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Albert Nicholas Talks About Jelly Roll 
by William Russell 

Ever since I was a kid coming up in New Orleans I had heard of Jelly Roll and what a 
great pianist he was. They called him “Windin’ Boy” then. I didn’t meet Jelly Roll 
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Morton until 1922 when I went to Chicago to take Johnny Dodds’ place with King 
Oliver’s band for several months. Jelly was living in Chicago and doing little gigs 
with small groups. I admired him as a person - a great man like that - and he was 
happy to meet a kid from New Orleans you know. Now I didn’t play with him in 1922 
but went back to New Orleans after a little tour. Then in December, 1924 Oliver sent 
for Barney, Luis Russell, Barbarin and me. The Chicago union musicians were 
jealous because Joe always sent to New Orleans for musicians. So we acted like we 
came on our own and gigged around with a few local musicians awhile before we 
joined Oliver. One night Jelly said - and I’ll never forget this - he says, “Hey, I’ve got 
a gig for you boys. Paul and you and Barney.” And I think he had Mitch and 
somebody else and himself. Anyhow it was a Saturday night in a big hall and it was the 
first time I played with Jelly. This man was so inspiring and it was a happy affair, well 
accepted by the public. The gig lasted until around 1:30 and when he got through 
playing I remember Jelly called me and said, “All right, Albert, let me pay you off,” 
and Jelly went into his pocket and took out a roll of bills and started peeling off fives 
until he got $50, which he handed me. I said, “Thank you.” Now I’d never played a 
$50 gig before. It was my first big money. Coming from New Orleans where the little 
gigs paid three or four dollars a night it was a big deal. So when this cat gave me this 
$50 I’m thinking it was to split up. So I put it in my pocket and before I opened my 
mouth he said, “Hey Barney,” and he paid him, and then he called Paul. So we got our 
heads together and I whispered, “How much did you get?” Barney said, “ I got 50.” I 
said, “Me too.” Jelly was looking at us and said, “I know what you all are talkin’ 
about. I know you never made that much money in your life before.” That was Jelly. 
Oh what a character. “You see, if you all’d be playing with me you’d be making 
money.” He was very braggadocios, and humorous. 
 Here is another incident with Jelly. When the Luis Russell band was playing in 
the Saratoga Club in New York Jelly came to New York and we had a break for about 
a week. We were working at that time 52 weeks a year, booked solid. When we’d finish 
at the Saratoga we’d go to Roseland Ballroom for two months, then go on tour, 
Loew’s State Theatres, for about two months, then come back to the Saratoga. So 
when we were off this week Jelly booked a little tour in Pennsylvania using Luis 
Russell’s band. Now, when he came to hire the band, this is funny. Luis Russell had a 
good band, with Red Allen, Pops Foster, Higginbotham, on trombone, Paul Barbarin, 
Bill Johnson, on guitar. So Jelly said, “Say Russell, I want to use your band to make a 
little tour. Now I’ll tell you what. I’m going to pay you to stay home.” That was Jelly. 
We all laughed. “I’m going to pay you to stay home. I don’t need you and another 
thing, you’ve got a good band but you don’t know what to do with it.” Aw Man! Jelly 
didn’t tell anybody about money, how much it paid or anything like that. 
 So we went on this tour and the first night was in Wiles Barre, Pa. Jelly had 
been there several times with different musicians every time. He didn’t have a 
regular band. We arrived that afternoon and the ballroom was a park and in those 
days the people stood outside by the window to hear what happened before they paid 
their admission to come in to the dance. When we arrived that afternoon the 
organizer of this place happened to see us but Jelly said quietly, “You boys keep your 
mouth shut. Don’t tell him who you are, what band you are. This is my band,” I said, 
“Yeah, “So everybody kept cool, and no one knew us because there were no radios at 
that time.  So Jelly said, “Well, I got a band tonight. I guess we’ll have a line outside.” 
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The man said, “Aw Jelly, aw come on man, if we get 150 people we’ll be happy.” “150! 
How many people does this hall hold?” The man said, “Aw Jelly, now stop it man. 
This hall holds four hundred people.” Jelly said, “We’re goin’ to pack it up. We’re 
goin’ to call the police to keep the people in line.” The man said, “Aw Jelly, stop it 
man.” Jelly said, “No, no, you watch. You’re going to have to call the police to keep 
the people in line. I’ve got a band. I’m bringin’ a band in here.” “You said that last 
time Jelly.” 
 Well anyhow, that night around 8 o’clock we had to hit. We had rehearsed well 
in New York, playing Jelly’s arrangements and we had some of our original 
arrangements from Luis Russell’s band. And sure enough, they have about 100 
people outside the hall and nobody came in. We got on the stand and we bust down 
and we hit, and the people said, “Wait a minute, what’s this?” And they started 
comin’ in - comin’ in, and in about ten minutes all that outside bunch was in.  They 
called up their friends, “Come on here man, things are happening tonight.” And I 
remember well, around 10 o’clock - intermission - people were coming in droves and 
the place was full, as Jelly predicted. Jelly was so proud. And people were saying, 
“Man you fellows can play. Where you from?” “Oh we play with Jelly Roll Morton, 
we’re from New York.” “Man, what a band.” I’m sure they never knew it was a band 
already organized. 
 Well at the end of the night the man was very, very happy. We had over 400 
people and were to play two nights in this place. Jelly said, “You see what I told you, 
but tomorrow night there’s going to be a line out there. So you gotta get the cops to 
keep everybody straight.” The man said, “Well Jelly, if I get just half as many people 
tomorrow night I’ll be very happy.” Jelly said, “Just wait man.” 
 The next night when we came at 8 o’clock the hall was half full before we hit. 
“You see.” When we got through playing around 10 o’clock for our intermission you 
couldn’t get in, and they had a line outside and the police were there telling people, 
“You can’t go in, no more.” Jelly says, “You see what I told you man, you see. I’m 
Jelly Roll Morton!” And it was really a miracle. Everybody was happy and the man 
said, “Well Jelly, how soon can you come back?” Jelly said, “I can’t man, I’m booked 
up for this year; maybe next year.” 
 And dog-gone it, news travels you know. When we hit the other towns they had 
the news that Jelly Roll was coming in with a band this year. Those Pennsylvania 
towns were only about 50 miles apart. When we’d arrive everybody was meeting us 
and they’d fill the joint up - success - and that happened on the whole tour. 
 At that time we didn’t get paid after every night. Jelly kept the bread for us 
until the end of the week. You know he was a wonderful man. So when we finished the 
tour and came back to New York on our chartered bus Jelly paid us and everybody 
was amazed at the salary he paid us and we were all happy. He gave Luis Russell a 
share. “This is for you stayin’ home,” and he said, “I’d like to use the band again, 
later on,” but we were booked solid. 
 Then Jelly would take other local musicians from New York and try to get 
them together, but he was never too successful because he didn’t get what he wanted. 
You know there were guys who didn’t want to rehearse and things of that sort. He 
would say, “I can record everyday if I had my band.” He wanted New Orleans 
musicians that could play the music he wanted to hear. 
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 There were several beautiful incidents I had through the years, such as 
recording with Jelly. He was wonderful to record with - wonderful and full of humor. 
If you didn’t know Jelly at first you’d probably think he was an arrogant person, 
because - “I’m Jelly Roll Morton” - one of those kind of things, you know, but when 
you knew Jelly you loved him. You loved this man because - well one thing about 
Jelly, he wasn’t a hypocrite. He was outspoken. If you play, you’re playing; if you 
don’t, you don’t play a damn thing. That’s the type of leader these guys couldn’t take, 
because he’d tell you. 
 “Jelly, why haven’t you got a band?” “ There ain’t nobody around here that 
can play nothin’.” 
 For our recording sessions sometimes we’d rehearse before, but usually we’d 
rehearse in the studio. I remember when we made the General session (Jan. 4, 1940) 
with Red Allen, Braud, Zutty, and some musicians from New York. We didn’t know 
what we were going to make, Jelly told us, “We’re recording tomorrow; we got to be 
there in the studio for 2 o’clock, so let’s try to get there around 1:30.” He didn’t 
mention what music they were going to play or a rehearsal. We all arrived on time 
and Jelly was at the piano writing scores. So Red Allen, to start Jelly off you know, 
Red says, “Well Jelly, we’re here today to put you on the map man.” “Boy, whatcha 
mean?” Red says, “Well you’re married and nobody knows you now,” and things of 
that sort, just kiddin’ him along. Jelly says, “Well we’ll see about that.” 
 So Red says, “What are we going to play?” Jelly says, “Well just wait a 
minute, you’ll get your part. Just wait a minute.” When he got through making their 
little arrangements he handed each one his part. No name, no title, and he says, 
“Let’s run this down and see how it is, and get a balance.” And he played this 
beautiful number, and he says, “Now Nick, you take this in here, and this in there, and 
this is together.” We ran it down - a beautiful tune - no name yet. So the man, he said, 
“We’re ready to make a take. “He got a balance OK and we hit the thing and went on 
through it, one take - perfect. 
 The man said, “Jelly, you want to make another one?” Jelly said, “Why? Why 
make another one?” That’s after he’d heard it. “Let that one go. What do you want? 
Mistakes? You want us to make mistakes and that’s the one you gonna put out. I 
know you fellows. No, this is it,” and he laughed. “Oh Jelly, what’s the name of this” 
Sweet substitute.” A beautiful tune. 
 Our next number went the same way. We hadn’t known what we were going to 
do. We ran over the notes - take. We got through in an hour and forty-five minutes - 
finished. There was one where Zutty took a solo on drums. I think it was “Good Old 
New York.” Zutty had been making a little noise and they put Zutty in the 
background. The engineer said, “Zutty, get a little farther back,” and that kinda hurt 
Zutty’s pride to be put in back, you know. We started to run over “Old New York” to 
see what the music was. We just got the arrangement and Zutty was hittin’ hard and 
loud, and Jelly said, “Oop!” He stopped the band. He said, “Zutty!” “Yeah, Face.” 
“Can you hear me?” Zutty says, “Well, a little, you know I’m a little far back.” “Well 
no, it’s not where you’re sittin’. It’s just because you’re playin’ too damn loud. Now 
listen, play with us. That’s why I got you here. I knew you could play. Let’s play it 
right, and if you don’t want to play I’ll get on the telephone and get somebody that 
will play. “You see Jelly was outspoken, and he demanded respect. When we hit the 
number again Zutty played so soft you couldn’t hear him - still stubborn. Jelly 
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stopped again, and he laughed. “Man come on now, let’s get together here fellow. 
Now let me hear you. Now, you want to play? I’m gonna give you a solo.” And that 
made Zutty kind of happy and he got to swinging. And that’s just what I mean, you 
play, or you don’t play. 
 On the Blue Bird session (RCA Sept. 14, 1939) Jelly didn’t write out a part for 
Sidney Bechet. Sidney, you see, didn’t read much, and Jelly, he knew each one. But 
he’d never write a solo for anyone, because you see, you can’t write a solo for another 
individual. I’ll tell you what happened; in all those recordings he’d write a skeleton 
arrangement. He wrote just enough to keep the harmony together and to keep the 
group tight. Jelly was very clever. He didn’t make it impossible, with all these high 
faulting’ arrangements and all that jive. He kept it tight, but he left it to individuals - 
to capture an artist’s work you see, and that was his secret - simplicity - but with Jelly, 
no bad notes. You couldn’t fool him. I remember one incident when we were 
recording one day. He had a little skeleton arrangement. We were in the key of D, you 
know, two sharps, and I was bustin’ down on this F natural because in my mind I 
figured that was it. We were runnin’ down just the notes and I bust down on that F 
natural just as hard - bam - and just kept on going. Jelly said, “Oops,” and everybody 
stopped, and Jelly said, “Nick, what note is that in a certain measure?” I said, “F 
sharp.” He said, “Well why don’t you hit it”” Oh man, and he just laughed at me. 
Another thing about it, a lot of cats, they want to argue. But I didn’t alibi, I just said, 
“Oh excuse me.” Yeah man, and he laughed and from then on I knew it. That’s why 
we got along. I respected this man because he was a great artist. You couldn’t jive 
Jelly. He had the insight and he knew what he wanted and he knew what he was 
listening to. You couldn’t fool Jelly. 
 
[Several old Jelly Roll recordings were played for Nicholas. He identified some of the 
personnels and made a few comments:] 
 
It seemed we had more respect for each other. Everybody tried to play together - not 
like they do now - every man for himself, to show how much he can play…. I hear that 
little Jimmie Noone thing. He was my idol, Jimmie . . . That part (in Mushmouth 
Shuffle) was written out. Jelly wrote out the melody and I swung it my way. The notes 
were the guide but I changed it around the way I thought I should play it… 
 I’m going to tell you something, I admire these old recordings. They were 
primitive and it was not easy to make records then with what we had to go through. 
They couldn’t even record any drums then. It’s easy now. In those days you had to 
play - no foolin’ around - you played. And these things thrill me a lot, because guys 
played with more pride. They didn’t come there to make that little buck. They came 
to sound good, so they could say, “Man, you know I was on that one” - Proud. You 
know what I mean?  It’s a big difference. Now cats come on a session - a couple 
hundred dollars here, “What time we gonna hit?” “How many more numbers have 
we gotta cut?” You know it’s a confusion. Nobody gives a damn how each other 
sounds or nothing man. “When do we finish?” So there’s a big loss - the beauty of it. 
These cats played it with their heart man; played their little one or two notes, but it’s 
the way they played it, and I can feel it. I can hear it. I felt Blues. But it’s a lost thing 
now. Today they’re running some beautiful changes - all kinds of fancy chords. But, 
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no Blues. Where are the Blue? Where is the soul - gone - they ain’t never had no soul 
in the beginning. 
 Jelly was like a father to me, and I respected Jelly, and I’m telling you the 
truth, I admired this man. Lots of guys would say, “I won’t play with Jelly, it’s too 
hard. I won’t take directions from Jelly. Man he bugs you.” Because they couldn’t 
play nothin’, you see. He was a beautiful guy - beautiful. 
 The man had a distinct style. He’s a stylist, he’s a creator. When he’d say he 
created jazz what he meant was he created a style of jazz, and he did. The cats were 
playing ragtime piano before - dooka dooka dooka dook, but Jelly come - doop, doop, 
doop, so relaxed. This man never hit a bad note. He never tried to play, he played. 
 When King Oliver opened at the Plantation in 1925 we had a band that swung. 
Joe had sent to New Orleans a few weeks before for Barney Bigard, Paul Barbarin, 
Luis Russell and me. He brought Kid Ory and Bud Scott in from California, and we 
had Darnell Howard, Bob Schoffner, and Bert Cobb, on tuba. The secret of Oliver’s 
band was rhythm and, no noise. The band played full but no blasting. Joe wanted to 
hear those feet on the floor; the feet of the dancers. He’d say, “When you don’t hear 
those feet you’re not playing music; you’re making noise.” And he was right. Joe was 
at the height of his career then, really something. That was before he had trouble with 
his teeth. The band was really together. 
 Now I’ll give you an incident about the rhythm. The band was there from 9:30 
until three in the morning. At midnight we played for the revue, a show that had 
twelve girls and all kinds of acts. Joe wouldn’t play for the revue; he’d smoke his 
nickel cigar someplace around the corner. By eleven o’clock the joint was packed. 
When the people came we’d be playing and the hat check girl would move in rhythm 
to pick up your hat. When you get in the waiters met you at the tables swinging with 
their trays and asked, “What are you having?” It was Prohibition time, and they 
didn’t sell liquor, only the set up and so on. You came with your own jug. When they 
put their trays down they’re swinging. Everything was in rhythm. Even same, the 
owner, he was a great big guy, weighed over 200 pounds. He was behind the cash 
register and when he hit that register - bam - you know it was rhythmic. The shoe 
shine boy, I mean the washroom attendant, who would brush you down, he was a jive 
king. When he’d take the whisk broom he’d brush you in rhythm and hit behind your 
pockets and jingle that change you know. It was all in rhythm. That was a happy joint, 
with everybody smiling. It was a happy place to work. I enjoyed playing with King 
Oliver’s band. 
 I remember the first couple of months the band opened up; Jelly came in a 
couple of times and the band wasn’t quite together yet. WE weren’t like we should 
have been, but the band was improving every night. Every week we got a little closer 
and we had rehearsals twice a week. Luis Russell and others made little skeleton 
arrangements. We didn’t play no jazz session - it was all together. We’d take a stock 
arrangement, an ordinary tune, and make it our own way. 
 I remember one Sunday night. We had been together four or five months and 
we were really blowing. Jelly came in, all sharp, and sat down in a corner while we 
were playing. Joe saw Jelly and we played a couple of his tunes - Milneburg Joys and 
something else. We got to bouncing and swinging and Jelly he came up and said, 
“Now, now you fellows are playing.” He didn’t ask Joe’s permission; he got up on the 
stand. He told Luis Russell, “Get up from there, you don’t know what you’re 
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doin’."He sat down at the piano and got to ridin’, and the band, with all respects as to 
how good it was, it sounded better, for this man had something. Jelly got in there man 
and the people started screaming. And on the floor the people stopped dancing, 
rushed to the band stand and started listening, and Jelly played a whole set. Joe was 
all smiles when he got off the stand and Jelly told Joe, he said, “Now you got a band, 
now you got a band - just keep on playing my tunes.” Oh Jelly was funny. 
[One evening in the early fifties, when Barney Bigard was appearing at the Chicago 
Theater with Louis Armstrong’s All Stars, he reminisced back stage about the King 
Oliver Plantation engagement. He told the story of the bombing of the Plantation. 
(Was it by the Capone mob, or perhaps the competition across 35th Street?) The 
bomb had been placed up among the decorations in the ceiling and exploded with a 
terrific band amid lots of smoke, dust and confusion but caused little damage to the 
personnel. According to Barney, Albert had boasted of his bravery under fire when 
he was a member of the Navy during World War I. As soon as the smoke and dust 
started to clear Barney leaned over to speak to Albert in the chair next to him. But 
Albert was nowhere in sight. Barney said Albert had evidently taken off so fast he was 
probably halfway home by that time. Perhaps as someone (Was it Shakespeare or one 
of the prophets?) once quipped, “Discretion is the better part of valor.”] 

In those days Jelly didn’t drink or smoke - no vices at all. He was strictly 
music. He was a man of more than talent; he was a genius. A lot of musicians didn’t 
appreciate him but were jealous. You know there’s a lot of jealousy among our 
profession. They knew Jelly was great but they didn’t want to acknowledge it. And 
when Jelly passed away the same ones who had spoken against him said, “Do you 
know something? That man was great.” And I’d say, “Ah, now you know, now you’re 
talkin’ about him; he’s been great all the time.” 

I remember one day on the corner - that was Seventh Avenue and 131st Street 
in Harlem. The Rhythm Club was two doors from the corner. It was summer time, 
around June. That’s when all the cats came out on the corner, when the weather’s 
warm, and you see guys you haven’t seen all winter at the Rhythm Club. This day the 
corner was infested with musicians coming out in the sun, a lot of them looking for 
gigs and jiving around. Jelly would meet the cats and say, “Hey man, where you 
been?” And Red Allen would say, “Shucks, I been here all the time, where have you 
been?” Sometime before Jelly had received a big royalty check and he was smart 
enough to turn in his old car on a new one which he kept in a garage right across the 
street from the Rhythm Club. This afternoon in June, I remember it was a beautiful 
day and we all were on the corner and here comes Jelly from across the street, all 
share. He always dressed immaculately, had his big diamond ring out of pawn and 
had a diamond in his tooth you know. Oh yea, he had a diamond in his front tooth, 
and he was sharp. He wore beautiful hand tailored shirts and ten dollar neckties. Jelly 
came to the corner. “Man, look at Jelly, how sharp he is.” Jelly comes around the 
corner. “Whata you say, Jelly?” “Whata you say fellow, Hi.” and “Man you awfully 
sharp today, Jelly say, “Man I stay sharp.” 

