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DANCE for CLAUDIA JONES 

 

to Donald Hinds, Carol Boyce Davies and Ray Funk. 
 

 

 Two females are sitting in the front room, in quite bliss. One is in her 

late-teens, intently reading from the computer; the other, in her early 

seventies, is watching her - content in her watching. 
 

 

Treasure: Why the tears, my Little Heartbeat? Shall your grandma put her 

arms around you? 
 

Little Heartbeat: No, I'm OK Treasure, it's just a few droplets. Just doing 

some more research for my sixth-form project, which I think I'm going to 

expand into a performance piece, a little play. Anyway, knowing I'm going to 
university later this year, I came across an article earlier that said when 

Claudia Jones graduated from school, she couldn't go to the graduation 

ceremony, because her family were to poor to afford a dress for her. She must 

have cried and cried. Not in front of her parents, because she knew it would 

hurt them. No, in the quiet of the house - when the sky outside, reminds you 
to close your eyes. I was just thinking of her, weeping alone, into the drenched 

pillow. 

 

Treasure: Have you come across the word indomitable yet? No? In-do-mi-ta-
ble. While you're at the computer, look it up...... 

 

Little Heartbeat: It says, ''impossible to subdue or defeat''. I like that word. 

 
Treasure: That describes Claudia Jones perfectly. All the stories we heard 

about her back in the fifties and sixties, were about her unconquerable spirit, 

like our recently departed sister, Maya Angelou. Claudia suffered from 

tuberculosis and a whole range of illnesses; so she was hospitalised a lot. But I 
remember hearing a story about her, where sometimes she'd leave the sick 

bed, go and do what needed to be done. She left to serve – and then returned. 

In undertaking those ill-advised missions, I think she self-healed a little. Not 

physically - but mentally, spiritually. She was one of those women who would 

continue the struggle, right up until their farewell breath. 
 

Little Heartbeat: That's it, her life makes me weep sometimes, but there is 

so much to celebrate. Going back to the cause of my tears, I'd like you to hear 

a little chant I've written, as part of the production. I'm going to intersperse 
the playlet, with chant and song. Anyway, here's one of the first inserts..... 

 

Claudia...... 

We know that TB, 
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Gripped you in its hold of poverty. 

Damp walls, 

Another body falls; 

A Harlem reality. 
 

 

 

Treasure: That will work, Little Heartbeat. Little snippets of song, here and 
there. You'll be surprised at the power of twenty-odd words - and a good voice 

to sing them. I can see she's beginning to really touch you. It's good to know 

she only left us physically. She's embracing you, as she embraced us. 

 
 

Little Heartbeat: I think she is Treasured One, I think she is. I'm getting this 

picture, of someone of rhythm and melody. Her chosen rhythm of Communism, 

sweetened with her personal melody. As well as local agitation, she fought for 

world peace. I think of her as a hard fighter, who retained the touch of 
tenderness. Through the hurricane of Jim Crow, she sheltered herself in her 

humanity. 

 

Treasure: Wow! Your heartbeat is getting deeper, little one. That was very 
profound. You've got the makings of a thesis there! 

(They both laugh, Little Heartbeat kissing Treasure on the head) 

 

Little Heartbeat (animated): I'm thinking of contacting the Claudia Jones 
Organisation, to see whether I could volunteer there, tutoring the younger 

ones. Never wanted to emulate someone so much before. It's her footsteps, 

that I would like to follow. Here is another piece, on this particular aspect.... 

 
Whose echo will you listen to? 

Whose footprint will you step in? 

Who will still the maelstrom? 

When your head is in a spin. 

 
No need to beat around the bush, 

That dog search for a bone. 

I'll just take a little time; 

 Meditate on Claudia Jones. 
 

Whose vision will you vote for? 

Whose objective will you endorse? 

Who will hush the hurricane? 
When you are knocked off course. 

 

No need to fester and flounder, 

Breakdown on the phone. 

I'll just take a little time; 
Meditate on Claudia Jones. 

 



 

Treasure: Beautiful. You've caught her boosting factor so well. Because that's 

what she done; she went around injecting people, with the stimulant of self-

belief. For example, three years after her deportation from America, she'd 
founded the first weekly newspaper, for the Black community. All the other 

newspapers had come and gone; such as the The Keys, Pan Africa and the 

International African Opinion. The Keys was the journal of the League of 

Coloured People, founded by the Jamaican Harold Moody; Pan Africa, by the 
Guyanese, Ras Makonnen – and  International African Opinion, by her 

compatriot, Trinidadian George Padmore. 

 

Little Heartbeat: And that's where we come to Carnival and Notting Hill. This 
is one thing I'd like to get across with this piece, that amongst her many 

accomplishments, was the pioneering of the Notting Hill Carnival. That it was 

her crucial publication, the West Indian Gazette, that sponsored the first 

carnivals -  leading to the biggest street party in Europe, held every year in 

West London. Thousands of my peers, enjoy Notting Hill each year - not 
realising, it was born from infamy. 

