.




    The school produced many sportsmen, some quite famous. One was Arthur Wint who became the Olympic 400 metres champion the year the games were held in London. A statue was erected in his memory in Sabina Park in Kingston. That was where the schools competed with each other in the big annual sports day events. But Calabar didn’t really produce musicians, as I remember, apart from me. Many Jamaican musicians who later became well known in jazz came from a different school in Kingston called the Alpha School, which catered especially for orphans, children from poor families and children with disabilities. Joe Harriott, whom I’ll have much to say about later, was one of its products.




    Of course, it was not just music and sport at school. We covered all the subjects. History then – in the 1920s and early 1930s – was all about the British Empire and there was no Jamaican history taught at all. Some of the teachers were black, some white. Several had come from England. The science teacher, for example, was a Yorkshireman, Mr. Wolstenholme. The school was mainly Baptist-run and the headmaster and second master were Baptist ministers. And there were certainly memorable people, such as Philip Sherlock, who later became Vice-Chancellor of the University of the West Indies. He was a great story-teller for children. He used to tell us about the exploits of his uncle. ‘Uncle’ didn’t really exist but Mr. Sherlock told us about his amazing adventures and we would sit wide-eyed.




    One story was about ‘Uncle’ being out in the forest when suddenly he came upon a lion. ‘What can I do?’ he asked himself, terrified. When the lion attacked, opening his jaws to bite, ‘Uncle’ shoved his hand, quick as a flash, into the lion’s mouth and right through his stomach and grabbed his tail and pulled him right inside out! And so he triumphed over the lion. What a feat! Mr. Sherlock was a wonderful teacher and a lovely person.




    Life was filled with school, violin practice and sport. I would get up early and practise my violin before going to school and I would often come home late because of staying on for sports after lessons ended. Calabar was one of the best schools for sport in the country. I’m grateful now for all that sports activity because it made me strong. When I got home I would relax for a little while, then get on with homework and then maybe do some more practice on my violin. It was a strict upbringing with a lot of discipline.




    With all that happening, I didn’t see a great deal of my father in those years. He taught me all the rudiments I needed for my music examinations but, of course, he was always very busy too. He was a well-studied man and not at all ebullient – you could say he was reserved, but studiously reserved. And one thing I learned from him was how to be self-reliant. His example in that influenced me all my life.


    





    *


    





    My mother, Hilda Goode, was a lovely person. She used to lead the sopranos in both the church and the big concert choir. She had many friends and was one of eight or nine children, so there were a lot of aunties around. She was also a great cook and so I and my two sisters, Ruth and Helena, were very well looked after. She made all her own bread and cakes and would make wedding cakes for friends. I used to help with the icing. She liked to have tea parties and was very proud of her special bone china tea set as they were not easy to come by at that time in Jamaica.




    St. Andrew changed a lot over the years I lived there. The tramcars gave way to buses on the Hope Road and gradually the traffic increased around Kingston. But, of course, it was nothing like the London traffic. Most cars were American since Jamaica was so much closer geographically to the United States than to Britain and the American cars were cheaper to buy. I remember when one of the teachers at the farm school bought a brand new English bullnose Morris. He drove it, with its gleaming brass front and radiator-top, up the drive to Hope Farm. What a sight! It was a convertible with a canvas roof, and had lovely leather. The smell of it! It was quite something, a very elegant thing in those days and very unusual. This man used to go to England every so often for holidays and he brought this beauty back from one of his trips.




    My father’s car was an old Ford, a tin lizzy, one of those three-pedal things in which you had to change gear with your feet. He didn’t travel much beyond the Kingston area in it. But once in a while he would have to visit the extension of the agricultural school about fifty miles away in Mandeville in the western part of the island. And on a couple of occasions I went with him high up into the Blue Mountains to Cinchona. That was a beautiful, quiet spot to relax and enjoy the scenery. The area had been planted with Assam tea bushes and cinchona trees from which they produced quinine, then used for treating malaria. It was a commercial enterprise but apparently it didn’t do well and eventually, in the late 1960s, it was turned into Government-run public gardens. I don’t know whether there was a link to the Agricultural Department at the time we went there but in any case, my father didn’t take any of the employees from the Farm School.