So the guys were all talking and Willie Smith, the Lion came around the 
corner, had his cane and a big cigar. The Lion then was doing entertaining work and 
playing solo piano at Pond’s and Jerry’s on 133rd Street. An after hours joint, it 
opened up around one o’clock at night until four or five in the morning. All the 
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people from downtown, and actors after they closed, the racketeers and what not 
came to Harlem and filled the joint up every night. Now, the Lion comes around the 
corner with his cigar, and the guys are trying to trick Jelly into playing for them, but 
he didn’t want to do no exhibitions. There was a big grand piano in the Rhythm Club 
and the guys would be in there playing all through the day. But Jelly would only sit 
down once in awhile. When you don’t ask him he’ll play. So they said, “Let’s try to get 
Jelly to play - Work on him, Lion.” 
 So the Lion came with the cigar in his mouth and his cane, and he said, “Gee 
whiz, my fingers are itchin’, just lead me to a piano.” The guys said, “What?” They 
looked at Jelly and they looked at the Lion. “Lead me to a piano, my fingers are 
itchin’. I’m rearin’ to go, I’m the Lion.” A cat says, “Jelly, you hear this cat crackin’ 
to you all about who he is, about leadin’ him to a piano?” Jelly says, “man, let the kid 
go and practice. Let him go and practice man, he don’t know what he’s doin’.” 
 So the Lion went in and several cats followed and left Jelly on the corner with 
just a few. We could hear the Lion in the Rhythm Club - boomp-a-boommp-a-boom - 
playing solos and running all over the piano. So the guys say, “Let’s go in and hear 
the Lion man.” And a guy comes out and says, “The Lion is gone today, he’s playin’ 
all around the piano.” The Lion’s carrying one, and he looked up with his cigar to see 
if Jelly was coming. And Jelly came to the door and he looked in and then finally Jelly 
came in. The guys were saying, “Man, that Lion is gone.” “Go Lion.” “I’m in F. Now 
I’m in F sharp. Now I’m in C. I’m in A minor.” And Jelly was creeping up and 
creeping up behind. “Now I’ m in B natural, a lot of musicians don’t know this one.” 
Finally Jelly came on the left side. He was watching the Lion striding. Jelly’s slick. 
These weren’t pop tunes. This was fast fingering called stride piano - the left hand. 
Finally Jelly said, “Get up from there, you don’t know what you’re doin’. “Bam! 
That’s what the Lion wanted, everybody fell out. Jelly said, “Now I’m in B natural.” 
That was the first time we heard Jelly striding, because he always played with an easy 
tempo - moderate. So Jelly said, “Now I’m in this, and I’m in that key.” This went on 
for about ten minutes and Jelly was really goin’, and everybody’d say, “I didn’t know 
Jelly could stride.” And Jelly said, “Man I invented all this kind of piano. Man, I 
invented jazz.” The guys said, “Aw Jelly, come on man.” “What are you talking 
about; this is Jelly Roll Morton.” Someone said, “Well why aren’t you playing on 52nd 
Street?” “Me on 52 Street? They can’t pay me.” And he never did play on 52nd 
Street. 
 So finally the guys in the games, playing blackjack - Jelly had broke up the 
games - they said, “That’s enough of this humbug and all this music. Turn on the 
radio and let the games continue.” So someone got up and flicked the radio on. This 
was about four o’clock in the afternoon and when they flicked it on there was Tommy 
Dorsey at the New Yorker Hotel playing King Porter Stomp. Jelly shouted, “There, do 
you see what I’m talking about. That’s my tune. You see, I’m going to get some more 
money from that. You see, you can’t play nothin’ without me.” It was a coincidence 
that Dorsey was playing his tune when they turned the radio on. And the house came 
down. I mean it was timed perfectly. This man was something else. Jelly walked out of 
the Rhythm Club and went to the corner. “You see what I’m talking about; see I 
invented jazz. I told you.” 
 That afternoon when Jelly left the Rhythm Club all the guys came out when 
the session was over. Jelly said, “I’ll see you boys in a couple minutes so don’t go 
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way.” Jelly went across the street and in a few minutes he came out with his spankin’ 
brand new Lincoln, a long black Lincoln. He hit the corner and put on the brakes. 
Whoa, and everybody was talking about the car and he said, “Now my New Orleans 
friends. Hey Red, Hey Nick. Come on, hop in men, I’m goin’ to Central Park so I can 
turn around.” The car was so long he had to go to the park to turn it around. And the 
cats on the corner said, “I’ll be damned.” You know that man was a character. 
 One night in the late ‘30s I was with Jelly when he went on a jaunt to 52nd 
Street. That was when 52nd Street was jumpin’. At the Famous Door they had John 
Kirby’s great little band with Maxine Sullivan. Then across the street you had Jimmy 
Ryan’s, the Onyx Club, and jazz was all over the street, all the way to 5th Avenue. And 
Jelly came that night first to the White Rose, at 52nd and 6th Avenue, where all the 
musicians hung out during intermissions. That was the only reason he went to the 
White Rose. Jelly had a coke because he didn’t drink. 
 Jelly said, “Now I’m gonna go and see what these cats are layin’ down, what 
they’re talking about - the Street and all this humbug. Maybe we’ll see what they’re 
layin’. “And he heard some funny little bands that evening. “Un huh,” he’d say. Then 
we went where John Kirby’s great little group was playing. Jelly sat at the bar. When 
he was listenin’ he’d say, ‘Un huh, I see, un huh, they got something.” The boss said, 
“Would you like something to drink Jelly?” “I’ll take a coke.” When the band came 
off for intermission Charlie Shavers, Billy Kyle, and all of them were smiling and 
Procope, who had worked with Jelly Roll in 1928 said, “I know you’re gonna play one 
with us.” When they went back on Jelly got on that piano, and with all due respect to 
Billy Kyle it was a different sound. Without any practice Jelly played all their scores, 
and the people said, “Who is that?” “Jelly Roll Morton.” “That’s him?” They 
finished the set and Jelly came off the stand. The boss of the place said, “Jelly, I’ve 
got an idea, maybe we could get together and alternate with the band and you. 
“Well,” Jelly said, “Man I don’t play no intermission.” (laughter) “I don’t play no 
intermission piano.” The boss said, “But I’m gonna pay you well.” “There ain’t that 
much money, I don’t play no intermission piano.” It was funny man, and everybody 
laughed. The man was doing a beautiful business and he kept on talking about how 
they could get together and alternate and talk some business. Jelly said, “Man I play 
for pleasure; I don’t care what I make. I’m Jelly Roll Morton. There ain’t that much 
money man. How much I owe you for that coke?” That was Jelly, “How much do I 
owe you?” Proud. 
 “Come on Nick, let’s go across the street and see what happens.” We went 
over to Jimmy Ryan’s. “Now they playing my music here. They playin’ my type of 
music.” Stuck his head in the door, like this, “But they ain’t got it yet. They ain’t got 
it yet, all this funny noise. They ain’t got it.” We went into Jimmy Ryan’s, at the bar 
where everybody knew him. “Jelly, what you say man?” “Come to hear what you cats 
are doin’.” “Well, you gonna play something before you leave.” So after awhile they 
got him on the stand and Jelly started playing, really playing. Beautiful. 
 
[Nicholas played with Bunk Johnson in New York in 1946 and 1947. He was asked his 
opinion of Bunk.] 
 
 I’ve always respected Bunk. I heard Bunk all my life, ever since I was a child 
in New Orleans. You see we came up under this type of music. In his young days Bunk 
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was a ratty trumpet player - we called ‘em, you know. He played that old time style. 
He was blowin’ with the Superior Band at Perseverance Hall on Villere Street. I lived 
on Annette between Villere and Urquhart. So our backyard fence gate faced the side 
of the hall. Every Saturday and Sunday they had dances there, and on Mondays there 
were banquets by the societies. I used to sit on that fence ever since I was six or seven 
years old, listenin’ to Bunk whenever he played. He never blasted, he played full, and 
he had ideas. Louie’s got a lot of Bunk. Louie learned a lot from Bunk comin’ up. 
Now it’s too bad. Bunk stopped playing and went to the country for twenty years. He 
was out of the picture and nobody knew where he was. I saw Bunk (in New Iberia, 
Sept. 1938) when I was traveling with Armstrong. This was before he came back and 
started playing again. Bunk looked like an old man to me, no teeth, and he seemed 
sort of depressed. He came to the dance and sat in back on the band stand. He was 
listening and smiling. The next year or so they had him to come back. Now he was a 
man who hadn’t played for years and had no teeth and this man picked up that 
trumpet and had such a clear tone and sound, and he was a musician. One night I was 
disappointed when I went to the Stuyvesant Casino and Bunk was asleep back of the 
piano; so I didn’t hear Bunk that night. But one night I heard Bunk at Jimmy Ryan’s 
and the younger musicians such as Lips Page would say, “Yeah man, listen to that old 
man, that cat’s playin!” He was in good form you see. I’m telling you, when he was in 
good form it was amazing, for a man to be out of music all those years, at his age, and 
play. Later (in Jan. 1946) when George Lewis was getting his teeth fixed I took his 
place at the Stuyvesant Casino for several nights. They had a nice New Orleans band 
with Baby Dodds, Marerro, and others, and that man played - Bunk played. It was a 
nice few days playing with him. Then the next winter there was a big ball on 
Broadway one Saturday night. The place was sold out. Wilbur De Paris on trombone, 
Baby Dodds, Danny Barker, Pops Foster - we had a good line up. 
 We came in at nine o’clock and no Bunk. So we played without Bunk. But the 
people came to hear Bunk. He was a legend and the kids were idolizing Bunk like he 
was Jesus you know. They paid the rest of us no mind. Papa Mutt came in to hear 
Bunk. So we said, “Man, go get your horn.” But he didn’t want to play. He said he’d 
just come to town to make some records. At twelve o’clock we finally located Bunk, 
up in Harlem having a ball. They said he’d be down in a few minutes. OK, they 
brought Bunk down. Bunk came in the hall; man everybody was creaming and 
hollering, and clapping, like a big procession. Baby Dodds gave him a dirty look with 
some head shaking. Danny and Pops looked downhearted. Bunk came on the stand. 
He had frosted feet and trouble with his false teeth. “Whatcha doin’?” “I have to put 
powder in there to keep my teeth together.” Well anyhow, I was sitting by his side on 
the stand and I said, “What you goin’ to play, man?” He said, “We’ll do so and so.” 
He was really shaky the first few bars. But do you know something, with his 
experience he pulled himself together and by about the second number Bunk was 
playin’ and the place was happy. 
 Wooden Joe? It was remarkable what power and volume my Uncle Joe had 
when he was in his seventies. The trumpet, you know, is not like playing the violin, or 
guitar, or the piano. I was amazed when I caught him a couple of times in street 
parades. I couldn’t believe it. In the hot sun, walking through those rough streets, 
some not paved, and bustin’ those Cs at the end of the tune. I said to myself, “Look 
man, Hey!” He didn’t have all this technique, but he had a beautiful sound. You 
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couldn’t get Uncle Joe to leave New Orleans. They had a lot of good musicians who 
would only stay in New Orleans. But they’re so happy and you know they’re hot 
headed, but full of talent. 
 Manuel Manetta was one of the greatest musicians of all times. He taught me a 
lot. You know he could play every instrument. I had the pleasure of playing with him 
when I came out of the Navy in 1919. I was just learning to read well. That job was at 
the Cadillac on Burgundy Street. We weren’t playing Dixieland. We were playing 
New Orleans style. Of course we knew all those tunes like Panama, High Society, and 
That’s a Plenty, but we had to play pop tunes because people requested them. We’d 
just get the lead or a piano sheet - no arrangement. Manuel would give us a skeleton 
part, like Jelly. “Albert, you play this.” Sometimes when a new tune was difficult I’d 
get stuck and say, “How do you do it?” Manuel knew clarinet, he knew trumpet, he 
could transpose at sight. This man was a great musician, and he’d say, “Now I tell you 
what. Next time you come to work a half hour ahead and we’ll run over this 
together.” I showed him I was anxious to learn and he taught me plenty, giving me 
this experience. 
 Manuel Perez was one of my idols. I worked with him in 1920, before I went to 
Tom Anderson’s. We played at Butchy Fernandez’s place on Iberville, near 
Burgundy - the Oasis. Beansy had a gambling place right next door. In the band were 
Perez, “Nenese” Trepagnier, drums, and Udel Wilson on piano. I learned so much 
from Manuel Perez and he encouraged me. He’d say, “That boy’s going to be 
something.” That was encouragement, and when I got stuck he showed me. So I had 
good teachers, which was all given to me - not bought. That’s a fact. We had no 
Conservatory; my lessons were given to me. That was New Orleans. So you see that’s 
the bringing up I had in New Orleans - something I’ll never forget. I don’t care what 
type of music they put up in front of me. I’ll never forget the background of New 
Orleans. It’s natural; it’s in my system; I’ll always have that New Orleans feeling in 
my mind. 
 In Egypt I even played in a symphony orchestra. That’s where I learned to 
play classics. There was an Italian who taught me, and I changed over to the Boehm 
system clarinet. That man taught me a lot. And there was another thing I found out. 
This man was 57 years old and I’d never heard a man play so much beautiful clarinet. 
I was in my twenties then and thinking that when you get to be forty you’re an old 
man - you ain’t going to be playing any more. I was brainwashed with that stupidity. 
But here I’m looking at a man in his fifties playing all this clarinet. I said, “I don’t 
know nothing.” 
 I’m in my seventieth year now. Had I been doing any other kind of work I’d be 
retired, and maybe I’d have been dead long ago. Because, what interest do you have I 
life when you’re not doing anything: You retire for bout six months, you get bored, 
and you go. People ask if I’m retired. I say, “Well man, I’m old enough to retire but 
I’m going to play as long as I got breath in my body.” They ask me, “Don’t you get 
tired?” Tired of what? Well, I hear these young kids talking, “My chops are bad you 
know, I’m tired. I’ll be glad when the night’s over.” I say, “What! I’m happy. How in 
the hell you gonna feel tired. There ain’t time to feel tired.” I’m telling you the God’s 
truth, I’m not lying. I’m a happy man. [Bunk used to say the same thing, “How can 
anyone get tired playing music.”] 
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Jelly Roll in Chicago (1927)  
by Karl Kramer 
Jan./Feb., 1961 
 
It was in 1927 that the then small orchestra booking company, Music Corporation of 
America, stated its first real expansion. Our New York office was opened in the 
spring of that year, and this enlargement of booking territory stimulated the signing 
up of as many new dance orchestras as we could keep busy. Up to this time, most of 
our bands had come from Kansas City; the list of MCA attractions at that time was 
not too large or imposing. They were mostly hotel and café orchestras, such as Don 
Bestor, Ted Weems, Charles Dornberger, Jack Crawford, Fred Hamm, Ray Miller, 
Zez Confrey and the Egyptian Serenaders. There was not a single jazz orchestra in 
our catalogue, although for a brief time we did book the Wolverines. But this once 
“hot” band was only a sweet shadow of its former self when we handled it, and the 
only member left of the original group was Dick Voynow the leader. 
Looking back, it seems that apparently there was so little commercial demand for the 
hotter jazz orchestras of the day. For years, Chicago, MCA’s birthplace, had been 
exposed to jazz music which had come to the Windy City from New Orleans and 
points south. In an old issue of the “Second Line,” I learned that the Original 
Dixieland Jazz Band had played for a Chicago café owner, Sa Hare, as early as 1916. 
Sa was one of our best customers at the Dells from 1925 on, yet he never went back to 
a jazz attraction. Oliver, Armstrong, Early Hines, and the New Orleans Rhythm 
Kings had all been Chicago fixtures for some years, but these jazz bands were not 
important economically at that time. No, 1927 was the year of the “smooth” and the 
“sweet” band. It was to be a long time before jazz reached its present high estate in 
the history of popular music and dancing. 
This is a long but necessary preamble as to how and why we signed up Jelly Roll 
Morton, in the summer of 1927. Jules Stein from New York had commissioned his 
brother Bill in Chicago to look for some so-called “entertaining” bands that could be 
booked in theatres and motion picture houses, as well as for dances. 1927 was a 
banner year for Bill Stein’s scouting, as he hit the jackpot at least twice. First, in 
locating Guy Lombardo and the Royal Canadians in a small Cleveland roadhouse; 
and, secondly, for picking up Wayne King right in our bailiwick of Chicago. I can 
picture jazz enthusiasts shuddering in reading the above, because these two bands are 
just about as far from the jazz pole as you can get. It proves that 1927 was the year of 
the sweet band; yet it was also the year that MCA signed its first jazz band - r. Jelly 
Roll Morton. So this year should be memorable in our history, if for no other reason 
than our contracting two such complete opposites as Guy Lombardo and Jelly Roll 
Morton.  
The way this happened illustrates the casual, almost careless, but nevertheless 
wonderful way the band business was run in those pioneering days. Bill Stein used to 
spend his noon hours in front of the Wood’s Theatre Building a block from our 
office, picking up leads from the many song pluggers who infested this edifice like 
gophers in a sandhill. Along came Marty Bloom, associated with the Melrose 
Company, and with him was Jelly Roll, who published with that house. Apparently, 
Morton was becoming a little difficult and demanding with Melrose, and maybe 
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Bloom saw a chance to unload his troubles on someone else, so he suggested that we 
sign up Jelly as an MCA band. 
It was not difficult to enthuse Bill Stein, particularly when he was told all about 
Morton’s Victor records. In those days a major record release was a potent sales 
factor in the dance band business, although soon radio was to replace records as the 
most popularizing factor. So Bill brought Jelly up to the MCA offices at 32 W. 
Randolph St., and as I was handling publicity and promotion for all our bands, he 
wanted me to prepare an advertising layout to take to our Sales Department. I must 
confess that the name Jelly Roll Morton meant very little to me at that early date. 
Most of us in MCA had been brought up on the Chicago beat school, and thought 
orchestras were only to dance to and not for aural entertainment. The only 
knowledge I had of Jelly Roll was that he was a co-writer of “Milneburg Joys,” which 
was a standard in most dance catalogues, and which I had enjoyed playing on the 
piano in my bumbling fashion. 
Fate should give us notice when it presents us with some magic moment, the 
importance of which is not realized until decades later. With my present fervid 
admiration of Morton’s music, that should have been such a moment for me. But it 
wasn’t. I saw a very nice appearing, fast talking man, about age 42, who seemed to us 
the biggest braggart that had ever come down our musical pike. When he got through 
selling us, we thought he was a tremendous prevaricator, but must have believed 
some of it because we signed him to a regular MCA contract. 
The orchestra was to be billed as Jelly Roll Morton and His Red Hot Peppers, so as to 
take advantage of the Victor record sales and publicity. That there was no Red Hot 
Pepper Orchestra at the time we did not know until later. Meanwhile, we began our 
advertising campaign. The MCA artist, Edouarde, who was a sort of Chicago John 
Held, Jr., did a wonderful poster - a frantic, futuristic caricature of a lean Jelly 
pounding on a mystic keyboard, surround by fat  little pepper musicians, who looked 
like they had just finished an engagement on Mars. Oh, those wonderful dance 
posters of the Twenties! If only the plates had been saved, they would be collector’s 
items like the Toulouse Lautrec show posters in Paris. What a display they would 
make in today’s playrooms or in a jazz museum! Those posters, backed up by window 
cards, circulars and stories, really sold bands to the dance public. A great deal of the 
early success of MCA and its orchestras was due to the colorful and exciting 
advertising materials supplied free to each dance promoter. None of our competitors 
ever came close to us on this type of exploitation. 
Meanwhile, the entire staff of MCA (all six of us) got busy on laying out a schedule 
for the new client. Bill Good heart, who was in charge of the Chicago office, came up 
with a wonderful opening engagement: a full week as the stage attraction of the 
Alhambra Theatre, Milwaukee, at a very good price (then) of $1500. The Alhambra 
was an independent house which was going to try to buck the chain competition and 
vaudeville theatres by trying out a stage show policy, and Morton was to be the 
opening gun of their new campaign. It was a first for all of us. Morton had never 
appeared with his band as a big theatre attraction and MCA had never booked any of 
its bands in movie houses up to this time, vaudeville yes, but not motion picture 
theatres. All we had to do was to deliver a great orchestra attraction that would draw 
business and entertain the few customers. And that’s where the trouble started. 
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In our eagerness in signing up Jelly Roll and under the influence of his exuberant 
oratory, nobody had  
NEED PAGE 23 
But at that time we had no evaluation of Morton, other than that he had made some 
records and could play a good piano. So we took his natural ego and high talk with 
great reservations. Nobody resented his extensive claims to be the top figure on the 
jazz totem pole; we just laughed at him. And, to do the man justice, he laughed back 
with the confidence of one who knows he is right and the doubters all wrong. His first 
and only psychological setback came when, after a week went by, he crept into the 
office and somewhat shamefacedly confessed that he had no orchestra as yet, and the 
Milwaukee break-in was only two weeks away. 
It was found out later that Jelly really did contact any of the musicians that had 
played with him before, but they turned him down one and all. The reason was that 
several times previously, he had cajoled them into leaving home and good jobs, and, 
on joining Morton, had found the bookings sparse and the pay uncertain. The “winin’ 
boy” had whistled wolf once too often, and now that re really had a good tour lined 
up, the musicians thought it just another Jelly’s musical mirages. This was a low time 
for Morton, as he did not inspire enough confidence in his pleas to bring one single 
man to Chicago. As a proof of his financial distress, he had even pawned the diamond 
filling from his teeth, but he would show the place it had reposed at the slightest 
request, and without any embarrassment. Tough times did not faze Jelly as he had 
been through them before. 
But now, the time had come to cut out the soft talk and get down to the business of 
finding Morton a band. MCA was plenty worried, because we had signed a play-or-
pay contract, which meant that if the band did not show up, we had to pay the theatre 
$1500.00 There was no tie to line up individual musicians, what we had to do was to 
find an organized until that had some kind of presentation of its own and merely put 
Jelly Roll in front of it. There were not too many organized colored orchestras 
around, except for a very few top names, but with typical MCA luck the perfect outfit 
was located right in Chicago. 
It is a sad historical reflection that the first colored dance orchestra ever booked by 
MCA and the one that became Jelly Roll Morton’s Red Hot Peppers way back in 
1927, today remains in complete anonymity. Who were the musicians, completely 
unknown then as now, that were so good that after one audition, the very critical Mr. 
Morton expressed himself as perfectly satisfied that these boys could qualify as being 
able enough to play the master’s accompaniment? 
In reading the “Second Line,” it has always amazed us to note the identifications of 
the individual musicians who made up the personnel of the various old-time bands, 
while we in the orchestra booking business only remember the leaders. In an effort to 
find out something about the orchestra which went out with Morton, and one which 
Jelly Roll himself seemed to feel was as good as any he had ever directed, we 
consulted the other MCA men, in an effort to discover who was in this group and 
where they came from. Very conscious of our dereliction on what has now become an 
important epoch in early MCA history, there has been a great scratching of heads by 
all of us in an endeavor to tie down this band. The combined result is confusing, but 
perhaps illuminating enough to call forth clearer recollections among others who 
may read this article. First of all, the orchestra was an organized until found by Taft 

