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iGoing Online, Globalfest
Showcases World Music

By JON PARELES

Minyo Crusaders s¢1 an old Japancse song,
from a tradition called minyo, to a Nigerian
Afrobeat groove. DakhaBrakha, from
Ukraine, roved from Eastern European
drones and yipping vocals to something like
girl-group rock. Aditya Prakash, from Los
Angeles, sang a joylul Hindu devotional
over upbeat jazz from his ensemble, shar-
ing its melody with a trombone. Rachele An-
drioll, from southern Italy, sang a fierce Lar-
antella accompanying hersell with a tam-
bourine and cloctronic loops of a jaw harp
and her voice. Hit La Rosa, from Peru,
topped the clip<ciop beat of cumbia with
surreal lyrics, rurlr:wﬁ guitar solos
and psychedelic swoops echoes.

They were all part of the 18th annual
Globallest, the world-music showcase Lhat
moved online this year as a partnership
with NPR Music’s Tiny Desk Concens se-
ries, which will preserve the performances
online. Previous Globalfests were one-night
live showcases in New York City for adozen
bands on club stages. But this pandemic
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fice, a backyard barbecue. Angélique Kidjo,
the singer from Benin who appeared at the

two or three songs each. But Globaliest's
potential audience has been hugely multi-
plicd.

While necessity forced Globalfest online,
networking has long been bullt into its mu-
sic. Many musicians who cherish local and
traditional styles have decided that the way
to ensure their survival is through adapia-
tion and hybridization, retaining the
essence while modernizing the delivery
system. For musicians, fusion is also fun: a
chance to learn new skills, a way todiscover
creative connections, There are commanal-
fthes in the ways volces can croon or bile or
break, in mechanisms like repetition or call-
and-response, in wanting people to dance.
Modernization doesn't have to mean ho-
mogenization.

There were traditionalists at Globalfest.
Dedicated Men of Zion, a multigenerational
band of family members, sang hard-driving
gospel standards like “Cant Turn Me
Around;” rasping and soaring into falsetto,

1 bhand — mostly Cuban musicians —
aNew York that flourished in
the 19705 and 1980s: dura, propulsive
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Sofia Rei conjured a
wildly eclectic mix fram
her New York Hving
room during her
Globalfest performance,

rhythms, praising the culture of the African
diaspora as his musgic embodied it
Biit tradition often came with & twist.
Nora Brown adeptly playved and sang Ap-
palachian banjo songs from Kentucky,
passed down through personal contact with
clder generations, even though she's a 15-
year-0ld from Brooklyn, where she per-
formed in a tunnéel under Crown Heights
with a train rumbling overhead. Rokia
Traoné, from Mall, has an extensive catalog
ol her own songs, but her set reached back
toa tradition of epic song : centuries-old his-
torical praise of generals who built the West
Alrican Mande empire — "Tiramakan™ and
"Fakoly™ She sang over mesmerizing
vamps, plucked and plinked on ngoni { lute)
and balafon (xylophone), progressing from
tovehemence, from gently melodic
phrases to mapid-fire declamation, putting
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her virtuosity In service to the lore she con-
vieyed.

Musicians securely grounded in their
own cultures also felt free o expenment
with others. Martha Redbone — born in

Kentucky with Cherokee, Choctaw and Afri

CAn-American ancestors — punctuated

bluesy, compassionate soul songs with Na

tive American rattles and percussive sylla.

bles. Elsapie sang in her Native Amercan

language, Inuktitut, as she led her Canadi
an rock band in volatile songs that buil
from folky picking to full-scale stomps
Emel, a Tunisian singer influenced by the
profest musse of Joan Baee, sang two songs
from a living room in Paris. They were intro
spective, brooding, keening crescendos
“Haolm®™ ("A Dream™), which envisioned a
"bitber reality that destroys everything we
build” and, in English, *Everywhere We
Looked Was Burning.”

Labess, a Canadian band led by an Algeri-
an singer, had musicians performing re
motely from France and Colombia; its set
rovied from Arabic-Mavored songs to, for its

finale, "La Vida Es un Carnaval” a kind of
famenco-samba-chanson amalgam with
French lyrics and a button-accordion =olo

Matuw Camara, a singer rom Guinea now

bhaszed in New York, gave her West African

pop a tinge of Amenican funk as she offensd

determinedly uplifiing messhges.

And Sofia Ket, an Argentine SiNger oow
based in Mew York, conjured a wildly eclec-
tic, near hallucinatory intermational mix
from ber living room with her hand: Ande-
an, Asian, jarz, funk, clectmonics. True to 3
Globallest's boundary-scrambling mission,

she sang about hiving under “Un Mismo
Cizlo™: = Ths Sarme '."ZL':I."