 

Treasure: Those were heavy times, Little Heartbeat. Serious! The Mother 

Country didn't treat us very motherly. Myriad moments of lonely manoeuvring. 
People shouting things in the street; getting up, when you sat beside them on 

the bus – the well known housing restrictions. Then the riot of white youth, 

attacking black people; the subsequent self-defence. A few months later, the 

killing of the young Antiguan carpenter, who was hoping to become a lawyer. 
They know the name Stephen Lawrence, but not the name Kelso Cochrane. 

Maybe it's part of your mission - to spread awareness amongst those of your 

age group. 

 
Little Heartbeat: Yes Treasure. That's it - I want to make the link between 

between Kelso and Stephen. Of two separate gangs of white youths, decades 

apart, raging on the same agenda. 

 

Fascists, fascists, 
Oswald Moseley - 

Stiletto knife weaponry. 

 

Victims, victims, 
Said this cannot be - 

A self-defence strategy. 

 

Solo, solo, 
Walking home on his own, 

After work-time injury. 

 

Kelso, Kelso, 

In a Notting Hill street; 
Darkness of humanity. 

 



Treasure: You said it, for it was a darkening of humanity. Yes, we were as 

horrified then, as you are now. But I tell you something; after all the 

counteraction efforts, the community activism, by such figures as Claudia 

Jones and Amy Ashwood Garvey, the British Union of Fascists, who had a hold 
in the north Kensington and Notting Hill areas, lost their footing; the physical 

funeral of Kelso Cochran, brought the political death of Oswald Moseley. 

 

Part of her counteraction activism, included the setting up of the Notting Hill 
Carnival. To bring the warring communities together, by presenting a carnival 

for all to enjoy; an annual gift from the black community, to all of their 

neighbours. Please remind your listeners, that the first six were held indoors. 

The first one was held in St. Pancras Hall. It was choreographed by the 
Trinidadian dancer and producer, Stanley Jack; directed by his countryman, 

Edric Connor. Do you remember me telling you, that it was a full house – and 

bursting! I'm sure they had to turn some away. I've never danced to so much 

live calypso. At one of them, the special guest was Mighty Sparrow. 

 
Little Heartbeat: I hope to catch some of that euphoria in the piece. Here is 

the introductory verse, to this section of the writing... 

 

Bless the man with sticks, 
His steelpan soliloquy. 

His knowledge of tone and shade, 

Of beauty inlaid, 

Proud to call himself Trini. 
Monologue in metal, 

Oil drum oratory. 

Bless the man with sticks, 

His gift of tingling beauty. 
 

 

Treasure: I love the lines 'steelpan soliloquy', 'oil drum oratory' and 'tingling 

beauty'. Perfect description - for that warmth that steelpan exudes, does 

makes you tingle. 
 

Little Heartbeat: If I can't find a pannist, I'm going to have some recorded 

steelpan played, tell me what you think of this selection........ 

 
In evident reverie; smiling, nodding their heads, humming; then Little 

Heartbeat gets up, goes to Treasure - raising her to her feet, to dance 

the shuffle of slowed-down steps. Smiling, entranced by the music. 

Then three minutes of grinning revelry are over; the younger helps the 
elder, back to her seat. 

 

Treasure: Wow! Haven't moved like that in awhile! Thank you, Little Heartbeat, 

for being such a patient partner! Yes, good choice. The music had that gentle 

vibrancy that I associate with steelpan. 
 

It seemed like all the best pannists came to play. If I remember correctly, the 



second was held in the inaugural St. Pancras Hall; the 1961 event, in the 

Lyceum; thereafter, the larger Seymour Hall. But please check it out, in case 

my memory is tangling me up! 

 
Little Heartbeat: Here's a swinging little chant that I'd liked backed by a live 

pannist, with a pan interlude, then repeated again. 

 

 As she sings, she naturally moves...... 
 

 

Here he comes, watch him go, 

King of Calypso. 
 

Watch him swing, watch him flow, 

King of Calypso. 

 

 Watch him glide, watch him blow, 
King of Calypso. 

 

A.K.A. Mighty Sparrow, 

King of Calypso. 
 

 

Treasure: I can imagine people moving their hips to that, as you were. It's 

got a natural swing to it. It'll be great with the pans – a sure winner. 
 

It was the year of Mighty Sparrow that Carnival went on tour; to Nottingham, 

Birmingham and Manchester. Another calypso stalwart, Lord Kitchener, 

performed at the Manchester event. 
 