 



15 
 

Schreiber, who was booking the MCA small band summer circuit. He christened 
them the Chicago Blew Blowers, mostly because we had good advertising prepared 
under that name. It is agreed by everyone concerned that this was the first colored 
orchestra signed and booked by MCA. 
Taft Schreiber writes: “You were right, I found the band somewhere on the 
Southside, but whether it was one of the big places like the “Entertainers,” or one of 
the all-night joints, I don’t know. The band had a Chicago background and played 
several weeks for us as the “Chicago Blew Blowers” before we put them with Morton. 
I believe Cab Calloway was in this band.” 
Bill Goodheart, who handled all Morton’s bookings, advises: “I believe the first band 
we had for Jelly Roll was the Eldredge Band, and Eldredge played the piano. It could 
be that Calloway was with them. After they broke away from Jelly Roll, they went east 
and played for Moe Gale at the Savoy Ballroom in New York. I don’t think we booked 
Jelly for more than a year, and I must admit that no one - certainly not me - realized 
that we had a famous artist on our hands. All we thought of him was that he was a 
fellow who didn’t know what a dollar was - he was constantly drawing money ahead.” 
My own recollections are about as vague: 
It seemed to me that Schreiber said at the time these musicians had been left in 
Chicago   by Oliver when he went to New York. 
The only Eldredge I can find in the jazz books was Roy, a trumpet player, whereas 
our leader was a pianist definitely, and wore glasses. I saw him in Paris in 1929 
playing in a bistro, and still can’t remember his name. 
But, regardless of who these musicians actually were, we set up an audition for Jelly 
to hear the Blew Blowers, and he was not only happy with their playing, but genuinely 
enthusiastic, and agreed to adopt them as Jelly Roll Morton’s Red Hot Peppers. 
Plans were made for a two-week rehearsal session to create a stage act, and to school 
the band in Morton’s arrangements. It was a hectic two weeks. Bill Stein and I were 
to produce the act for the theatre and it was tough going. Jelly wanted the entire 
program to consist of his numbers, whereas we thought it better to follow the very 
successful Paul Ash picture house formula of lots of singing, dancing and novelty 
numbers. 
Jelly appeared to acquiesce, and we hired a couple of acts; a very tall, light tan girl 
dancer, and a very short tap dance team. The girl was so tall that the wardrobe 
company couldn’t find a pair of opera hose long enough to cover the tremendous 
expanse of thigh, but she could dance and even warble the chorus of “Milneburg 
Joys.” The boy dancers were young and peppy, and, added to the vocal numbers of 
the band, rounded out a lively stage presentation. 
It was during the rehearsal period that I came to know Jelly real well. We were always 
arguing, but out of this conflict I believe there came some mutual respect. Once after 
the band had played a very spirited arrangement of “Hallelujah,” Jelly weakened and 
said “that’s a fair song.” “It’s a great song.” I countered. “Not great,” he insisted, 
“just fair.” And fair it remained. Another time I was amazed when as one of a 
quartette doing a section of “Deep River,” Jelly could not or would not master the 
simple harmonies of this spiritual. He always took off on some strange harmonic 
diversion that was so startling it broke up the quartette, so we left the number out. 
Meanwhile, Jelly continued composing, because almost every day he brought in some 
manuscript and played it for the boys. From the index and dates of his works as 
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compiled in Mr. Lomax’s biography, I personally feel that his best music had already 
been written. One day, he brought in a song and asked me to do a lyric for it. I felt 
tremendously flattered and worked all night on the words, and when I gave the 
results to him the next day, he said it was great. All I remember of the song is the title 
- “High Brown Baby Mine” - and the first phrase of the chorus. However, Jelly did 
bring me a yellow tie with blue spots, so the song was not a total loss. But I sure wish I 
had saved a copy. 
Came the great day when the show was to open in Milwaukee. With historic 
appropriateness, it was also the day Charles Lindberg was to parade in that city as 
part of the triumphal tour following his flight. In fact, as Jelly was actually opening 
his show on the stage, the parade was passing by right in front of the theatre. So when 
we couldn’t find one of our little dancers, we thought he was out in front watching the 
parade. George Campbell, another MCA man who was appointed tour manager for 
the band, went out on the street with me, and we looked in vain for our boy. When we 
came back empty-handed, we saw hi in one of the upper boxes, sound asleep. A 
vigorous handling fortunately got him backstage just in time. 
The funniest part of the opening came when Jelly played the girl’s opening three 
times and she still didn’t come on stage. He looked inquiringly at the sides and the 
audience began to titter. I found her strolling nonchalantly among the wings. “Milly, 
get on stage, this is your number!” “Is dat Milneburg Joys?” she asked. “Doesn’t 
sound like it to e.” She had only rehearsed the number two solid weeks. However, 
otherwise the act went smoothly and was well received. We went back to Chicago 
happy, and in the middle of the week several of us returned to catch the act again. We 
said nothing to Jelly and sat out front. To our amazement the entire act was gone, and 
replaced with a complete program of Morton’s own compositions. The band merely 
served as a background for his solos, and the entertainers came in only for the finale. 
After the show, we hurried backstage. “Jelly, what did you do to our beautiful show?” 
we anguished. But Jelly was unperturbed. “People don’t come here to see a show,” he 
advised, “they come to hear old Jelly play the piano.” So we gave up and let him alone 
from that time on.” 
Morton never obtained another stage engagement while with us, but went out on a 
one-night dance tour. Bookings were steady and successful. Their greatest triumph 
occurred in Herrin, Illinois. At first, there was some resentment in that town about 
engaging a colored band; if fact, there was almost a sall riot. But after they heard the 
orchestra the dancers went crazy over the stomp beat, and, as I remember it, the 
orchestra returned to Herrin several times in the next few months. 
But all was not serene on the financial scene. Jelly just couldn’t handle money. He 
would collect the fees from the promoters, but instead of using the money for salaries 
and transportation, he spent it some place else. So we had to collect advances from 
the dance managers, and this Jelly resented. Finally, it got so bad that several times 
he did not show up for engagements. He just could not stand the organization and 
discipline necessary for a road tour. So, within a year, the contract was terminated by 
mutual agreement. In his book, Jelly apparently had hard feelings for MCA, because 
he was always threatening to sue. For our part, we had no such feelings, but our 
records show he still owes us money. 
A final word about Jelly and his music. Much has been written by many more 
qualified than myself, and we need another appraisal of this artist like we need a new 
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tax. But there might be some interest in a purely personal reaction from this square, 
who knew little or nothing about jazz until he came under the Morton influence. At 
that time, most of us in the band business never considered our product as a possible 
art form or a bit of American culture. Booking bands was a business, and the best 
orchestra was the one that command the highest price. Popularity and box-office 
draw were the only standards we had as to the greatness of the dance orchestra. Of 
course, this method of rating prevailed only at the time and does not stand up today 
in the stern spotlight of jazz history. 
When I a trying to say am that when MCA booked Jelly Roll Morton, he was about 
the most unimportant item in our orchestra catalogue. Few of our promoters had 
ever heard of him, and it was only clever advertising and enthusiastic selling that 
made bookings possible. This may be a sad reflection on the dance promoters of the 
day, but it is true. The only consolation I have to my own underrating of Morton’s 
undeniable genius is the memory of my frequent meetings with him, when he tried to 
teach e something about his music and partly succeeded. 
When we laid out the program for his stage act, he felt that we did not include enough 
of his own works. When I questioned that the public did not know or even care about 
some of these, he was not hurt, just astounded. “You need educating boy,” he told me. 
So the next day he brought me a batch of manuscripts, some published and others in 
hand script, and made me take them home. In my halting style, I fingered through 
these numbers at the piano, and somehow, somewhere along the line, began to get a 
glimmer. After about the tenth massacre of London Blues, I finally got religion, 
particularly on the last movement. The next day I reported as much to Jelly, and he 
beamed that “I had seen the light and was saved.” 
There were two other aspects of Morton’s music which many critics have neglected. 
The first was the tremendous “cleanliness” of his playing, both as a soloist and with 
his orchestra. I hesitate to apply the word “dainty” to music of such vigor, but it 
comes close to conveying the extreme gracefulness of his style. There was an entire 
absence of that fusion and confusion which so many mistakes for hot jazz. Morton 
was as classical in his field as Mozart to his. Many of his phrases are intellectually, 
rather than emotionally, musical. Perhaps that is why Jelly’s music has weathered so 
well, and why it sounds just as fresh today as it did thirty some years ago. 
The second time that has been overlooked was the tremendous tempo of Morton’s 
stomp playing. We don’t have anything like it today and haven’t had since the 
thirties. The Morton one-step beat was a product of the early 1900’s and was not his 
alone, but was popular wherever dance music was played. The original one-step as 
introduced by the Castles about 1912 was played at just about the same speedy tempo 
as jelly’s stomps in 1927. Compare the continental “Too Much Mustard,” the Castle 
one-step hit, with Morton’s “Grandpa’s Spells.” They were not only both the same 
fast tempo, but amazingly alike in mood and spirit. This fast movement became a part 
of the famous Chicago beat of the Twenties, which most band leaders agree has never 
been surpassed, and began to fade with the advent of the sweet bands. Lombardo 
slowed up the dance tempo in Chicago and he was soon followed by others. Today’s 
one-steps are funeral marches compared with the verve and life of Jelly Roll’s 
stomps. 
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As a final judgment, I make the timid prophecy that Jelly Roll Morton will be known 
and remembered in that future day when all the other orchestras of his time will be 
forgotten. 

Jelly Roll 
by Robert Greene 
March-April, 1955 

I like to think of him in his blackest moment, sitting at the piano stool of the little 
Washington D. C. café on “U” Street, in the late thirties, thinking whatever fallen 
gods think. He still wasn’t very old, but the way jazzmen go, he was an old man. And 
perhaps the cruelest thing about it was that he had such a good memory. He made a 
trip to the halls of the Library of Congress every afternoon, but now he was playing 
for ghosts. And it was all there, like they say it is before you go down the third time. 
There were and are better pianists than Jelly Roll. But there has never been a better 
piano player. Perhaps the answer is that he always meant every note he played, and he 
meant them with the fresh originality of a child, who finds new excitement in old times 
and for greater excitement in old tunes, and for greater excitement, writes new ones. I 
can’t imagine Jelly just filling in a set to pass the time away, looking at his watch the 
way they do today, to see what time he was off. For he was always “on,” whether at the 
piano or away from it, and his fabled claim that he invented jazz is not just a fable. He 
invented it every time he played, regenerating that first wonderful moment that 
comes to all jazzmen when they are young and blow a hot chorus for the first time. He 
was blessed and cursed that it was the only kind of chorus he ever knew. 
And when there was no more audience, except maybe a couple of people in the Jungle 
Inn who came to hear him - when the Congress sessions in the afternoon were finally 
over, when the testament was finally made - the stabbing - the shadow hovering over 
him, there was not much left. Not even ghosts to hear him play. 
What happens to gods when there are no worshipers left? They die - not of a broken 
heart, but because the full heart bursts. I don’t think he’d ever been to the Coast. 
And maybe he couldn’t die where people knew him. Jelly Roll was a god, and gods 
don’t die. At least no one should see them. Better away from home. 
And so, as if equipping his own funeral entourage, he chained his two cars together, 
the Lincoln and the Cadillac, and set out to cross a continent, alone to California. If 
this is the stuff of Paul Bunyan, was it not also Jelly Roll? And it is fitting that he got 
there - a man in a beat up car, arriving from across the continent. But was not the 
man Jelly Roll, and was not the car a Cadillac? The memories of the road strained 
eyes and the cheap hamburger joints and worse motels were gone. Maybe he had not 
come to die after all. Maybe he had arrived, for a new life, as his folks had arrived 
“from the shores of France” so long ago. Maybe there was an audience! 
How did he sound then? He always sounded good, because he wouldn’t give up on his 
style, which he knew was right, no matter what the new boys were doing. 
For one, he played with two hands. If that sounds like a platitude, listen to some of the 
modern pianists. He played with two hands, and he made them count. 
For another, he knew what he wanted to do with his two hands. They were not for 
ornamentation - they were for piano playing. And there had to be a melody. Once 
that’s understood the rest of Jelly’s style follows naturally. The melody played 
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upstairs where it ought to be, but around that melody he brought the full 
remembered richness of the New Orleans jazz band. Let the first and fifth fingers 
carry the octave - the horn part - the lead. Around, still in the right hand, punch in 
the clarinet filling in the daylight with trills and figures and embellishments. And now, 
in the left hand, fill out the front line, letting the octave sequences and bass figures 
carry the trombone, beating against the melody, establishing the chord line, playing a 
driving counterpoint to the trumpet-clarinet right hand. And behind all this the 
rhythm - solid chords laid down the way the drum and banjo ought to lay them down . 
. . deserting the lower middle register to fill in the tuba parts in the bass’ notes, and 
blending both hands into the full ensemble of a New Orleans band. 
And there were the solos, those second and fourth choruses, where one part will rip 
out of the whole, break into the clear, while beneath it the rest of the piano plays a 
driving background to itself. 
And to all of this Jelly now added the full accomplishment of the true jazz band - the 
riffs against the melody, the breaks sunk out by one of the solo instruments, the stop 
choruses, the accent choruses. And when he had finished, when he had played the 
tune, it stood in the full richness of the New Orleans tradition. 
This was Jelly Roll’s secret, if he had a secret. It was an open secret . . . anyone who 
had heard a good New Orleans band and a ragging piano could have put the two 
together. But it waited for a young boy named Fred Morton to come along - no one 
played like him before and no one really does now. You can practically hear him say 
it. And he’s right. Somehow, it’s good that he knew. 
Especially now, in these last days in California, scurrying around, trying to get 
established, trying to get a band together. The moment he believed could never come 
had finally come. And the myth of immortality and everlasting hope slowly dissolved 
away. The worshipers had gone. The world had turned. There was no audience. It was 
California, 1941. The memories had been conjured up for the last time. 
He died in a hospital, but he died alone. Perhaps it is the way gods have to die. For 
otherwise they would be giving up what silently they knew all along - that they are not 
really gods after all . . . they are only men, and this dying hurts. 
Some night, when the stars are clear, and a rickety jazz band is playing, listen hard. 
And if you hear a whacky piano full of good chords and a little love, stomping on an 
uptown rag, stop for a moment and think of him. For parts of what you’re listening to 
is Jelly. There’s no kid playing real jazz today that doesn’t have some of it in him 
now. Jelly could have played the chorus better .He’d tell you that himself if he could . 
. . but just the same, he’ll be mighty pleased. And then, when the ball is over, go down 
and shoot some pool. 