    We would travel part of the way by car until the mountain tracks became too difficult. Then we’d leave the car and get on donkeys to go up to this wonderful place, high up in the mountains where the air was clear and fresh.




    One of the donkeys would be loaded with saddle bags with all the clothing and provisions. The animals were so sure-footed and you had to marvel at the way they climbed on that rough terrain. Up in the mountains it was very cool. There were pine trees and at Christmas time you might find strawberries. On a good clear day, because of the high elevation, you could look straight across the Caribbean and see Cuba in the distance about a hundred miles away. The temperature was in the low 50s (10 to 12 degrees Celsius), as I remember, and that to us was really cold. In the morning there would sometimes be just a little bit of frost on the vegetation.


    





    *


    





    All the time I lived in Jamaica I was aware that there was a difference between the races. You couldn’t avoid that. In the first place, since the territory was a colony, the English always had the best of whatever jobs there were. There was always some English person in charge and it was the same in the Agricultural Department where my father worked. There was a white Director with overall responsibility and he lived in the exclusive lower part of the garden with his several English bulldogs. They were frightening and no-one would go there. My father was responsible directly to this Director. He would go away for three months holiday and my father would have to run the operation while the Director was away. Of course, he was fully capable of it and recognised as very able. He won medals for his civil service work: the King George V Silver Jubilee Medal in 1935, the King George VI Coronation Medal in 1936 and the Insignia of the Imperial Service Order in the King’s birthday Honours in 1942.




    I didn’t feel race prejudice affected me directly. I was always in the best of whatever was going on but there were certainly colour differences. The lighter-skinned mulattos were considered above the very dark people in this racial estimation. It was subtle but it was there. But in the musical world that existed, the world my father and mother were in the centre of, there was a mixture of all sorts of people. Race had no bearing at all on us and we mixed with the English. My violin teacher was English and we pupils, black and white, all went to school together and were mixed there. We learned not to discriminate like that. For my family, things were not bad. We were middle class and comfortably off. But elsewhere there was terrible poverty in Jamaica.


    





    *


    





    Eventually, when I was about seventeen, I had to begin to think seriously about what I might do for a career. In my earlier years I hadn’t contemplated doing anything other than playing music. It was only later when I needed to consider how to earn a living that other thoughts came to mind. After all, even my father, with his great love of music and his talent for it, did not make a living from it.




    I had an aptitude for mechanics and technology. Sam Kitchin, one of my father’s closest friends, had a Douglas motorcycle with big cow-horn handlebars and eventually he let me try riding it. That really turned me on to motorbikes. Then one of my school friends, Guilfoyle, whose father was very wealthy, got himself a Douglas, a more modern model with normal handlebars. I decided to get an old second-hand BSA. So there were two of us who rode motorcycles to school. I used it for a couple of years and would lovingly take the machine apart, paint the frame and clean the points. So I learned about mechanics that way. The bike didn’t have electric lights but carbide lighting. Water dripped down and made a gas which had to be lit in a burner at the front that threw the light out in a beam.




    It was clear that Jamaica was going to need electrical engineers. Before electric light came to St. Andrew there was only gas and paraffin lighting. It took some time for electric lighting to become widespread and there was no road lighting at all before the electricity came so people did not travel much at night. Although the trams were electrically powered, the extension of electricity throughout Jamaica still had a a long way to go. Electrical engineering was like computer science is now, the new practical science to get into if you were ambitious.




    In 1932 it was decided that I should go to a place called Cornwall College, in Montego Bay at the other end of the island, to study sciences further for a year in preparation for travelling to Britain to do a degree in electrical engineering at university.




    Glasgow was chosen as the university for me to go to because it was famous for its engineering faculty and the town was famous for engineering. Also my father had a good connection there because his correspondence friend, Dr. Whittaker the Bach expert, had become the professor of music at Glasgow University.




    It is hard to say whether engineering was a second best for me. I never lost any interest in music. I had an inate love of it. And what would actually happen when I reached Britain was always left in the air as far as I was concerned. If I obtained a university degree the option was open to me to do whatever I liked with it. I always felt that spending one’s life producing or being involved in music was the way to go. But when I set off for Britain I could not see how to make a musical career so the plan was to get the best qualifications I could in electrical engineering and then come back to Jamaica and get a job.
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