In 1965, the Carnival went outside, for the first time – and has remained there, 

annually attracting thousands from all over the world. With her sister-warrior, 

Amy Ashwood Garvey beside her, she fought for reconciliation, to damaged 

communities. Claudia converted them with Calypso. 
 

Little Heartbeat: And all due to the West Indian Gazette - a nationwide 

lighthouse, for the Black community. I sometimes think that journalism should 

have that same honourable status that teaching has. Journalists are there to 
inform and inspire also. Claudia lived up to that ethos, with her long history 

contributing articles and editing. From her early New York newspaper work, in 

the mid-thirties; with Communist publications, such as the Daily Worker and 

the Spotlight. She brought that wealth of experience when forming the West 
Indian Gazette, which began and continued to enrich the Black community – 

you being one of them, Treasure. 

 

Treasure: That paper was a real link, connecting the Black and Asian 

communities nationwide, as well as news from the Caribbean. It reviewed 
artwork and books. It supported actors, writers and artists. Although the West 

Indian Gazette and Claudia struggled financially, she managed to keep it going; 



for she saw the benefits and it's value. 

 

Little Heartbeat: She did so much for everyone, for she'd lived their struggle 

– so knew of its crushing power. Her mother dying when she was in her early 
teens. Some say she died from spinal meningitis; some say from exhaustion 

and poor working conditions. I know her father, at one time, had a long period 

of intermittent employment. Whatever was lost or found, poverty remained. 

 
Imprisonment here and there. Here's something, commemorating time 

served..... 

 

In that time of McCarthy, 
Time on Ellis Island, 

Then Federal Reformatory. 

Suffered first attack, 

Aged thirty-six; 

Prison house infirmary. 
 

In that time of McCarthy, 

Time of deportation, 

To the Trinidad colony? 
Then they changed their minds, 

Sent to England instead; 

Nine years of activity. 

 
Treasure: They deported her fellow Trinidadians; CLR James, like her, from 

Jim Crow America; George Padmore, from Nazi Germany. Same struggle, 

different location.   

 
Yes, people should know of Kelso Cochran, as well as Stephen Lawrence; 

should know of the Pancras Hall carnival, as well as the Notting Hill ones; 

should know of the West Indian Gazette, as well as the Voice. The West Indian 

Gazette became her favoured weapon. She fought for regional cohesion, as 

well international peace; from a little office in Brixton. 
 

Little Heartbeat: I've tried to convey some of that internationalism, into this 

little chant, which is unfinished. I may tweak these verses and add another – 

with a refrain, mentioning Sisulu and Sobukwe. 
 

She wrote of  Nelson Mandela, 

Known as Madiba; 

Left us physically, 
Late last year. 

 

She wrote of Patrice Lumumba, 

Of the Tetela; 

Martyred  in the Congo, 
Man without fear. 

 



Treasure: That's it Little Heartbeat, spread her story out. You could mention 

her attendance at international peace conferences – her fight against the Bomb. 

She was an ambassador of peace, before they had such UN emissaries. 

 
Little Heartbeat: It's through people such as Carole Boyce Davies, Colin 

Prescod and Marika Sherwood, that her great saga is told; so I've got to 

mention them. I salute the Claudia Three, for all their efforts - wishing them 

showers of blessings, daily. 
 

Treasure: I can't wait to see this production. Whether in the school hall or 

local theatre, I'm going to get a front seat – believe me! Thank you for sharing 

the formative stages with me, I'm honoured. The chants and songs will be a 
perfect accompaniment, 

and embellishment, to the production. I look forward to seeing the poster, with 

your name written in bold. I'll be the one in the audience, with the constant 

smile, the widest grin. I love you, my Little Heartbeat. 

 
Oh by the way, please, before I leave you to carry on, could you please sing 

the King of Calypso again. I think extended it would be a great finale, a 

celebratory wonder. Maybe invite people from the audience to join the dance! 

That's all our Sista Claudia wanted; for everyone to contribute, to feel a part of 
the whole. Dance for Claudia Jones. 

 

Little Heartbeat: For you Treasured One, anything (kissing her on the 

cheek). You've been my favourite teacher over the years. I intend to dedicate 
this playlet, entitled Dance for Claudia Jones, to you. The dedicatory line will 

appear as a subheading, on the script – and on all publicity material. I am at 

this stage of my learning because of you. It will be good to look out on 

performance night and see you sitting there – in the front row; a premier for 
you. My beloved grandmother, my excellent teacher. I dedicate this piece to 

you, because you were there – because I love you. 

 

She dances as she sings, blowing kisses to her grandmother......... 

 
Here he comes, watch him go, 

King of Calypso. 

 

Watch him swing, watch him flow, 
King of Calypso. 

 

 Watch him glide, watch him blow, 

King of Calypso. 
 

A.k.a. Mighty Sparrow, 

King of Calypso. 
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