Bessie Smith 
Empress of the Blues 
(Died 21 years ago beside dark highway, North of Clarksdale 
July-August, 1959 
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It’s been 21 years since Bessie Smith was killed in an automobile crash near 
Clarksdale - nearly 40 since she reached the peak of her fame singing “Hard Drivein’ 
Pap” and “Reckless Blues” - but her memory and melodies linger on, as immortal as 
the blues themselves. 
Bessie died Sept. 26, 1937, under mysterious circumstances which are perhaps only 
now being uncovered. 
Her death came a few after an automobile accident (on Highway 61, several miles 
north of Clarksdale) either on the way to a Negro clinic which was in operation at that 
time on sunflower St. or at the clinic. 
The blues singer was an estimated 39 at the time, but her short life was crammed with 
the stuff of which legends are made. 
A Right to Sing the Blues 
Born in Chattanooga sometime between 1895 and 1900, Bessie’s career was a quick 
spiral upward followed by an only slightly less spectacular tailspin. She rose from 
cheap tent shows, carnivals and honky-tonks to her first recording in 1923, and then 
rode high from 1924 through ’27. Her star was in decline by 1930 and by 1937 she 
was back on the sawdust circuit. 
According to the newspaper accounts of her fatal accident, the once-highest paid 
Negro entertainer in the country had sung in Clarksdale the preceding week with a 
traveling minstrel show and on the night of the wreck was on her way to Rolling Fork 
for a similar engagement. 
A large woman, five feet, nine inches in height and weighing 216 pounds, Bessie was 
described as a woman of prodigious appetites, who drank to excess in her youth “and 
increased her capacity as she rose to fame.” 
She left behind her 160 recordings which earned for her the title of Empress of the 
Blues. The hits included “It Won’t Be you,” “Dyin’ By the Hour,” “A Good Man Is 
Hard to Find,” “Jailhouse Blues,” “Ticket Agent Ease Your Window Down,” 
“You’ve Been a Good Ole Wagon,” “Nashville Woman’s Blues,” “I Ain’t Gonna Play 
No Second Fiddle: and “Careless Love Blues.” 
A mistress of vocal inflection and an artist of impeccable taste,” writes George 
Avakian in his biography for Columbia Records multivolume album (called “The 
Bessie Smith Story”) “Bessie was also blessed with a huge sweeping voice which 
combined strength and even harshness with an irresistible natural beauty,” says the 
critic. 
She was temporarily rescued from oblivion when in 1936 she made her last New York 
appearance at a Sunday evening jam session sponsored by the United Hot Clubs of 
America at the original Famous Door on 52nd St. She didn’t even take off her cheap 
furs, said a reporter, and she returned immediately to the “hit-and-miss gigs she was 
forced to play for a precarious living.” 
Bessie was one of five Smiths - the others were Mamie, Laura, Trixie and Clara - who 
recorded in the early 20s but who were not related, even in style. Bessie, who was 
married to Jack Gee, a Philadelphia policeman (her address was given as Philadelphia 
at the time of her death) at one time was a headliner in Milton Starr’s top-ranking 
Negro vaudeville circuit, and her records were to out-sell those of any other 
Columbia artist before her time. 
Too Late 
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Her Clarksdale accident came on the even of another quest to bring her back to New 
York to record again. 
As rich in pathos and drama as Bessie Smith’s life was, the myth makers of the jazz 
world apparently felt obligated to add a postscript. A fatal automobile accident was 
violent, to be sure, but more purple was needed for the sunset; double indemnity was 
not enough. 
So the story, probably unchallenged in print until now, was told -  and retold until it 
became established “the most solidly documented version” of her death - that 
Bessie’s last cruel blow from fate was an unnecessary death’ that she died because she 
was denied admission to a white hospital, and died on the way to one which accepted 
Negroes. 
Search for Facts 
Trying to explore an even 221 years old is difficult, especially when the circumstances 
were never clearly established in the first place, but the attempt has been far from 
hopeless. 
First, there was a newspaper account in the Sept. 27, 1937 Clarksdale Register of the 
accident. 
A prominently displayed front page story on a Monday, the day after the accident, 
was headlined: NEGRO ‘BLUES SINNGER’ DIES IN CAR SMASH. 
It reported that Bessie was inured in a three-car collision north of the city and that 
she died later at the Negro hospital in Clarksdale about an hour after her arm was 
amputated. 
At that time there was a small Negro hospital at 615 Sunflower. It had been opened 
just before World War I by Dr. T. G. Hughes, Dr. I. P. Carr and the late Dr. John 
Primrose. Later the hospital was operated by the late Dr. S. D. Robinson and by the 
late G. T. Thomas. It is indefinite as to who had the hospital in 1937 - probably 
Thomas, a Negro property owner who died last year - but while the doctors continued 
to work there. 
(The hospital ceased operation about 1940, and since 1944 the building has been 
operated by a Negro hotel and rooming house, and is now called the Riverside Hotel 
& Café.) 
Second Crash 
The news story went on to say that at the scene of the crash the woman was treated by 
a passing motorist, Dr. Hugh Smith of Memphis, and that while Dr. smith was 
administering first aid that a third vehicle driven by Robert turner crashed into the 
doctor’s car, driving it into the car in which Bessie and a Negro man were riding. 
An inquiry to Dr. Smith, well known Campbell Clinic surgeon in Memphis, brought 
the following full and enlightening report, for which paraphrase is unnecessary: 
“At approximately 2 a.m. on a Sunday morning (this was Sept 26, 1937), Dr. 
Broughton (now deceased), who was the brace maker for Campbell Clinic, and I were 
on our way to a farm, some 14 or 16 miles on the other side of Clarksdale, to do some 
fishing. It was a clear night with no fog. I had a new Chevrolet with about 500 miles 
on it and the back seat was loaded down with fishing equipment. 
 
Blues in the Night 
“We came upon an automobile, obviously a total wreck. It was, for those days, a quite 
old Packard - one of the kind with a wooden frame for the top; it was a four-door car. 
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It was lying on its side across the right lane with the front of the automobile pointed 
almost due east. 
“A tall Negro man, probably in his late 20s or early 30s, waved us down. We came to 
a stop some 30 feet from the automobile with my lights shining on a colored woman 
lying on the concrete road, obviously in serious condition. The colored man gave me 
the following story. 
“A trailer tractor truck - a large one, capable of hauling some 16 or 18 thousand 
pound load, had apparently pulled off of the highway to check his tires and had 
started to pull back onto the highway and had just cleared the road when he, the 
colored man, and Bessie smith drove practically underneath the tail gate of this large 
truck. 
Multiple Injuries 
“It sheared the wooden top off of the Packard, turned it over and apparently threw 
its occupants out into the road. The truck driver had informed the injured people 
that he was carrying U. S. Mail and was also carrying the Sunday morning 
Commercial, had a time schedule and had to go on. But he told the colored man that 
he would go on into Clarksdale and send an ambulance back to pick them up. He had 
departed the scene of the accident for two or three minutes when we arrived. 
“My associate and I jumped out of the car, and I examined the colored woman in the 
light of my headlights. Her left arm, at the elbow, had been torn completely loose at 
the joint: viz., in essence, a traumatic amputation, except that the main artery was 
still intact. 
“She was bleeding profusely. A tourniquet was applied and Broughton was sent to a 
nearby farm-house to call in to Clarksdale and be certain that an ambulance came 
promptly. 
“Obviously, this woman had severe internal injuries to her chest or abdomen but she 
was conscious. Bessie Smith was played beside the road. 
 
Narrow Escape 
 
When some 12 or 14 minutes had elapsed and no ambulance had put in an 
appearance, Broughton and I began to clear the fishing equipment out of my car with 
the idea of putting her in there and taking her on in to Clarksdale. 
“While we were clearing out the fishing equipment, an automobile coming at a 
relatively high rate of speed could be heard in the distance. I began to flash my lights 
on and off and endeavored to warn him of impending danger. 
“He never saw my automobile. He ran squarely into the rear just as Dr. Broughton 
and I jumped from the automobile. We narrowly missed getting killed. 
“The impact of the automobile drove mine into the Packard, which was lying across 
the road, and buckled it into the middle and literally tore it up. I received $100 for 
the junk. 
“Since this was my first new automobile (and it wasn’t paid for, by the way) you can 
imagine that I was not a very happy man at the penalties that I had just paid for being 
a Good Samaritan.” 
“Then, Mr. Broughton and I proceeded to get a white man and a lady out of the 
automobile which had hit mine. The woman was hysterical but did not appear to have 
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been injured badly. The gentleman driving the car . . . did not appear to be in critical 
- just extremely painful - condition. 
“Now we had three patients on our hands; all lying on the grass, beside three wrecked 
automobiles. At approximately this time, traffic began to pile up a bit but 
simultaneous with this, the ambulances began to appear and all three injured people 
were promptly dispatched to Clarksdale in two different ambulances. 
“I waited until a state trooper appeared to give him full details of the accident. I 
would suspect that the archives of the Mississippi State Police would verify all of the 
details given up to now. 
Later in the morning, I proceeded to my host’s farm and tried to do a little fishing 
but my heart was not in it. I was brought back to Clarksdale and caught an afternoon 
train for Memphis. 
Other sources 
“Before I left Clarksdale, I, by chance, ran into the ambulance driver and inquired as 
to Bessie Smith’s condition. He advised me that she had been taken either to a Negro 
clinic or a Negro hospital and expired several hours after arriving.” 
The state patrol records were not checked, since their information would be mainly 
what Dr. Smith told them, but the ambulance driver was located and asked about his 
recollections of the accident. 
His name is Willie George Miller, now with the J. O. Patterson Funeral Home in 
Memphis. At the time he was with the L. P. Gibson Funeral Home in Clarksdale, 
which later sold out to Century Burial Association. 
Miller, although confessing that his memory is a little hazy, said that he believes 
Bessie “passed” while on the way to the Negro hospital here. He said definitely that 
the woman was not taken to a white hospital, and wasn’t transferred to any other 
hospital outside of Clarksdale. 
Reprieve from Junkyard 
Another man on the scene was Jim Albino of near Clarksdale, who operated the Owl 
Wrecker Service for many years. Mr. Albine didn’t know what happened to Bessie 
Smith, since a Negro ambulance had picked her up, but he does remember what 
happened to the Packard in which she was riding. He took it on the wrecker bill. 
Mr. Albino converted the ancient machine into a wrecker and used it for two or three 
more years before finally junking it. Bessie’s Negro male companion has never been 
identified. 
He recalls that the Negro man with Bessie Smith told him that he didn’t want the car 
and that Mr. Albino could keep it for his services. 
The details of that wreck aren’t too easy for Mr. Albinio to remember, however, since 
the Clarksdale Register in its wreck story quoted Mr. Albino as saying his wrecker 
was called out to bring in eight cars over the week-end. No wonder he pressed the old 
Packard into towing service! 
The article also reported that other garages and motor companies were busy pulling 
wrecked cars during the weekend. 
Besides Bessie Smith’s death and Robert Turner’s injuries, the weekend toll included 
five other hurt, apparently in other accidents. They were listed as Mrs. Gilliam 
Leash, John Harpole, Joe Stevens and J. C. Olson of Clarksdale and L. T. Van Cleave 
of Lambert. 
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The newspaper account matches that of Dr. Smith except for details - Dr. Smith had 
Turner with Swift, the reporter with Amour; the doctor placed the wreck 14 miles 
north of the city, the newspaper 10. 
Attempts to further document the circumstances of that particular weekend - which, 
incidentally, was climaxed with a low reading of 47 degrees early the Monday 
morning after - have been unavailing. The operator of the funeral home whose 
ambulance carried Bessie to the hospital moved away several years ago and 
subsequently died, and since the Negro hospital on sunflower ceased operation not 
long afterward, no records are available from that source. 
The only two physicians here who could have possibly treated Bessie, Drs. Carr and 
Hughes, do not remember it. 
 
Weren’t Brought There 
 
There has been no evidence furnished that Bessie or any other Negro ever was denied 
treatment at the old Clarksdale Hospital for whites, now a chronic disease center, or 
that any ever were brought there. While Negroes on the whole didn’t have medical 
facilities equal to whites in those days, there is nothing to support the story that any 
lack of medical attention caused her death. Certainly she didn’t get the care she 
would have now at the Coahoma County Hospital, which serves both races, but 
neither was this level of treatment available to whites in the 1930s. 
A letter was sent to Columbia Records and George Avakina, seeking the source of 
their version of the singer’s death, but as no answer was received it may be assumed 
that they are satisfied with their own information and willing to stick to it, accurate or 
not. 
Their silence may be explained by a  sidelight added by Dr. Smith. While in New York 
as a technical advisor for an Army training film on a medical subject “in 1949 or 
1950,” he and an Army officer wandered into a Manhattan steak house where a party 
developed in the back of the restaurant. 
“We sat and listened for the music and entertainment that was good. It was a 
spontaneous sort of demonstration.” 
 
Everybody Had a Story 
 
Dr. Smith remembers that Fletcher Henderson played the piano for three or four 
singers and there were two or three comedians and a mixture of theatrical people 
present. 
“By chance,” he continues, “the name of Bessie Smith was brought up. I listened to 
the rather colorful reports of the details of her accident and supposed neglect: one 
account had her in the ditch with the white people ‘passing on the other side.’ 
“I believe that even ‘downbeat’ probably published the inaccurate account, though 
I’m not positive of this fact; anyway, at least 15 jazz musicians and entertainers were 
given accurate details. 
“Before I left New York I called Bessie Smith’s former manager to inform him of the 
details: he was not interested. Their association had been broken for quite some 
years, and he had no particular interest in the matter whatsoever for by this time, 
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Bessie Smith had apparently declined from stardom, and was nearly broken and was 
singing in tent shows throughout Mississippi, Alabama, and Georgia.” 
A Clarksdale jazz fan had confirmed the Downbeat story. The fan, who prefers not to 
be identified, has corresponded with George Hoefer of Schenectady, N. Y. Hoefer 
writes for Downbeat and is, preparing a book on jazz. 
In connection with a chapter he is drafting on Bessie Smith, he has written his 
correspondent here for further information on the fatal accident. 

Where’d The Orchestra Get It? 

According to Hoefer, who is still trying to get the true facts, Downbeat (then a 
monthly) carried in its November, 1937, issue an article by John Hammond which 
goes on to report ‘”a particularly disagreeable story as to the details of her death” 
which had been received from members of Chick Webb’s orchestra who were in 
Memphis soon after the accident.” 
The Chick Webb band version, among other inaccuracies, said that the blues singer 
was taken to the leading Memphis hospital where she was refused treatment because 
of her color and bled to death while waiting for attention. Later, this civic honor went 
to Clarksdale. 
Hammond, who has brought other jazz greats to national attention, was the man who 
was preparing to depart for Mississippi to bring Bessie back to New York at the time 
of the 1937 wreck. 
The circumstance of Bessie Smith’s death, whatever they are, cannot add to or 
otherwise affect her colorful career, just as fact, no matter how firm, cannot stand up 
against emotions. 
The brief meteoric career of this “gosh-dorn country” woman, this “real southern’ 
singer, who at one time commanded $1,500 a week for her interpretations of the 
heritage of her people, requires no fictional retouching. The saddest thing of all was 
the sorry struggle of the last years of a woman who vowed “I Ain’t Gonna play No 
Second Fiddle.” 
But as her records, still popular, continue to be played on through the years, many, 
many listeners will say with an old admirer that they too have “never heard any thing 
like the torture and torment she put into the music of her people.” 

THE TAPING OF BESSIE SMITH 
By Billy Crais 
Spring, 1971 

Bob Fertig is an ebullient engineering executive who lives in Rochester, New York. 
Bob Fertig is likewise a jazz cornetist and leader of the Smugtown Stompers, the most 
popular jazz band in Rochester, New York. This same Bob Fertig has the only 
complete collection of original Bessie Smith recordings in the United States. How 
does this all fit together? When Columbia Records Company decided to reissue a 
complete Bessie Smith anthology - the most important reissue in the Company’s 
history - it sent as SOS to Bob Fertig of Rochester, New York. 
The complete Bessie collection consists of 160 sides, all either originally issued or now 
owned by Columbia? Ironically, Columbia found that it had extant only 55 of the 
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original sides and many of these were flawed in some way or another. Scratching 
around, it discovered a few of the missing numbers in a collection at Yale University 
but most of the rarest sides were still missing. Enter Bob Fertig, engineer, cornetist 
and indefatigable record collector. 
Bob had begun collection Bessie about 22 years ago. He had all 160 sides, most of 
them in mint condition. In the course of his engineering business, he had some years 
past made the acquaintance of Robert Altahuler, Columbia’s Director of 
Information. Altshuler phoned asking whether Bob would send the needed sides to 
New York City for taping. Bob demurred: “I should put them in a box and trust the 
post office with records that could never be replaced?” Altshuler capitulated. Bob 
would travel to Columbia’s headquarters 550 miles away with the precious cargo in 
his own hot little hands. 
“After work,” says Bob, “I would fly down to New York City and be at Columbia 
around 5 PM; we would tape from about 6 pm ‘till 10 pm, take an hour for dinner, 
and tape from 11 pm ‘till 2 or 3 AM. I would get to bed at the hotel around 3:30, get 
up at 5:30 and be back at my desk in Rochester by 8. It was a labor of love.” It must 
have been. Those of us who have ever hefted 80 of the old 78’s (160 sides) might add 
that the labor involved leaves little energy for love. 
The idea of a Bessie Smith reissue was conceived by John Hammond, a Columbia 
official. It was decided that the reissue should be a superior one. The 78’s were to be 
cleaned of all surface noises and an up-to-date sound achieved. Larry Hiller, the 
recording engineer chosen for the job, used some 14 different styles (both truncated 
and elliptical) ranging from 0.5 to 3.0 mils in diameter. “We would spend 15 or 20 
minutes to tape a 3 minute record,” says Bob. “It was a matter of getting the best 
fitting needle for the various record groove sizes.” 
Also involved in the project were Chris Albertson, a blues authority, and John 
Waxman, another Columbia official. The first two LP’s (GP 33) of the projected 10 
part issue have met with warm critical acclaim and unexpectedly high sales volume. 
The next two-record installment is scheduled for imminent release. 
Bob began collecting records in the years before World War II. His sources were 
manifold and unusual. “Sure I bought at record stores but I also went to junk shops 
and the Salvation Army; I bought used records for a nickel when they were taken off 
juke boxes; I even went door-to-door in Negro neighborhoods asking people if they 
had any old records.” As to the Bessie portion of his collection, Bob says, “From the 
moment I first heard her I was aware that she was a supreme artist. Her artistry 
transcends the medium. She’s part of our artistic heritage.” 
On collecting in general Bob advises: “There are three aspects of collectability: 
quality of performance, rarity of issue and condition of copy. The ideal collector’s 
record would be a superb performance by a classic jazz artist like Armstrong on an 
extinct label in mint condition.” But he has a deep feeling for items of lesser merit; 
“Jazz is so ephemeral that once a performance is recorded, chances are it can never 
be duplicated. It’s only through the efforts of collectors that this music is being 
preserved for new generations.” 
Consummate collector that he is, it is no wonder that Bob has more than ten thousand 
records only about a thousand of which are LP’s. In addition to this, he has a 
collection of jazz books, sheet music, posters, artifacts and other memorabilia which 
has hyper activated the salivary glands of many a museum curator. Bob, the 
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cornetist, also has a formidable collection of cornets including one that measures no 
more than 8 inches from bell to mouthpiece. Framed on his living room wall is an 
ancient deed to - of all things - a slave. And he is still avidly collecting. 
This complete collector holds forth on a quiet residential street in Rochester. The 
neighbors are largely unaware of his extra-vocational interest except on Thursday 
nights when the Sumgtown Stompers rehearse such tunes as Gulf Coast Blues and Oh 
Daddy. They are also unaware of the trove of jazz records and books set in ceiling-
high stacks in his comfortably furnished den. Upon occasion, New Orleans musicians 
have tried to persuade Bob that he should forsake the frozen wastes of western New 
York and come to the city where his kind of music was born. His invariable answer: 
“Who’ll pay the moving bill?” 
 
