
This record is dedicated to the Czech-Canadian songwriter, arranger, and pianist who co-defined 
the Czech swing music era during the First Czechoslovak Republic. Even though Jiří Traxler was 
born 110 years ago, his songs continue to capture hearts of audiences and, as this project proves, 
inspire musicians of all genres. His songs are still remarkably popular in the Czech Republic. They are 
performed particularly by Ondřej Havelka & his Melody Makers, Sestry Havelkovy, and the Swings. 

1970s marked a comeback of swing music in Czechoslovakia. The Original Prague Syncopated 
Orchestra, led by artistic director Pavel Klikar and frontman Ondřej Havelka, turned into a 
phenomenon that after many decades re-introduced the music to listeners of all generations. They 
performed the greatest hits of the 1920s, 30s and 40s, both international as well as Czech, in the 
original style. When Jiří Traxler visited his old country after the Velvet Revolution, he was moved to 
find out that his music was still very much alive. 

A Special Return to Prague

For the first time since the 1920s, I listened to early American dance music in a live performance, so 
faithful to the original that for a while I found myself suddenly back in the day when live challenges were different and more bearable. 

Later, Jiří Traxler even went on tour with Ondřej Havelka’s orchestra. As the leader of The Swings Petr Hanzlík reminisces, he shared his excitement with the band while 
pointing out that this was his first tour in many decades. In fact, the last time when he toured the Czech Republic before that it was with the legendary R. A. Dvorský and his 
Melody Boys known virtually by all Czechs from popular black & white films. When Ondřej Havelka founded his own orchestra in 1995, he paid tribute to R. A. Dvorský’s iconic 
band by naming his ensemble The Melody Makers. 

When I Met Jazz

Once in the fall of 1929, the beauty of jazz approached me by itself. For some mysterious reason, I did not meet anyone 
I knew on the promenade of my hometown of Tábor, and out of habit I went to the shop, where bicycles, sewing 
machines and turntables were sold. They already knew me there, so they let me go through the piles of records on the 
counter. There were only a few American and English records. Still, I managed to find something that I must have 
missed before. It was an Odeon production. The vignette said the West End Blues, and it was recorded by some Louis 
Armstrong and his Hot Five. I wondered if I should buy it. At that time, I was only interested in large orchestras - the 
bigger, the better – the price was the same. Mr. Pavlík, the owner of the store, looked over my shoulder to see what I 
was looking at. When he saw that I was about to return the record into the pile, he offered to sell it to me for half the 

price, noting that otherwise he would probably have a hard time getting rid of it. 

I played the record right after I returned home. I was like in a trance. The opening 
cadence, and how Armstrong fired it, was bravura: now I’ll show you who the 
king is! And when, after the calming magnified sept chord that followed and as if 
opened the door to another, darkened room, he began with the opening of the first 
chorus - that was poetry. Even after I played the record several times, I could not 
get enough. It was then when I finally discovered what I wanted and would do in life. 

No matter how much I was fascinated by the record, I still didn’t miss a few telling glances that my father, who was just reading a 
newspaper, threw at me. I also noticed that he rustled with the newspaper much more than it was necessary. From previous experience, I 
should have gotten the message. When it came to enlightenment in dance music, my father still believed in kerosene lamps. Nevertheless, 
I tried to catch his interest again. Dad, can you hear the trumpet? That’s amazing, those pitches. Dad, that clarinet – it is as if it was 
talking, isn’t it?” My father was silent. Only the cigar in his mouth trembled. And then he blasted, „How can you, stupid boy, keep on 
listening to this for so long?!“

Let us now move quite a bit forward in time and to another continent. When I arrived in Canada, I saw that the style of music that 
provided a very good living for me in my old country - jazz and swing - was coming out of fashion, I looked for another source of income. 
However, I was never done with music. I write songs for myself and a few friends. It is no longer my profession, but it has been bringing 
joy into my life till today.

JIŘÍ TRAXLER 
CO-FOUNDER OF THE CZECH SWING ERA

„There is still so much of pure, unspoiled nature in Canada. Anyone who has 
the ability to appreciate this can find their own paradise here.” Jiří Traxler



Mr. Traxler was an inspiring man, not only when it came to music. His following thought illustrates 
the practice of Realpolitik on the terrible fate that Czechs not only of his generation had to face. It also 
tells us something about how tragic would be the consequences of the full return of the state of nature 
on the world scene that both the Czech Republic and Canada as well as all other countries that believe 
in humanism try to prevent by helping Ukraine win the horrific war launched against it by Russia.

The Bigger the Better 

Small, but ours! We used to say that with unsubstantiated pride about the Czechoslovak 
Republic. It sounded as if the smallness was some kind of merit. Then Hitler came and carved 
off Sudetenland. The country was still small, but ours, however, only till Hitler swallowed it 
as a whole. Later we received the Sudetenland back, however, our brothers in the East cut off 
Ruthenia and our homeland was yet smaller again. Plus, it was not even ours any more. There is 
nothing good about smallness! What is small, may be nice, however, citizens of a small country 
are not entitled to a good night’s sleep. While they rest, great powers can make them someone’s 
ownership for the sake of world balance at an international conference. Oh no, the homeland 
should be big, the bigger the better. It should also have as few neighbors as possible. In this sense, 
Canada seems to be the best choice.

Sorry, baby, you hit the wrong guy –
my line is murder mysteries.



Jiří and Jarmila Traxler on the occasion of their 50th wedding anniversary, 
together with their daughters Linda and Jane