A Visit with Satchmo 
(By the Fevered Five) 
March-April, 1965 
 
Something wonderful happened to four very dedicated traditional jazz fans plus one 
on Saturday, Feb. 20. It was about 5 PM - a clear, slightly cool, wonderful southern 
winter day. Just another day for millions of Americans, but such a very special day 
for our party. For we were on our way to visit Louis “Satchmo” Armstrong in his 
suite at the Peabody Hotel in Memphis, Tenn. 
The luck individuals happened to be Floy and Harry Godwin of Memphis, and New 
Orleanians Helen Arlt, Jo Schmidt and Harry Souchon. Jo was straining somewhat 
under the weight of the heavy scrap book from the N. O. Jazz Museum (black and 
white evidence from the press of the growth and accomplishments of this marvelous 
institution) which was filled with many pages of Armstrong memories. It was brought 
along for his personal viewing. As we approached the Peabody, each of us must have 
been mulling over what we would say to the most famous man in jazz today. 
Harry Godwin had arranged the visit through the courtesy of Joe Glaser, Satch’s pal 
and manager of long standing. Mr. Glaser happened to be an old friend of Mr. 
Godwin, too. 
The party of five was loaded down with mementos for Louis from the Jazz Museum 
plus tape recorder, scrap book, cameras and film. A free hand of some one in the 
group knocked on the door accompanied by an acknowledgment of who we were 
which proved magic and the door was opened by Doc Pugh, Louis’ man Friday. 
Led by Helen, the group burst into song with “Hello Louis, Well Hello Louis,” (our 
version of the popular million-dollar seller “Hello Dolly”) and were greeted with that 
beaming smile of Satchmo himself. He was gracious, warm, friendly and talkative. 
The tape recorder spun, capturing all of the wonderful Armstrongisms and warm 
responses to what he saw in the scrap book and the conversation from the group. 
What a treasure this tape will be in the Jazz Museum! 
For an hour and a half it was just a visit with hometown folks. We told Louis of our 
efforts to try to save the little cottage reputed to be his birthplace in Jane Alley. We 
expressed our regret at having failed to preserve the place. Louis’ instant reply was 
“Well, the main thing is that you tried.” And we knew we had his complete assurances 
that he appreciated everything. 
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He looked and asked about many clippings, photographs, articles he saw, page after 
page in the Museum scrap book. He talked of red beans and rice, as though he could 
taste them. The words “New Orleans” had meaning and reverent loyalty when he said 
them. His friends of long ago were recalled and he inquired of many by name. He 
lighted up when Harry Souchon asked if he recalled the Secret Nine Baseball Team. 
He fondly explained that this was a sand lot team composed of sons of Louis’ many 
old friends in New Orleans. It was while Louis was playing an engagement at the 
suburban Gardens that he agreed to furnish this team with fine uniforms bearing his 
name across their front. “The Armstrong Secret Nine” moved into Heinneman Park 
and became a full-fledged baseball team playing in a real baseball park. 
All this reminiscing was captured on tape and it is a delight to hear in Satchmo’s own 
words punctuated with his familiar laughter. All the while (the non-dedicated nonjazz 
fan) Floy Godwin, was flashing her Polaroid camera capturing these wonderful 
moments for posterity. 
We told him in all sincerity how we loved “Some Day” his own composition, and he 
promised to play it for us the next day during his concert with his All Stars. Floy’s 
inspiration to ask him to “sing a few bars for us now, Satch?” brought forth a 
wonderful vocal of the entire song accompanied by the leather skippered foot tapping 
out the rhythm. 
Satchmo said the NOJC has been doing a fine job for jazz, the musicians, and now 
with a museum - he was anxious to return home, play a concert and see his many 
friends and the “400 relatives” he has in New Orleans. And he wanted to go visit that 
Jazz Museum! 
He spoke of music - all kinds - and said he listened to it all. He said he decided for 
himself what is “good stuff.” He said the young people ought to be exposed to 
traditional jazz, and all of a sudden “it will just dawn on them.” He showed us how he 
played a riff (vocally, of course) which might have come from an opera aria. He 
recalled with some amusing and wonderful comments the days when he played the pit 
orchestra in Chicago which accompanied silent movies. He identified all the members 
in the group photo which had appeared in the Museum News article regarding the 
Jazz Museum. As he identified Lil Hardin, he said, “You know she was from 
Memphis?” And she was valedictorian of her class. She was a Fisk graduate.” He 
talked of his sister Beatrice now living in New Orleans, who everyone calls Mama 
Lou. 
Louis Armstrong is genuinely himself on or off the stage. Playing for his friends in 
private or to the huge audiences of concert or television, he is the same - kindly, 
laughing, philosophically amusing, warm and generous. From his unbelievably simple 
yet direct point of view, he stated his philosophy of life, and we five began to realize 
that this man - perhaps the greatest trumpet player of them all - was teaching us the 
simple acceptance of life and its problems. Here was a humble man who had started 
life on the streets of New Orleans but who has risen to the very pinnacle of the world 
of jazz. 
He speaks with ease of Iceland, Russian, Poland, England, France, Africa, Japan. He 
grinned pointing to a foreign clipping in the scrap book. “If I go back there one more 
time, I’ll be able to translate that for you.” 
There are times in the lives of each when a moment or an hour is precious, but all too 
often it is not realized until looking back on it later. THIS hour was precious to the 
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Five who recognized and realized that fact while it was happening. The visit on tape is 
re-played and the eyes of the Five are unashamedly wet with nostalgia as Louis’ final 
words ring out, “Good Night, Folks God bless you - this is old Satchmo sayin’ so 
long!” 
And tomorrow is another Monday; the Five will be doing what they have to do. 
They’ll do their best, but their minds will be on a friendly, warm, dark-skinned man 
who has taught them a bit about jazz, a bit about people, and a great deal about life 
and how to live it. The Five conclude: “Satchmo, you’re a great guy!” 
 
When Satchmo Was Zulu 
By Clint Bolton 
Summer, 1973 
 
“Somewhere in New Orleans, between Claiborne Avenue and Poydras Street on Mardi 
Gras Day, 1948, four guys met. They had gotten up early that morning and were 
congregating to greet the Mighty Monarch, the King of Zulus! This event led to the 
birth of the New Orleans Jazz Club.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The significance of the Zulu celebration in relation to the history of the Jazz Club 
makes Clint Bolton’s story a must inclusion in this issue. Our thanks to New Orleans 
magazine for permission to reprint Bolton’s story which appeared in the magazine’s 
Mardi Gras 1972 issue. 
 
If a group of uptight citizens back in 1949 had their way Louis Armstrong would not 
have been King Zulu in 1949. Not that the good burghers of the town had anything 
against Satchmo or the Zulu Social Aid and Pleasure Club. But Mardi Gras of 1949 
got a little rowdy. One of the quaint customs of the era was to toss large amounts of 
flour on the celebrants. But that year some of the Royster-Doyster lads thought it 
might be fun to switch from flour to quicklime and to lob a brick or two. A most 
respectable matron took the count when conked and a group of outraged and 
influential citizens petitioned that Mardi Gras be abolished. Influential outrage can 
accomplish a lot of things but it takes more than that to knock out Mardi Gras. 
Anyway the petition died and both Louis Armstrong and the Zulu Social Aid and 
Pleasure Club came into existence. So a century later Satchmo, King Zulu, his court 
and retinue rode through the streets of the city tossing trinkets. The best trinkets 
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were gilded and silvered coconuts. On Mardi Gras, March 1, 1949, no one got 
knocked out - at least with a coconut - and Satchmo reigned. 
It was a good day for Louis Armstrong the orphan kid from Jane Alley. Bu 19149 he 
had made it big. He had played Royal Command Performances. He had done it all. 
But he had never been King Zulu. 
As a matter of fact, some years earlier Armstrong had been asked by the Zulu 
organization to bring his Hot Five back to New Orleans for the annual Mardi Gras 
blast. But playing and recording dates conflicted and he couldn’t make it. But by 
1949 he was ready, able and willing. So willing was he that he cooperated with his 
Zulu friends by agreeing to play a concert on the Sunday night before Mardi Gras. 
Those were the years Esquire was picking the band of the year and so the 1949 
Armstrong booking was for “Louis Armstrong and his Esquire All Star. Band.” 
Completely aside from the fact that Armstrong in 1949 was already one of the 
world’s great jazz men his Esquire All Star Band was something to make jazz fans 
drool. The Booker T. Washington Auditorium was SRO long before the doors opened 
that Sunday night at 7 p.m. George ‘”Tex” Stephens was the emcee and kicked off the 
program at quarter after 7 with the “4 Tones.” 
No one seems to remember if Tex Stephens was much of an emcee and that was 
probably the biggest booking the “4 Tones” ever had. Because at 8:15 Satchmo 
walked out, big grin, his horn and big white handkerchief and behind him came Earl 
“Fatha” Hines on Piano, Jack Teagarden on trombone, Barney Bigard on clarinet. 
Arvell Shaw on bass and the inimitable Sidney Catlett on drums. Just to add a little 
more class to the concert the vocalist was Velma Middleton. It was all staff all the way 
through, but it was Zulu all the way. Because at intermission time Satchmo was 
crowned Zulu and his Queen, Bernice Ixley, joined him in the coronation ceremonies. 
The concert was a money maker, no doubt about it, because everybody in town was 
there. If they were black. For it would be five years later, 1954 to be precise before 
the supreme Court would hand down that basic ruling which eventually led to the 
open society we are still trying to establish today. Yet a couple of white jazz fans did 
make it. One of them grinned at me and said, “I got a dark Max Factor makeup. Man, 
I mean I passed!” 
Wild and swinging as the concert was and joyful as were the apres-concert parties, 
Satchmo was the soul of dignity the next day. It was Monday, the day before Mardi 
Gras, and a smiling, decorous Armstrong turned up at City Hall and there in the 
stately mayor’s parlor received the traditional honorary certificate of citizenship and 
the symbolic key to the city. DeLesseps Morrison was Mayor then and “Chep” dug 
jazz and Louis. They had a good time together and when Chep said “Time magazine 
said that when you were invited to New Orleans to be King of the Zulus you said, 
‘Yeah, an’ then I’ll be ready to die.” 
The Armstrong grin was never bigger as he replied, “Well I don’t want the Lord to 
take me literally.” 
After leaving the mayor, flourishing his certificate and golden key, Satchmo “sort of 
got lost.” Actually he was never less lost in his life. He was back home in New Orleans. 
It was Monday. Tomorrow was Mardi Gras and he was gonna be Zulu. 
Later in New York, he recalled some of that day. 
“Real good time. Like a big family reunion. Folks I hadn’t seen since I was in knee 
britches. Cats I’d played with before I went up to join Joe Oliver. Yeah, a real good 
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time. No . . . I don’t recall we did any jammin’ that Monday. Mostly just a lot of jivin’ 
talk and eatin’ and drinkin.” 
But that Monday was really a day of preparation. By most standards Zulu isn’t the 
biggest Carnival parade. That year there were six floats. First was King Zulu, then 
came the Queen’s float. After that the Zulu Babies and then the witch Doctor, Big 
Shot. From Africa was on the fifth float and the last carried Jungle Jim. 
The staff for Zulu that year was Harrison Baker, President; Joseph Taylor, Financial 
Secretary; Emile Wade, Recording Secretary; James Robertson, Treasurer’  Roland 
Brown, Chairman Relief; George Lacey, Assistant chairman Relief. The Grand 
marshal was James Alexander and Thomas Hayes was Sergeant-at-Arms. Reverend 
Abraham McCall was the Chaplain, Leopold LeBlanc was Parade chairman and 
James L. Russell was concert chairman. 
On them fell the burden of the details of the SRO Sunday night concert, the formal 
and informal activities of Monday and most important of all the formation and route 
of the Zulu parade. 
As a matter of unwritten law no Zulu parade has ever followed the original route. But 
back there in 1949 the Parade Committee had one laid out. From the program of the 
Sunday night concert comes this order of procession: 
“The route of the Zulu Aid and Pleasure club parade is as follows: 
“Leaves the club, Julia and Saratoga Streets at 9 o’clock a.m., back to Calliope and 
south Claiborne Avenue to get the king. 
“Out Calliope to Dryades, down Dryades to Howard Avenue, out Howard Avenue to 
Carondelet, cross over and back to Rampart, down Rampart to Tulane, Tulane to 
Saratoga, up Saratoga to Howard Avenue; Howard Avenue to Dryades, up right hand 
side of Dryades to St. Andrew, cross over and back down Dryades to Clio, back up 
Dryades to Jackson Avenue to Gertrude Geddes Willis Funeral Home. 
“Leaving out Jackson to LaSalle Street; LaSalle to Philip, Philip to Danneel to 
Louisiana Avenue back Louisiana to LaSalle. LaSalle to Washington Avenue;, back 
Washington Avenue to Magnolia down Magnolia to Clio; out Clio to Claiborne 
Avenue, down Claiborne Avenue to Orleans; Orleans to Liberty, Liberty to St. Philip, 
St. Philip to St. Claude; St. Claude to Dumaine, Dumaine to Claiborne, Claiborne to 
Laharpe, cross over the lakeside of North Claiborne up to Orleans, back Orleans to 
Galvez, Galvez to Bienville, Bienville to Claiborne; up Claiborne to den.” 
The Zulu parade got off more or less on schedule. Zulu Satchmo chomped on a big 
seegar and waved jovially to everyone. But anyone who knows anything about Zulu 
knows that the route and the schedule have always been a sometime thing. For 
instance a full page ad in that Sunday night concert program urges folks to meet the 
“Zulu King at the Famous 92nd Bar & Café; which was located at 2119 Orleans, near 
Galvez. King Satchmo and retinue were due there between 2 and 3 p.m.” The record 
isn’t clear that royal procession got there on schedule. But up until around noon 
everything went smoothly. 
The royal entourage arrived that chilly morning at North Carrollton and the New 
Basin Canal to board a “barge” loaned to the Zulus by the Jahncke Company. 
According to ken Gormin, then a reporter for The Times-Picayune and now head of 
the Bauerlein Advertising Agency, “He was scheduled to get there at 8 a.m. . . .more 
or less . . . He got there just a little before 9 to find the royal barge filled with people 
who insisted on riding along the canal with him.” 
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Back in 1949 Liberace wasn’t killing them with the fancy piano playing costumes. 
Maybe he got the idea from Satchmo’s Zulu costume. As Gormin reported it 
Armstrong was wearing some pretty gala threads. For starters he had a red feathered 
crown, a red velvet tunic trimmed with gold sequins, black tights and high golden 
shoes. Over the black tights he wore a yellow cellophane “grass” skirt. His sceptre 
was silver and when he wasn’t waving his big cigar he was waving his baton of office. 
Things stayed right on schedule through the forenoon. At 12 Zulu was due at the 
Gertrude Geddes Willis funeral home on Jackson and Satchmo made it on the dot. 
This is perhaps a notable footnote in the history of the Zulu parade. It impressed ken 
Gormin. He wrote, “It was the first time in at least 13 years that any Zulu king had 
been on time.” 
Back in 1949 the Gertrude Geddes Willis funeral home was what the Boston Club is 
to Rex. 'THE' stop. King Satchmo-Zulu waved red gloved hands to all, and received 
another key to the city, a large golden one from Mrs. Willis who also handed him a 
trumpet. Somebody else handed him up a bottle of wine. 
But Zulu didn’t blow his horn or take the wine. He climbed down from the float and, 
spotting his aged grandmother, the late Josephine Armstrong, threw his arms around 
her, kissed her, and in his inimitably graveled voice cried, “Hi, baby-honey. How you 
doin’. Granny?” 
 
When Satchmo Was Zulu 
 
It was a golden moment for the man with the golden horn. He posed for pictures with 
relatives and friends and caught up for a moment with his wife Lucille who, with 
considerable Mardi Gras savvy had vanished at the start of the parade and hurried 
on to a vantage point at the funeral home reviewing stand. She had told him, 
“Goodbye, honey. I’ll see you later. Maybe tomorrow.” 
But she joined Louis and his court for the lunch break and it was a lavish collation. 
Between handing out coconuts and shaking hands Zulu stowed away a fair amount of 
vittles. Being Zulu is a hungry type job. Before continuing the procession Satchmo 
put away turkey sandwiches, ham sandwiches, pickles, olives, champagne. After all 
that’s the kingly drink. 
Once the repast and reception were over King Zulu boarded his golden chariot, 
settled himself on the throne and with three bottles of champagne nestling at his feet 
he told the world, “This king stuff is fine real fine. It’s knockin’ me out. I’ve blowed 
my top.” 
So thick was the crowd that the mules had a hard time getting under way. Remember 
‘way back in those days the Sanitation Department mules hauled the floats. But the 
parade moved out and King Zulu continued his journey. History does not record that 
he ever made it to the 92nd Bar & Café as advertised. The parade really began to 
‘amble ‘round the town”.  
It all came to an end about five that afternoon when the royal coach stalled at Orleans 
and North Prieur. It broke down for keeps and King Satchmo, following an 
established precedent when things monarchical go awry, promptly abdicated. A big 
limousine whisked him and his queen away and the parade was over. As kingdoms go, 
it fell apart and simply disintegrated. Within ten minutes the golden float had been 
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stripped by souvenir hunters. But that long and beautiful golden day would remain 
forever Louis’ day. And it would remain forever in his memory. 
I recall a few years later talking to him in a TV studio in New York. He’d just come 
back from a triumphal European tour. It had been recorded and on the cover was a 
very elegant Satchmo clad in the striped trousers and tail coat of the diplomat. It was 
a good picture and the title for that LP was “ambassador Satch”. He auto graphed a 
copy for me and we jived a little about the royalty, the celebrities who had flocked to 
hear him all over Europe. 
He gave me the famous Armstrong grin and said, “Yea, kings, queens, lords and 
ladies. Lotta folks. All kinda folks. But you know every now and then I’d laugh a little 
inside. Not out loud. Jes’ to myself. They wanted call me Ambassador Satch that’s 
okay. But I wonder what they do if I tell ‘em I’m King Zulu. 
Any way you want to make it he was a king, a king for a day in the magical 
magnificence of Mardi Gras. But long before and long after he was the King of the 
Golden Horn. He was Satchmo, he was King Zulu but he was always Louis 
Armstrong. He’s gone now but the music, the laughter lingers on, Forever. 
 
Origin of the Word “Jazz” 
By Dick Holbrook 
 
(This word is a corruption of the Elizabethan ‘jazz’ which had survived in the 
vernacular of the bawdy-houses.) - The Jazz Record Book by C. E. Smith, F. Ramsey, 
C. P Rogers, and William Russell. 
“(The word ‘jass’ - later ‘jazz’ - turned up first in Chicago in the middle ‘teens with 
an unprintable meaning.) On the evening of 26 January of that year the Original 
Dixieland Jazz (sic) Band made its debut in New York at Reisenweber's Cabaret on 
Columbus Circle. This band consisted of five white pioneers, fresh from the Negro 
music of New Orleans, playing jazz by ear and just as ‘hot’ as they could. (According 
to trombonist Preston Jackson, the band was imitating the music of Joe Oliver in New 
Orleans; a year later in Memphis, clarinetist Buster Bailey was imitating the 
recordings of the Original Dixieland Jazz Band)” - The Story of Jazz, Marshall W. 
Stearns. 
“The origin of the word ‘jazz’ has never been satisfactorily settled. Some have 
suggested that it comes from the French ‘jaser’ (chatter), but that seems improbable, 
especially since in Creole French ‘j’ is corrupted into ‘y’. Some have suggested that 
the word comes from the name of a 19th century singer, Jazzbo Brown. This too is 
improbable, for no jazz musician of long memory supports it. “In the opinion of 
elderly Negroes whose memory goes back many years, the word ‘jazz’ is simply an 
onomatopoetic encouragement of exhortation to the musicians. ‘Jazz it’ they cry, 
much in the sense of ‘get going,’ or, more precisely in the later sense, ‘swing it.’ 
“There can be no doubt that ‘jazz’ or ‘jazz’, a word which first appeared about 1910, 
was first used as a verb, and later that it came to be used as an adverb, and later came 
to be an adjective qualifying a type of music. It was not until much later that it came 
to be used as a noun. Whatever its origin or use, the word ‘jazz’ certainly implies a 
form of music radically different from any other. It’s distinguished by 1) SWING, the 
steady four-beats-to-the bar pulse, the unvarying rhythm behind jazz. The weak beats 
of the bar (second and fourth) are accented rather than the strong beats as in 
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ordinary march music, etc. The word also applies of course to that element of lift, 
drive, and spontaneity which is admittedly indefinable - ‘If you got to ask what it is, 
you ain’t got it,’ is Louis Armstong’s famous remark. 2) A melodic style, and an 
original harmonic texture, derived from the blues. The melodic line of the vocal 
blues, while very simple, was characterized by the introduction of ‘blue’ notes (q.v.),” 
Guide to Jazz by Panassie and Gautier. 
“There is another point of interest about the Original Dixielanders. It is probable 
that they were the first group of musicians ever to be described as a ‘jazz band’; and 
whether the claim to absolute priority is substantial or not, they were certainly the 
first to make the word ‘jazz’ known, not only throughout the United States but 
throughout the world. According to LaRocca it all began one night at the Boosters’ 
Club in the Hotel Morrison, in Chicago, when a drunk kept yelling to the band to 
‘jazz up’ the music; and the manager of the place seized on the term to advertise the 
band. Both LaRocca and Tom Brown were emphatic that they had never heard the 
adjective applied to music in New Orleans, though they must have been familiar with 
the word, which had long been used in the underworld as an obscene verb. In was 
appropriate enough to transfer it to music nurtured in Storyville, music which owes 
much of its urgency to the rhythm of phallic hitual.” - Jazz in Perspective by Iain 
Lang. 
“In 1915 a band that included several former members of Laine’s Ragtime Band 
opened at the Lambs’ Café in Chicago under the leadership of trombonist Tom 
Brown. The group was first known as Brown’s Dixieland Band. Soon after the band 
reached Chicago from N.O., despite the objections of local musicians’ union officials, 
the name was expanded to ‘Brown’s Dixieland Jazz Band’. At that time the word 
‘jazz’ had a sordid significance as a verb and union officials feared it would give the 
music a bad name; nevertheless, it stayed in the billing.” - The Encyclopedia of Jazz 
by Leonard Feather. 
“The story of Brown’s Band from Dixieland properly begins in 1913. In that year 
Frisco & DcDermott, a vaudeville act played the Young men’s Gymnastic Club of 
New Orleans. The music for the dance team was furnished by Tom Brown’s Band. 
Frisco, who was a talent scout as well as an adept at holding the burning end of a 
cigar in his mouth, talked about the band when he got back to Chicago. Presently they 
got offers which they could not accept because of local contracts. In June, 1915, 
however, they could and did take a job at the Lamb’s Café in Chicago. On the job, the 
first northward thrust of “Dixieland”, were: “Tom Brown, leader and trombone; Ray 
Lopez, cornet; Gus Meuller, clarinet; Arnold Loyocano, bass and piano; and William 
Lambert, drums. 
They didn’t have union clearance on that first Chicago job. According to Tom Brown 
it was an attempt by union officials to low rate them that gave jazz its name. Jazz, or 
jass as it was then spelled, was a familiar word around 22nd Street where the red lights 
glowed, but it wasn’t used about music. The story has it that the statement that jazz 
music was being played at Lamb’s Café was a whispering campaign, the purpose of 
which was to smear the band. Whatever its purpose, it had the effect of popularizing 
the band. People were curious to know what ‘jazz’ music was, and they came in 
droves to find out. Presently the new sign out front read: ‘Added attraction - Brown’s 
Dixieland Jass Band, Direct from New Orleans, Best Dance Music in Chicago.’ 
(Jazzmen by Frederick Ramsey, Jr. and Charles Edward Smith.) 
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“In the simple, compressed, sometimes too elliptic vocabulary of the jazz musician, 
one learns a great deal about the music he plays. One learns that ‘jazz’ is a noun that 
it is not American popular music (as it has often been thought to be), and that the jazz 
musician is most interested in the rhythmic connotation of the word and in little else. 
If you tell him that some say the term comes from the phonetic spelling of the 
abbreviation of a jazz musician named Charles (Charles, Chas., Jass, Jazz), he is not 
in the least interested. If you tell him that there is a great deal of substance to the 
claim that the word comes from the French word jaser - to pep up, to exhilarate - he 
may nod his head with a degree of interest but ask you (“What about the beat?”) - A 
history of Jazz in America by Barry Ulanov. 
(We are very grateful to Mr. O. J. Nab for this astute collection of excerpts) 

What is Jazz? 

Jazz is an improvisational American music, utilizing European instrumentation, and 
fusing elements of European harmony, Euro-African melody, and African rhythm. 
(Definition of Jazz developed at the third Jazz Roundtable at Music Inn.) 
“Compared to the definition of jazz in Webster’s Dictionary, which seems to be 
describing the kind of music played by Paul Whiteman in 1924, this definition 
(reached at the Jazz Roundtable) is a great improvement. It still leaves something to 
be desired, however.” 
“ . . . It is not quite correct to speak of jazz simply as ‘improvisational.’ Call it ‘semi-
improvisational,’ . . . Secondly, I should say that jazz, especially in its earlier forms, 
used a great number of instruments that were not European. What about the wash-
tub, the kazoo, the earthen jug, the washboard, and so on? ”I think that jazz should 
be analyzed as all so-called primitive musics' are analyzed. Crucial similarities and 
differences to other world musics' would surely appear and thus help to define the 
nature of jazz. For example, in common with all the musics' of the world, jazz uses a 
melodic scale in which two or three notes are principal. On the other hand, I think it 
will be found that jazz is not primarily based on harmony. This is a characteristic that 
jazz shares with all the music except that of the modern Western world. Further, I 
think that jazz probably has nothing to do with syncopation - a characteristic with 
which it has been saddled for years. HENRY COWELL 

The Record Changer, July-August, 1953 
“Jazz whether played by black man or by white man, is a music which has moved out 
of the long night. Its shining trumpets, held high, seem to beckon. It moves - and its 
very movement is a message. Rich and moody, infinitely wise and wisely gay, it is a 
summons to life. Nothing more need be said. For this message, in the largest sense 
and as involved in the deepest relations of an art to human life, is the real creative 
meaning of American Jazz.” RUDI BLESH, “Shining Trumpets” Published by 
Knopf, 1946 

“Like other American cultural forms, indeed like the American people themselves, 
jazz is a hybrid. . . . Its ultimate source is Negro folk music, work-songs that lightened 
their labor, dances and shouts that expressed relief from labor, religious songs and 
chants that expressed their devotion, the dance rhythms brought over from Africa . . . 
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Even in these early stages this folk music was not purely Negro, since elements of 
Scottish, Irish, and English balladry and strains from Baptist and Methodist hymnals 
had been incorporated into the music.” S. I. Hayakawa “Reflections on the History of 
Jazz” (From a Poetry Magazine -Modern Arts Eries Lecutre) 

“The best of modern jazz music possesses qualities of the most thrilling sort. It is 
music of unrelenting drive and power. There is a propelling feeling that makes the 
listener one with the music. Jazz is a physical thing. To its practitioners and a lot of its 
ardent fans, it is a way of life. One feels the explicit and implied beats, the heard and 
unheard notes, and you find yourself saying, “Yes! Yes! That’s right! That’s just how 
that terse, terse phrase of music should be played.” ROBERT GEORGE REISNER 
“What’s jazz? Man, if you don’t know by now - don’t mess with it.” LOUIS 
ARMSTRONG 

The Impact of Creole Music on Jazz 
by Dr. Lemuel Berry, Jr. 

The presence of Creole music in New Orleans, Louisiana during the late 1800’s 
established a strong musical foundation for jazz from the New Orleans Jazz Era 
through the swing era and into bebop. Never before have so many jazz musicians 
during different time spans been so involved with incorporating elements of one style 
in their music. 
Scholars have noted that during the initial stages of the transporting of slaves to 
America their music was highly interacted with other cultures. Initially, there was 
influence from the Caribbean Islands which at that time was under French and 
Spanish control before being colonized by the British. Louisiana, which in most 
histories, is considered the hot bed of jazz, was a French colony while the city of New 
Orleans was under Spanish control. Furthermore, a large number of rebellious slaves 
reached Louisiana through Cuba. This brings about an even greater mixture of 
music. All of the elements are now present and most evident as a multi-cultural, 
multi-ethnic and multiracial music asserts itself in bridging the gap between itself and 
the music of the Latin Americans. An analysis of the music which will actually serve 
as the transition to jazz (Creole) in New Orleans shows a number of unchanged 
characteristics. A few of those characteristics include: 
Descending melodic contours. 
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“The metre is a syncopated 6-4, whereas, the rhythm is a 2-4. This rhythm 
can be determined by short plectrum beats on a lute or PANDORE, by taps on a 
tambourine or by naturally engendered rests or silences which contrast strongly 
against the sustained notes of the melodic line.” 
These music elements are strongly intertwined in the early music of noted New 
Orleans jazz artists (Jelly Roll Morton, Sidney Bechet, Edward “Kid” Ory and Louis 
Armstrong) through the works of Cab Calloway, Duke Ellington, Dizzy Gillespie 
and Miles Davis. The characteristics are not only prevalent in the music elements, 
but also in the titles of songs, the usage of instrumentation and the influence and 
trends which were successfully completed through the employment of Cubans and 
Puerto Ricans in numerous small ensembles and big bands. 

The use of Creole elements can be found in early 1940 compositions and most 
notable in the classic works of Louis Moreau Gottschalk’s: “La Bamboula”, “Danse 
Negre, op. 2’ (1844); “la Savone Ballod Creole pour piano, op. 3” (1845/46); “La 
Bananor Chanson Negre, op. 5” (1946); “The Banjo”, “Grotesque Fantasie, an 
American sketch, op. 15” (1954/55); Souavenir de Parto Roco”, “Marche des 
Gobaros pour piano, op. 31” (1857); “Ojos Crillos (Les yeux Creoles)”, and “Danse 
Cubaine” (1859). Creole elements are also found in the classic works of the 
following composers: Cyril Scott “Negre, op. 58, NR. 5” (1908), Henry Franklin 
Belnap Gilbert “The Danse in the Place Congo, op. 15” (1918); Darius Milhaud “La 
Creation du Mondo (1923); Emil F. Burian “American Suite for Two Pianos, PT. 4 
Tempo Argantino” (1926); Gabriel Pierne “Impressions de Music Hall, Ballet en un 
acts, NO. 3 Die Spanishche Mummer” (1927), and Alexander Tansman “Carnival 
Suite for Band, NR. 1 Mardi Gras” (1947) 

As we approach the early 1900’s, a number of important musical activities 
transpire which clearly indicate the influence of Creole elements on New Orleans 
Jazz. The two publications of George Washington Cable titled Creole Slave Songs and 
the Danse in the Place Congo magnify the use of Creole element by composers of 
various genres. Included in each of the books are numerous music transcriptions 
which display fundamental elements of Creole jazz. The selection, “New Orleans 
Blues” by Ferdinand “Jelly Roll” Morton was one of the first major compositions of 
this period based on fundamental elements of Creole music. Other works of 
Morton’s such as “Spanish Swat”, “The Crave” and “Creepy Feeling” also have 
Creole jazz elements. Works by Louis Chauvin - “Babe Et’s Too Long” (1906); 
Scott Joplin - 



39 

“Solace Rag” (1909) and Lucky Roberts - “Spanish Venus” and the “Charleston” 
(both published in 1923) share these same elements. 
From all indications, the early 1900’s marks the beginning of the Creole influence of 
jazz. The popularity of the Creole style influenced other New Orleans musicians who 
in turn would influence their peers. Sidney Bechet’s performances with the Haitian 
Serenaders opened the eyes of many jazz musicians, Wilbur de Paris performed “The 
Pearls” and the “Martinique” while Louis Armstrong’s recordings of “Chantez les 
bas” became very popular. 
The aforementioned jazz artist's use of Creole elements would eventually influence 
musicians outside of the Black and Hispanic community. Major attraction to this 
music was most prevalent in England. Freddy Grant (a West Indian) and Humphrey 
Lyttleton while residing in England recorded more than twenty-one selections. 
Among those selections were “C’est Filore”, “Et’s Mardi Gras”, “Creole Serenade”, 
“Red Beans and Rice”, “Muskrat Ramble”, King Porter Stomp”, “Heat Wave: and 
“The Lady in Red”. It is obvious from the titles that the selections reflect the diverse 
culture of the city of New Orleans. From all indications, there were several reasons 
for the English acceptance of this new music. First, the style was flexible to the point 
where it could be adjusted to their liking. Second, the harmonic relations was of an 
identifiable form. Third, there were a greater number of white interested in this style 
of music. Fourth, the music opened the door to potential dances. And fifth, the most 
successful Black musicians were performing this music. 

During the late 1920s, a number of events transpired which would bring about 
a greater Spanish influence in Creole music. The Afro=Brazilian composers Jose 
Barroso di Silva, Noel Rosa, Alfredo da Rocha Vianna, Ari Barrose Lamatine Bobo, 
Aloulfo Olves and Joao de Barros performed their native Spanish style 
characteristics in the New Orleans area. Their music was unique in that it was a 
combination of Brazilian, Angolan and Congo elements. There were also a great 
number of Puerto Rican musicians who were incorporating their music 
characteristics in Creole music. Many of these musicians formed their own bands 
which eventually became popular throughout the United States. The Four Rorale 
Brothers, Juan Tizol and Machito attracted great audiences plus a number of very 
successful jazz musicians who had a great desire to have first hand acquaintances 
with these individuals. 
Louis Armstrong, Cab Calloway and Duke Ellington, realizing the role which Creole 
music had played as a transitional music to jazz initiated a back-to-Creole jazz 
movement. Other jazz artists, including Dexter Gordon and Ella Fitzgerald 
performed for short periods with the macchiato band while Duke Ellington, Stan 
Kenton, Glenn Miller, Charlie Barnet and Artie Shaw employed Puerto Rican 
musicians to perform in their bands. This era in jazz (1945-1950) was truly marked 
by the influence of Creole music. The calypso, rumba and samba were the most 
popular dances in cabarets and ballrooms during this era. 

The Black Musician’s involvement with the Spanish and Puerto Ricans as 
students of jazz contributed to a number of popular selections which incorporated 
Creole elements. Several of the musicians who employed Creole music elements in 
their compositions were: Louis Armstrong, Cab Calloway, Duke Ellington, Charlie 
Barnet, Bennie Moten, Gene Krupa, Chic Webb, Bunk Johnson, Kid Ory’s Creole 
Jazz Band Glenn Miller, John Coltrane and Miles Davis. 



40 

The musicians listed along with several of their selections represent just a few 
of the Black and White jazz artists involved in utilizing Creole elements. Other major 
artists who employed some of these same elements (Creole) were Cozy Cole, Ella 
Fitzgerald, Erroll Garner, Dexter Gordon and Woody Herman. 
From its inception, Creole jazz has been one of the most unique music forms in 
recorded history. But, to understand the route Creole has traveled to maintain the 
status it presently holds throughout the world, the jazz historian and theoretician 
would have to research this form of jazz beyond its music elements. Consideration 
must be given to the sociological aspects of this music. The fusion of so many groups 
with various ethnic, cultural and racial affiliations is unique. Thus, Creole music can 
be viewed as the transitional music to New Orleans Jazz. 

Jazz: First As Dance?  
By August W. Staub & Kaye de Metz 

Growing up around New Orleans in the ‘30s and ’40 meant eating lots of red beans 
and rice cooked with salt meat and sprinkled with vinegar and bits of fresh red 
peppers just before eating. And if it was a special meal you might also have half an 
alligator pear filled with olive oil and salt and pepper and a dash of vinegar. For 
breakfast we ate French bread and butter and coffee sweetened with condensed milk, 
and watched out younger brothers and sisters fill the whole knot of the bread with 
condensed milk. We had fun. 
We all rode the streetcars. Sometimes we lived Uptown and sometimes in Lakeview. 
When we lived Uptown the streetcar lumbered through the trees of St. Charles or 
Carrollton Avenue; when we lived in Lakeview the streetcar swayed above the New 
Basin Canal and we bit our lips in mock shame when boys with naked white moon 
bottoms swam out to steal watermelons from barges. 
And it was one hell of a pleasant time. Boy, music was everywhere! We didn’t even 
know it was jazz. Not until World War II brought all the soldiers and sailors, and the 
marine pilots on the lakefront, and people from other places to build Higgins PT 
boats. They talked about jazz like they talked about the people who, for a few months 
into 1943, still carried blackberries on their head to sell from door to door. They 
talked about jazz like it was unusual - good, but unusual. We found out that all music 
wasn’t jazz, but all jazz was music people loved. 
Then the little funeral processions with the tiny combos following became something 
to notice. They weren’t normal, they were jazz funerals. Now we knew that jazz was 
music, but we didn’t know that jazz was dance as well. Heck, all those fellows were in 
the second-line, moving around like that, because they just didn’t know how to make 
music. We didn’t dance-to-jazz, we jitterbugged. That wasn’t the right dance to do to 
jazz our parents told us. If you danced to jazz you did a one step, or a two step, or the 
Charleston or the Black bottom, or the Cakewalk. 
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As we got a bit older we went with our parents on Sunday afternoon to the big room 
above what was then Gluck’s Restaurant. The room was about a half block from 
Canal on Royal Street. It was a hot, crowded, barren room filled with people of all 
ages. To cool the place there were huge fans in all the windows with blocks of ice in 
front of them; to cool the people there were cokes and beer. There was nothing to 
recommend the room except the great sounds that came from the people who played 
jazz all afternoon - black musicians and white - and fancy specialists such as bugling 
Sam the Waffleman who played unbelievable bits on a World War I bugle. And there 
was great dancing. Two reap pros: Pork Chop and Kidney Stew were their stage 
names and, Lord, could they dance! 
We didn’t know then that the dancing and the music were inseparable, that there 
could be no jazz without dance or that the dance we called the jitterbug was but 
another variation of what Pork Chop and Kidney Stew were pouring out from their 
bodies every Sunday afternoon. Dating anything in early jazz history is difficult, but 
the year 1803 makes a good starting point, for in that year the white ruling class in 
Haiti was overthrown. White planters gathered up what possessions they could, 
including as many black slaves as possible, and moved to Louisiana. 
The black people of Haiti coming from a more homogenous and less sophisticated 
society had retained many African traditions intact. Perhaps the most significant of 
these traditions were the tribal dances. The vitalizing impact of this introduction of 
these living African traditions on the Blacks already in Louisiana can perhaps be 
compared to what happened in Europe when Constantinople fell to the Turks. The 
Greek and Latin scholars and other sophisticates of the East fled the fallen city and 
brought the living traditions of ancient Greece and Rome to Italy. The incoming 
traditions blended with the rising tide of Gothic humanism to form, within a century, 
that great Europe Cultural Revolution, the Renaissance. 
So it was in Louisiana in particular during the early 19th century that the Haitians 
stimulated first the black population, then their white owners. The latter provided the 
best of their own “rising” cultural interest and jazz, first as dance, then as music was 
born. 
First as dance. It seems so hard to believe, but we need only to consider a moment to 
realize that in the historical order of any culture’s arts, the arts which are more 
intrinsic to the human body precede those which are more external. In Greece as in 
Rome, in India as in Japan, the evolution of the arts seems to be first simple theatrical 
forms - mimes, pantomimes, and simple religious rites, enactment’s of the holy tribal 
myths. Second, there is a formalizing of these simple theatrical arts into something 
more lyric - dance, followed by simple song, then dialogues and religious services. All 
the arts which require only the body and its voice. Sometimes the body is decorated 
for war, or marriage or worship of a god. The decoration introduces the visual arts. 
Sometimes the voice is broadened to represent a herd of animals or heightened to 
move it closer to the awe of a godhead. The heightening and broadening of the voice 
leads to music and the literary arts. 
Always though, theatre and its sister art, dance, leads the procession of the arts. So it 
is that the measure of all modern poetry is the “foot 
In our high school days we learn that Shakespeare wrote in iambic pentameter or a 
line of five iambic feet. The measure of poetry by feet comes to us from the dancing of 
the chorus in Greek drama. Incidentally, the Greek word “theatron” means a place 
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for seeing and what the spectators looked at was the “orchestra”, which means a 
place for dancing. My, my, but dance does frequently seems to come before music! 
Exactly why the dance that led to jazz sprang up in New Orleans and not in the other 
locations in which immigrating Haitians settled is not entirely clear. Early European 
dance historians such as Moreau de St. Mary felt that the vitality of dance was 
directly related to geography. In his 18th century work entitled Danse, he argues that 
lush, hot tropical climates promote in people a passion for the dance. Cold ones do 
not. So that the farther north you go, the less vital is the dance of the inhabitants. 
Perhaps so, and this might explain why Haitians in New Orleans continued to dance 
with the passion of their homeland, while those Blacks who were taken to up-river 
locations lost greatly their interest in the dance. 
Lynn Emery in her fine work, Black dance, 11619-1970, observes that a more 
supportable possibility is the general tolerance of the French and Spanish overlords 
in both the Caribbean and Louisiana. Unlike their straight laced Anglo-Saxon 
neighbors, the French and Spanish danced. And however devoutly they observed the 
rites and rules of the Roman Catholic church, they also were sophisticated enough 
about those rules to realize that they could be bent often, and even broken from time 
to time, without the world’s coming to an end. Then too, the church itself was more 
than unusually indulgent towards slaves whom it considered “nature’s children”. So 
it was, argues Emery, that Afro-Haitian dance, both sacred or voodoo dances, and 
those which were more profane, were not only tolerated but even encouraged by 
being permitted to be celebrated with regularity in such places as Congo Square. 
Emery’s premise would account for the presence in Louisiana of such dances as the 
Juba, Calenda, Conjaille, Chica and Bamboula as described by George Washington 
Cable in his article “The Dance in Place Congo”, the Century Magazine, February, 
1886. The Bamboula as observed by Cable begins with swaying in slow time to which 
is added the slapping of feet on the ground, then the “smiting of breasts with open 
hands”. The dance gradually increases in tempo, progresses from single dancers to 
couples, and finishes in “frantic leaps” and “frenzy”. To their ankles the dancers tie 
little bells or “tin vials filled with shot” which rattles and drums to the “terrible 
delight” of the dancer. “Ecstasy rises to madness” and the dancers fall unconscious, 
with foam on their lips. Cable felt it was a “frightful triumph of mind over body”, but 
it sounds kind of like fun. Whatever, it was dance on the way to jazz-dance. 
Still, something was lacking to complete the choreography. And that something was 
more available in New Orleans than in any other city in North America. The 
something was European dance. 
As Emery points out the white owners passed on to their slaves the Quadrilles, 
Cotillions and Reels of Europe. She feels that this exchange occurred mainly on the 
plantations where the house servants acted as agents of transmission. If the 
plantations were the primary locales where European and Afro-Haitians dances were 
fused, then jazz-dancing could be traced to plantation life. But jazz-dancing 
originates primarily in the city of New Orleans. 
Henry Kmen, the Tulane music historian, explains this phenomenon by speculating 
that the Quadroon Balls were the chief events in which Negro and white dances first 
were exchanged and ultimately blended into a new, completely American form. As he 
points out, both kinds of dancing were done in the same ballroom and were bound to 
affect one another. “African and European dancing were blending in New Orleans at 
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mixed, white-and-colored dances, not only at Coquet’s Ballroom but also in less 
respectable places such as taverns.” In fact, many entirely black dance parties were 
soon to employ mostly European dances. Stearns in her work, Jazz Dance, cites a 
conversation with Kmen to the effect that an 1841 black social event recorded - a 
Cotillion in one room, a Virginia Breakdown in another.” The Cotillion is obviously 
European, the Breakdown” seems to have been a generic one referring to any dance 
which allowed for improvisation or competition between singles and partners. 
“Breakdowns,” on the stage at least, were almost always Black-influenced. 
Somewhere between 19930 and 1950 the essential mingling took place in New Orleans 
between African and European rhythms and forms, and a marriage of European and 
Afro-Haitian forms was about to take place. Apparently the same kinds of interaction 
and mingling of black and white cultures was to be found in music as well as the other 
arts. However, the social dance was doubtless the most direct and immediate of all 
artistic contact. 
They why not the marriage? What prevented the jazz-baby from being born for 
almost fifty years? The on-coming Civil War with its intensifying of racial 
differences, the ignominy of white Southern defeat in that war, and the intolerable 
burden of carpetbag reconstruction all brutalized Black-White relations and 
prevented a respectable union. The marriage of the two cultures, when it did take 
place, happened in illicit “houses” instead of socially acceptable “homes” and the 
trappings of the wedding clothes, the form of the wedding dances, and the sound of 
the wedding music all revealed a long period of estrangement. 
As the Civil War approached, communication between the races became more and 
more closed and guarded. Slaves were denied many privileges they once enjoyed. 
Freemen of color were now considered dangerous examples for revolt minded slaves. 
These freemen were denied by law certain niceties as a warning to slaves that revolt 
would get them nowhere. 
Among the “better-things-in-life” denied free Negroes were the use of European 
brass instruments. Perhaps this denial was based upon the grandiose and military 
quality assigned these instruments by European composers. Presently the prohibition 
on possessing brass instruments was extended to all Blacks, free or slave. 
Such a small denial was to have a large consequence. In order to make music at all, 
Blacks were forced towards strings and percussion, most poor Blacks were reduced 
to making music with their bodies - slaps, kicks, stamps, and stomps. Dance and music 
between 1850 and 1880 were reunited in a single primal form in the Black 
community. But the contact with European forms was not to be forgotten. Blacks 
took the Cotillions and Reels and broke-them-down. They added more and more 
percussion of the hands and feet. While the limbs were busy making percussive music, 
the center of the body danced. They added the hips, the hops, the shoulders and the 
shimmy; the pelvis, and the socks and rocks. They put the animal dances of Africa to 
the Cotillions of Europe, and while Europe was evolving the waltz, they were creating 
the fox trot. 
As Emery points out, when jazz suddenly became the craze in the ‘20s, “the Lindy 
Hop, the Charleston and Black Bottom as may be seen in the hip movement or 
shimmy, the shuffling steps, and the time allowed for improvisation during the 
breakaway phase of the dance,” She concluded that “the rhythms of Congo Square 
have been linked definitely to the development of ragtime and jazz . . 
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The first medium where this new and completely American form of dance was 
practiced by both whites and Blacks was in the various phases of the public 
entertainment industry. Initially, in certain houses of “entertainment” in New 
Orleans and the South known as “Jook Houses”. Then in New Orleans’ and other 
southern theatres and finally cross the nation as minstrel shows became the stage 
craze of the country. It was in the big theatre houses that the soft-shoe of minstrels 
like Daddy Rice’s “Jump Jim Crow” routine became the tap dance of vaudeville. The 
slapping of feet on the stages of big theatres and the soft strumming of banjos could 
not be heard. Metal taps were placed on shoe tips and the banjo was turned into a 
semi-drum. In the 1890s the country went wild for Uncle Tom’s Cabin. There were 
literally scores of “Tom Companies” touring the country playing to millions of 
people. Most Tom Shows featured one or more black dances. A particular favorite in 
Tom Shows was the Cakewalk, a dance which seems to be a black satirical version of 
the white Reels and Cotillions. A special New Orleans form of the Cakewalk, the Walk 
Around, became featured as the finale dance of most minstrel shows. 
By the turn of the century, the popular stage belonged to the jazz dance with its 
animal images and its insistent beat. The jazz performer was a song-and-dance man 
whose song, like Perry Bradford’s below, was often merely an intensified description 
of the dance the audience was watching. 
 
  First you commence to wiggle from side to side 
  Get way back and do the Jazzbo Glide 
  then you do the shimmey with plenty of pep 
  Stoop low, yeah Bo’, and watch your step 
  Do the Seven Years’ Itch and the Possom Trot 
  Scratch the Gravel in the vacant lot 
  Then you drop like Johnny on the spot 
  That’s the Bullfrog Hop. 
   The Bullfrog Hop c. 1909 
   Perry Bradford 
 
 During the teens, an enormous migration of southern Negroes to the North 
took place. Harlem grew from 50,000 in 1914 to 80,000 by 1920 and to 200,000 by 
1930. These Blacks brought their music and their dance and they introduced these 
arts first to Harlem and then to Broadway and then to the “respectable” people of 
America. Two black musical revues, Shuffle Along and Running Wild gave America 
tunes like “I’m Just Wild About Harry” and “Love Will Find A Way”. They also gave 
America the Charleston and “Truckin.” The European brass sound had returned to 
jazz music by then, but the percussion remained. It remained in the persistent beat of 
the music and in the sound of metal tipped feet drumming on a wooden stage. There 
was no longer a need to make music with hands and feet and dance only the center of 
the body, but the pelvis stayed in and so did the slaps and shimmies, the rocks, rolls, 
and bumps. 
 Some might see this American dance as lewd. Stearns cites a 1922 dispatch to 
the New Orleans States as denouncing “the cherry pickers, tack-hammers, cheek-
pressers, hip-swingers and lemon-rollers of the fierce jazz dance invaders”. But time 
was moving on. World War I freed the restraints of a young generation and clouded 
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their memories of the Civil War. “Jazz was music with a syncopated beat - it went in 
through your ear, out through your feet.”  
Leslie Schroeder, President of the New Orleans Morality League, urged the young 
people of New Orleans in 1922 to sign an “anti-vulgar dance pledge” and dedicate 
themselves to bringing about the death of jazz. He managed to enroll one girl. 
Well, the old music hall above Gluck’s is gone. The restaurant burned down. Pork 
Chop and Kidney Stew are gone, too. So are most of the streetcars. But jazz-dance is 
alive. Call it the twist, or the monkey, or the chicken or the dog or the bump. How 
those names echo more exotic ones; the Possum Trot, the buzzard lope, the shimmy 
and Ballin-the-Jack! Ah, well, as T. S. Elliot remarked in Great Tom, “because of the 
Negro influence in American music, no American could waltz properly and no 
Englishman could really fox trot. 

Jazz Dancing on the Way Back ‘Mental Feetball Under Fire 
by George W. Kay 

One important ingredient comprising the life blood of American Jazz music is the 
element of participation which places jazz in the realm of dance music. During the 
past decade, following the end of World War II, jazz has been denied this basic 
function in dance music. The year 1946 marked the end of the swing and jitterbug 
dances which swept the country during the thirties. It marked the beginning of bop 
and modern jazz introduced by men like Dizzy Gillespie, Thelonious Monk and the 
late Charlie Parker. 
The bop dance of 1946 was the Apple Jack which was a sort of chopped up Big Apple. 
There is no solid beat to bop dancing. In bop dancing, the performer picks out an 
instrument to follow and dances to the solo passage. It is primarily a mental or 
personal dance. 
Thus the year 1946 is important to jazz, for with the beginning of bop and modern 
jazz, the death knell was sounded for jazz ballroom dancing. And jazz lost millions of 
followers who loved to dance to swing music. Worse still, a lot of excellent 
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mainstream jazzmen either lost their jobs or were forced to join the ranks of 
mediocre Latin-American or Rock n’ Roll bands. 
But that isn’t the entire story by any means. The new generation of teenagers 
demanded some form of rhythmic music with a solid beat which could not be found in 
modern or cool jazz. The promoters and practitioners of this new musical form 
apparently forgot the younger set and concentrated on the lucrative business to be 
found in night clubs, cocktail lounges, concerts and festivals. So the young generation 
took to the only dance music available to them - Rock n’ Roll. And the teenagers 
continue to dance, flatfooted and deadpanned, to this boring, droning, monotonous 
form of hillbilly music with a beat. This sad state of affairs will prevail until 
something drastic is done on the part of promoters, writers and musicians to educate 
and encourage an interested and receptive public, particularly our youth, to bring 
back jazz ballroom dancing. It can be done! 
A step in the right direction was taken at the Newport Jazz Festival of 1958 when 
Marshall Stearns presented a brilliant program on the history of the jazz dance 
before a small but enthusiastic audience. Evidently the Newport officials were not 
aware of the possibilities of the attraction, for it was billed at a morning session, free 
to the public. Stearns secured two crack Negro male dancers with heavy experience in 
show business - Albert Minns and Leon James. For one solid hour, these two 
magnificent dancers held the audience spellbound with their characteristic 
interpretations of American jazz dance steps, ranging from the Cake Walk and 
turkey Trot to such intricacies as the Charleston, Lindy Hop, Big Apple, Shag and 
rock n’ Roll, dances to the authentic records of the era. The performance won top 
honors at Newport, hands down. 
The poignant summary of the program given by the famous semanticist and jazz 
authority, Professor S. I. Hayakawa, is worth repeating. “This demonstration of the 
jazz dance is the kind of thing we don’t get through the study of history. It is an 
example of the building of an American culture from the ground up. Here is a highly 
successful and unique method of interpreting and overcoming the problem of a non-
verbal art.” 
Another significant point was brought home to me as I viewed the dancers and 
listened to the recorded jazz tunes which had been selected with such care and good 
taste by Marshall Stearns. With the introduction of bop and modern jazz, originating 
over 10 years ago, the dancers had only one remaining dance to demonstrate. The 
dance was, of course, the Rock n’ Roll. (We are excluding the Latin-American dances, 
the mambo and Cha Cha, from the category of American jazz dance steps). 
One cannot resist casting a quick glance into the past - back to the mid-thirties and 
the swing era - when it seemed that a new jitterbug step was coming out almost every 
month. And there was jazz music to fit the dance steps. In those days, the writers, 
composers and musicians actually joined hands with the dancing instructors and 
contest winners to introduce a new jitterbug or swing dance for the public to try. 
Remember the Big Apple, the classic jitterbug dance of the swing era? The Big Apple 
was a lot of fun. It was a combination of several jitterbug steps. Some of the routines 
contained as many as 16 separate jazz and folk steps reaching as far back as 1908 to 
the group dances in the South. The Big Apple, which is a form of Virginia Reel, was 
generally performed by a group of eight or ten couples, formed in a ring. After the 
march the caller would shout out one or more of the swing steps. At each call, one of 
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the couples would enter the ring and perform a jazz figure. (My apologies to the 
readers who are familiar with the Big Apple and might consider this explanation 
rather fundamental. But, remember, 1938 was over 20 years ago!) 
Relating the golden era of swing with the current Rock n’ Roll craze, and the 
accompanying jazz music, the present low ebb of jazz dancing comes into focus. The 
situation could be remedied, however, with intelligent promotion and educational 
emphasis on the part of those who are closely associated with jazz. MY recent 
experience with a series of programs dealing with the jazz dance (actually a 
projection of the Newport idea) has resulted in some conclusions which I feel are 
cogent to the problem at hand. 
As I was returning to the Newport Jazz Festival headquarters in the Viking Hotel at 
the close of the jazz dance presentation, I met a person who is well known to the 
readers of The Second Line. He was that talented artist and jazz authority, e. Richard 
Freniere of Concord, Mass. It is impossible to describe this stimulating, 
unpredictable, colorful Frenchman! Dick is an authority on African music and early 
jazz, and has a collection of over 5,000 rare records. Many of his wonderful line 
drawings have appeared in The Second Line, and he is one of the very few painters 
who can capture the jazz idiom on canvas. (His portrait of Jelly Roll is a 
masterpiece). He is a lecturer of considerable ability and is a member of the critic's 
symposium at Newport. A completely heretofore hidden facet of his versatile 
personality was the fact that he was a marvelous dancer! 
During the months that followed, Dick and I got together to plan and organize our 
own presentation of “The Jazz Dance.” We both agreed that it would be ridiculous to 
even attempt to approach the perfection of the Stearns, Minns and James attraction. 
We decided to look for a girl with eye appeal and a background in choreography as 
Dick’s partner. Also, we felt it would be wise to modify the routines to include a few of 
the famous old ballroom dances, such as the Castle Walk and Tango, which were not 
included in the demonstrations by Minns and James. As a further innovation, a few 
quick costume changes were included in the dance sequences. 
After a few sputtering starts, Dick located the female half of the dance team. She is 
Virginia Walker, dancer-choreographer from Bedford, close to Dick’s home town. 
‘Ginny’ has an excellent background in all types of dancing. She has played club dates 
from her early teens and choreographs for amateur productions of hit Broadway 
shows. She has six years ethnic, ballet, modern and jazz dance training, is a 
professional model and the possessor of a swell figure. In other words, Ginny Walker 
filled the bill in all respects. 
Ginny and Dick studied the dance steps and practiced incessantly for weeks. It was 
impossible for me to drive over 60 miles to join them in regular rehearsals, so I 
concentrated in the research and background material for the narrative. Several 
visits to the public library and extensive browsing through back issues of dance 
magazines and reference books brought good results. Then, after the usual quota of 
joint rehearsals, replete with heated discussions, revisions, cutting, additions to 
routines timed with carefully selected tunes taped from several record collections. 
“The Jazz Dance” was ready for public appearance. 
The premiere showing of “The Jazz Dance” was presented at a special benefit 
sponsored by the Art Center, Marion, Mass., at a summer resort community near 
New Bedford. The affair was publicized as a “Jazz Cabaret” featuring “The Jazz 
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Dance,” with dance music afterward supplied by a small modern jazz combo. The 
advance publicity was excellent resulting in a sellout three days before the event. 
The response to “The Jazz Dance” exceeded our wildest expectations, Ginny and Dick 
performed the repertoire of more than 25 routines without a hitch. What Dick lacked 
in professional polish, Ginny supplied with her stage presence and dance training. 
Yet, the slick “ballet” or “Arthur Murray” look which plagues so many jazz dances 
was agreeably absent due to Dick’s enthusiasm and warm personality. At the end of a 
vigorous 50 minutes workout (Dick had lost over 10 pounds getting in shape), two 
happy, exhausted dancers bowed before a thundering ovation as the curtain was 
drawn. 
Following the performance, the whole place took on new life. The band started to 
really swing and dancers of all ages crowded onto the floor. Tables were pushed back 
to make more room for the dancers. The younger set swarmed around Ginny and 
Dick, eagerly imploring them to repeat some of the old swing steps they never knew 
existed! Indeed, Rock n’ Roll was pushed into oblivion that night. 
If “The Jazz Dance” has done nothing else, it has proved conclusively something 
which has been uppermost in my mind. There is a huge abyss to be filled; a 
tremendous opportunity for the music profession to answer a great demand of the 
public for a participating form of jazz which has been missing for many years. It is 
the jazz dance and the music of the swingers and mainstream jazzmen. A revival of 
the jitterbug and swing dances with an intelligent promotional campaign over radio 
and TV could spark a trend. If the TV networks (shows like American Bandstand) 
would sponsor dance contests such as the old Harvest Moon Ball, the youngsters 
would do the rest. Rock n’ Roll would be dead. And healthy, honest, swinging jazz 
would be with us again. 
 
 
 
 
Notes on the Banjo 
Jazz’s No. 1 Instrument by 
Kay Thompson 
March/April, 1954 
 
Four or five years ago, when I began to write, one of the weirdest myths, excepting 
always the bizarre notion that ragtime was an “offshoot” of the blues, and hence, of 
no lasting consequence, was the absurd view that the banjo had no rightful place in 
the true jazz band. Now such a theory ever won acceptance, I cannot guess, though in 
passing, it is probably worth noting that it seemed to enjoy special favor among those, 
who because they had tin ears, assumed, therefore, that the banjo had a tinny sound. 
Regardless of that, the banjo, as any sensible jazz-lover knows, requires no defense 
from me. In fact, we have only to recollect the manner in which it acquitted itself in 
the bands of King Oliver, to say nothing of Louis’ “Hot Five,” or, to bring us back to 
the present, the more recently recorded material featuring the late Judge Alexander 
of the supreme court of Mississippi. Indeed, the latter, as illustrations of past 
techniques and ideas, are priceless items. 
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Sooner or later, it was, of course, inevitable that the growth of interest in jazz’s 
Ragtime roots would lead to a revival of the banjo in all its pristine glory. This being 
so, I think it would pay us to review some of the salient facts surrounding the banjo’s 
role in early jazz development. I speak advisedly, for even today, it is still not widely 
recognized, least of all by most jazz historians so-called, that the banjo, during the 
really formative years of early jazz, and they covered a period of more than one 
century, from roughly 1950 to 1880, was our only national instrument. Furthermore, 
if the banjo had not existed, there is good reason to suppose that the evolution of jazz 
might have followed a very different course. In truth, it might not have evolved at all. 
To begin, then, with what is known and established, the word “banjo’, contrary to 
whatever you may have read elsewhere, was not an African term. Upon this point, 
there is general etymological agreement, that the word “banjo” was an early Negro 
corruption of the older Spanish “bandore,” or French “pandore”, both of which 
stemmed from the Greek “pandoura”, an ancient lute-like affair. As for the 
instrument itself, there is general musicological agreement that the banjo, 
notwithstanding the current gabble about the calabash, was not an African 
importation, i.e. it was made in U.S.A., and thus, we have very reason to take 
particular pride in its invention. 
Unfortunately, we cannot honor its inventor, for his name has been lost to us. 
However, we do know that he was an early 18th century Negro, who, quite plainly, had 
high mechanical as well as musical ability. By all accounts, he was a Negro slave, and 
he belonged, presumably, to the more privileged, or house-servant class, for 
obviously, he had access to whatever tools and parts he may have needed in order to 
accomplish his task. Moreover, it is entirely within the realm of possibility that he 
may have had the job of maintaining, and perhaps, playing, the plantation 
harpsichord, for though it is customary to list the banjo as a member of the guitar 
family, there is no basis for believing that it was intended as a poor man’s guitar-
substitute. It is, in fact, quite likely that the banjo was first conceived as a wise man’s 
home-made harpsichord, since its invention had the net effect of preserving the 
harpsichord’s more brilliant qualities in conveniently portable form, thereby making 
them available to one and all. 
This point will, I think, be somewhat plainer, if we consider that the early banjo was 
essentially a tambourine, minus its jingles, mounted on the end of a stick, in which 
scheme of things, the tambourine’s parchment-covered head served as a sounding-
board, and not as a sounding-box. In itself, this feature tells us a good deal about the 
banjo’s inventor, his motives and intentions. In the first place, there is a vast 
difference between a sounding-board and a sounding-box. Necessarily, the former is 
closer to the traditions of the harpsichord, whereas the latter falls within those of the 
guitar, and in choosing one over the other, it should be apparent that the banjo’s 
inventor performed a deliberate act. That it was also sound musical judgment speaks 
for itself. In the second place, in adapting a tambourine for the head, the inventor 
revealed a previous interest in dancing, for the tambourine, as such, is one of the 
oldest dance instruments known to Man, and its use and enjoyment was by no means 
confined by geography to any one race, creed, or color. And, in the third place, the 
banjo’s inventor proved himself an inventor in the best sense of the word, for clearly 
enough, he was governed by the desire to improve upon the conditions of his day. 
Naturally, the last point is one that I am inclined to emphasize, since I feel it 

 



50 
 

contributes further confirmation to my long-standing view that the banjo was 
invented originally to provide suitable accompaniment for plantation dances of the 
jig-style variety which were the prevailing form among Negroes of the 18th century. 
Needless to say, it is not my purpose to dwell at length upon the endless refinements 
which were introduced into the banjo’s construction during the first hundred years 
following its invention. Sufficient to state, by 1850, the banjo had become a familiar 
and ubiquitous part of the American landscape, beloved as much by Whites as by 
Negroes. In preference, therefore, to reciting a series of often inconsequential facts 
about fretted necks, open or unstopped fifth strings, and the like, I suggest we would 
find it more profitable to devote own attention to the part which the banjo played in 
shaping the course of subsequent jazz developments. 
In other articles, notably, in some of those appearing in the London JAZZ 
JOURNAL, I have sought to describe jazz evolution largely in terms of a Negro 
dance tradition dating back to Colonial times. Accordingly, the Negro Cakewalks of 
the pre-Civil War years were pictured as the principal connection between the 
plantation dances of the 18th century and later Ragtime of the 1890’s. However, in the 
foregoing pieces, I had no opportunity to touch upon the fact that the banjo, from a 
purely instrumental standpoint, furnished the main link between the periods under 
discussion. Thus, during Colonial times, when the banjo was played chiefly as a solo 
instrument, it served to initiate the Negro into the rhythmic, melodic, and harmonic 
elements of European music, commencing with European dances. Meanwhile, during 
the years that followed, as Negro players gained proficiency, as they recapitulated the 
evolution of European dances, from crude jigs to the polished and sophisticated 
movements of the minuet and quadrille, the banjo came to be used more and more 
frequently in groups of three and four, with, sometimes, the addition of a fiddle, or 
guitar. 
Consequently, by 1840, when the polka, a highly syncopated ¾ step set to 2/4 music, 
introduced newer polyrhythmic principles within an older European conception of 
musical time, the Negro was prepared to incorporate these developments within the 
framework of his earlier experiences. As a result, he was soon led to originate the first 
of the pre-Civil War Cakewalks. These early Cakewalk dances are of special interest 
to the student of early jazz since they embodied the later Ragtime conception of a 
syncopated treble superimposed upon a regularly accounted bass accompaniment. 
That is to say, one or more banjos played a syncopated lead, while two or more banjos 
functioned in the manner of a present-day rhythm section. Cakewalk dances of the 
kind that I have just described remained in vogue throughout the post-Civil-War 
years. This matter comes to mind, for I have long felt that the really fine achievement 
of later Ragtime resulted largely from the fact that it summarized and enriched the 
Cakewalk conceptions and banjo techniques, which, quite obviously, a previous 
generation of Negroes had perfected for themselves. In support of this view, it is, I 
think, significant that Scott Joplin was playing an early version of his celebrated 
“Maple Leaf Rag” in the 1880’s, at a time when Ragtime was still known by its 
Cakewalk name. 
Be that as it may, the piano was well suited to the summarizing purposes of Ragtime 
composers, and speaking with the benefit of hindsight, I do not see that such an 
undertaking could have been accomplished in any other way. The reason is simple: 
the modern pianoforte is, by the manufacturers’ definition, a collection of keyed 
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string instruments, for which, please read, a collection of early banjos. In a word, it 
was an orchestra unto itself, and perceived in these terms, it should be plain that 
Ragtime piano paved the way for the further extension of jazz along band instrument 
lines of the sort which early New Orleans musicians Negroes and Whites alike, were 
the first to pioneer successfully. 
 
The Problems of Provenance 
by 
Marshall Stearns 
March/April, 1954 
 
In dealing with the earliest roots of jazz in New Orleans, the present writer has often 
wondered if it might be possible to identify the exact African tribes which were 
brought to New Orleans from the time the city was founded. If we could identify such 
tribes - even approximately - we might have a clue as to the nature of the African 
music that went into the making of jazz. We might even identify certain drum 
rhythms that managed to survive, although most certainly diluted, in the first 
marching bands of New Orleans. Information on the subject is sadly lacking, 
however. 
In general, Professor Melville J. Hershovits has argued persuasively that the great 
majority of Negroes in the New World came from the West Coast of Africa, from 
around Dakar to the Congo, and especially the Gulf of guinea, Lyle Saxon states that 
5000 slaves from Martinique, Guadeloupe, and San Domingo were imported into 
Louisiana in 1916, and 3,000 more in 1717. New Orleans was founded in 1718. 
Unfortunately, the ship manifest preserved (and reprinted by Elizabeth Donnan) 
seldom tell us more than “coast of Africa” as the source of slaves, although “Guinea” 
occurs occasionally. 
Perhaps the most helpful clue is to be found in the history and nature of the slave 
trade itself. Dominated at first by the Portuguese, then the Dutch, and finally the 
British (with the French a poor second), as the slavers gradually progressed south 
along the coast of West Africa, the slave trade developed certain accidental 
traditions: the colonists of each European power came to prefer slaves from the 
tribes with which they first became acquainted. Thus, the Dutch colonists in Brazil 
preferred Senegalese; British colonists wanted Ashantis from the Gold Coast; 
Spanish colonists favored Yorubas from Nigeria; and French colonists liked slaves 
from Dahomey, which was known as the Slave Coast. Of course, these preferences are 
merely trends and the overall picture is full of exceptions. 
Nevertheless, when the novelist-journalist G. W. Cable described the Congo Square 
dances in the Century Magazine (February, 1886) - and he implies that he is drawing 
upon his observations before the Civil War - he lists some 19 specific African tribes 
located all the way from Senegal to the Congo. Four of the tribes come from Yoruba 
territory, however, and four more from Dahomey, home of “the half civilized and 
quick witted but ferocious Arada, the original Voudou worshipper.” Since New 
Orleans was under French rule for 46 years and Spanish rule for 36 years, the 
presence of Dahomean and Yoruban Negroes documents the general preference of 
French and Spanish planters at an early date. 
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Further, judging by the example of Haiti, which was originally Spanish, then French 
(1697), and finally a republic (1804) which remained relatively isolated, Negroes from 
Dahomey tended to dominate the culture of all other tribes. Courlander found traces 
of at least 37 African tribes in Haiti, but the dominant African culture is Dahomean. 
In fact, for 12 years (1847-1859), Vodun was the semi-official religion. The parallel to 
the early history of New Orleans is close, and the persistence of Vodun in New 
Orleans to this very day, as well as its spread north, furnishes evidence for the 
hypothesis that an important ingredient in early jazz rhythms derives from Dahomey. 
I offer these speculations by way of preface to a new clue: the instrument themselves. 
In the course of research for my forthcoming book, tentatively entitled “Main 
Currents in Jazz,” I came across a few sketches by an architect named B. HJ. B. 
Latrobe of the actual instruments he saw being played in Congo Square in 1819. 
Latrobe says: 
 
“The music consisted of two drums and a stringed instrument. An old man sat astride 
of a cylindrical drum about a foot in diameter, and beat it with incredible quickness 
with the edge of his hand and fingers. The other drum was an open staved thing held 
between the knees and beaten in the same manner. They made an incredible noise. 
The most curious instrument, however, was a stringed instrument which no doubt 
was imported from Africa. On the top of the finger board was the rude finger of a 
man in a sitting posture, and two pegs behind him to which the strings were fastened. 
The body was a calabash . . . One, which from the color of the wood seemed new, 
consisted of a block cut into something of the form of a cricket bat with a long and 
deep mortise down the center. This thing made a considerable noise, being beaten 
lustily on the side by a short stick. In the same orchestra was a square drum, looking 
like a stool, which made an abominably loud noise; also calabash with a round hole in 
it. The hole studded with brass nails, which was beaten by a woman with two short 
sticks.” 
 
If we could identify where these instruments came from, we should have important 
additional evidence concerning the exact origins of African music in New Orleans. 
A search through several illustrated books on African instruments has revealed very 
little beyond the fact that the general style (including the carving) is typically African. 
Dr. Curt Sachs says that “the elaborately carved long-neck lute, however, hints at the 
Congo, and so does the hobby-horse drum.” Harold Courlander feels that the square 
drum may be Ashanti and he has seen instruments like the “cricket bat” in Cuba. In 
the meantime, I am sending a copy of the sketches to the newsletter of the African 
Music Society in the hope that someone may identify them more closely. Any 
comments or suggestions will be gratefully received. 
 
 
Abbie Brunies and the Halfway House 
by 
George Blanchin 
Winter, 1979 
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The death of Abbie Brunies October 1, 1978, brought back many memories. I last saw 
Abbie at one of the New Orleans Jazz Club “Jazz on Sunday Afternoon” sessions. We 
talked briefly and agreed to meet at a later date and rap about the old times at the 
halfway House. We never got around to doing so. 
During the twenties I was going around with a group of young men all of whom were 
jazz buffs. Among us we collected all the early Original Dixieland Jazz Band, Oliver, 
Hot Fives, Red Hot Peppers, etc. and at a later date we collected the New Orleans 
Rhythm Kings, Bix, Goldkette, etc., in addition to soaking up all of the local jazz we 
could find. 
During these times our mode of transportation was an old Model T Ford or Tin 
Lizzie. Because we lacked the funds to take our dates very often to the many clubs 
and cabarets, we would park outside and listen to the music for free. 
One of our favorite spots was the Halfway House. The Club was located at City Park 
Avenue and I-10 and is now the office of the Orkin extermination company, Inc. In 
the twenties I-10 was the New Basin Canal. I understand this property was owned by 
the Archdioscesan Cemeteries. It may be well to explain that a shell roadway and 
parking l9ot partly surrounded the Club and car service was always available 
(sandwiches, mixers, ice, etc.) 
The Halfway House was operated by Chris Rabinsteiner and his brothers Gus and 
Oscar. Another brother practiced dentistry. I understand the family was originally 
from St. Louis, Missouri. Chris being the manager, the Club was often referred to as 
“Chris’s” rather than the Halfway House. Chris had a daughter who hit the big time 
as a vocalist. She sang with the Eddie Duchin Orchestra under the name of June 
Robbins. Gus was the bartender and Oscar worked as a dental technician by day and 
handled the car service at night. If you were friendly with Oscar you had it made. A 
snort or two from the community flask would assure you a good parking spot. At 
times when the gang was too generous in dispensing the juice, Oscar would get into a 
bum argument with Chris. If he didn’t win, his feelings became hurt, and he would 
heave whatever he may be carrying into the New Basin Canal, quit and walk off the 
job. It’s been said that the floor of the Basin was paved with souvenirs (glasses, 
knives, trays, etc), courtesy of Oscar’s good throwing arm. Oscar and Chris would 
always make it up the next day. 
There was seldom a dull moment at this Club and at times the band members doubled 
as bouncers. I can recall once when the police commandeered the Tin Lizzie and had 
us drive one of the combatants to the police precinct station located across City Park 
Avenue from the club. Said battler layed out on the running board and the police 
riding shotgun on the hood. 
Abbie was a fine jazz trumpet man. Those of you who collected the Halfway House’s 
early Columbia sides can attest in this. A real swinging musician. 
Personal changes at times and a failing memory make it difficult for me to name all 
the side men. 
Abbie, of course, was the leader and a fixture. Charlie Cordilla on tenor sax and 
clarinet was always with the band as I recall, Charlie playing in the style of the great 
Leon Roppolo. Others who either played or recorded with this band were Mickey 
Marcour, Red Long, piano; Bill Eastwood, banjo; Chink Martin, tuba; Joe Loyacano, 
trombone, Monk Hazel and Emmett Rodgers, drums; Sidney Arodin and Angelo 
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Palmisano. Quite a talented group and I’m sure I’m leaving out some important 
names. 
Perhaps the best and rarest recording cut by this group was on the OK label. The 
tunes being Barataria and Pussy Cat Rag. The reason this record is so treasured by 
collectors is the appearance of Leon Roppolo and Monk Hazel on these sides. A big 
bonus for us was the occasion when Roppolo would come home. He usually found 
time to sit in with the band, and would knock us out. What a great jazz musician! 
The economy was taking a beating during the last days of the Halfway House and 
when things were real slow Chris would start a poker game in one of the rooms. I was 
privileged to sit in many times. 
When it became necessary for Chris to close the Club, the band played spots in the 
French Quarter. At this time a male vocalist was added to the group. His name was 
Johnny Saba. Johnny also recorded several tunes with the band. 
At a later date we heard that Abbie had moved to Biloxi, Mississippi and opened a 
restaurant or sandwich shop, which he called “Little Abbie’s Diner". About this time 
he formed a band with his brothers and they toured the Gulf Coast. Having lost track 
of Abbie over the years, I did not have the pleasure of hearing his last band. 
 
Irving Fazola and the Glenn Miller sound 
by 
Gilbert Erskine 
Winter, 1977 
 
One of the best things that happened in American music was the fusion of jazz and 
the popular song. From, roughly, 1925 through 1940, jazz musicians working in 
Broadway theater pit bands were increasingly exposed to the superior melodies and 
harmonies of such song writers as Jerome Kern, Harold Arlen, George Gershwin, 
Vernon duke, Cole Porter, Arthur Schwartz, Richard Rogers, and Vincent Youmans. 
And some jazz musicians, such as Fats Waller and Duke Ellington, began writing 
popular songs. Because many of these songs had relatively complex chords and 
abrupt changes, jazz musicians became quite sophisticated musically as they learned 
to improvise with this new material. 
Several jazz critics (including some very good ones) have deplored this trend away 
from the original repertoire of rags, stomps, and blues. It is not my purpose here to 
discuss this, but I’m inclined to think that their decisions are based more upon 
personal ideological perceptions than upon objective musical judgments. Martin 
Williams, for example, believes the romantic ideal inhering in the melodic content of 
these songs is illusory, and that jazz made a false move when musicians began using 
these songs. Supposing this is true, then how does one account for Coleman Hawkins’ 
performance of Johnny Green’s Body and soul (BB B-10523, 10/11/39), or the Benny 
Goodman Quartet rendition of George Gershwin’s The Man I Love at the 1938 
Carnegie Hall concert (Col Cl. 815), or Lee Wiley’s singing of Cole Porter’s You Do 
something to Me (LMS L-294, 4/1/5/40)? And beyond this, Williams would have us 
question the romantic development in all the arts, as if we have a dubious heritage of 
Joam Miro’, John Keats, and Claude Debussy. 
By the time the New Orleans renaissance began in the late ‘30s, some of the best of 
the big bands had excellent arrangements of most of the best popular songs - 
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arrangements that fully captured the romantic intent of the song-writer. Today, a 
large number of “swing band” discs made in that era are tiresome, or outright 
boring, but a surprising number of recordings that have survived the test of time are 
those with inspired scores of the better American popular song. One thinks 
immediately of Artie Shaw’s Dancing in the Dark (by Arthur Schwartz, on Vic 27335, 
1/23/41, Along Together (Schwartz, BB B-10148, 1/31/39, Tommy Dorsey’s Night and 
Day (by Cole Porter, on Vic 25657, 7/20/32, and Glenn Miller’s Perfidia (by Milton 
Leeds, on BB B-11095, rec. 1940). 
Trombonist Glenn Miller was an arranger and bandleader who knew what good jazz 
was. But before everything else, he was a shrewd organizer and businessman, one who 
put commercial interests ahead of all other considerations, including the level of 
content of his music. He was a perfectionist who demanded, and got, musicians who 
could play his charts faultlessly, and it did not matter that give or take a Bobby 
Hackett, or a Maurice Purnell, they were not exciting as jazz soloists. 
So, it is not surprising that of the hundreds of regular recordings and air shots 
available by Miller, only a handful demand the attention of the jazz collector, and of 
these, most are superior jazz scores of the romantic ballad. 
For most of his performances, Miller used an arranging technique known as ‘the 
Glenn Miller sound,” consisting of a lead clarinet in the reed section. It resulted in a 
sinuses, haunting sound, which when applied with the enormous talent and skill that 
Miller had as an arranger, was irresistible to the legions of Miller fans. It made a 
fortune for Miller, an even bigger fortune for the Glenn Miller estate, and it 
probably will go on to reap even larger cash benefits in future years. 
For an outstanding example of “the sound,” listen to The Lamp is Low, on an air shot 
from the Glen Island Casino, New Rochelle, N.Y., on August 4, 1939 (Glenn Miller on 
the Air, Vol. 1, LPM-2767). The melody is from the theme of Ravel’s Pavane pour 
une Infante defunte. The orchestra dynamics are superb - listen to the reeds move 
into the chorus after Ray Eberle’s vocal - and the whole performance, lasting just 
under 2 ½ minutes, is inspired from beginning to end. 
For years, the story went around that Miller discovered the reed sound at one of his 
band rehearsals, when a trumpeter did not show up, and his lead sheet was given to a 
clarinetist, since the clarinet was also a B-flat instrument. With the publication of 
George T. Simon’s Glenn Miller and His Orchestra (NY: Thos. Y. Crowell, 1974), the 
definitive biography of Miller, we now have the correct story. I was astounded to 
learn that, according to Simon, New Orleans clarinetist Irving Fazola was indirectly 
responsible for Miller’s adaptation of “the sound.” Here is the story in full, gathered 
from various parts of Simon’s book: 
On September 15, 1936, Miller recorded 4 sides as a trombonist with Ben Pollack, 
and was impressed with “a marvelous clarinetist named Fazola,” who was in the band. 
A year earlier, Miller had spent 9 months with Ray Noble’s new American band 
(Noble was from England), and had done the bulk of the arranging in a Metronome 
interview, Miller told Simon: “Pee Wee Erwin was also in the Noble band, and had a 
mania for playing high parts. He always asked me to give him stuff written way up on 
his horn. Sometimes I’d write things for him with the saxes voiced underneath. After 
Pee Wee left the band, a trumpet player who couldn’t hit those high notes replaced 
him. In desperation, we assigned those B-flat trumpet parts to clarinetist Johnny 
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Mince. Danny D’Andrea doubled the lead an octave lower on tenor sax. That’s how it 
started.” 
In spite of this discovery, Miller did not use this technique for his own new band in 
1937. On June 17, 1937, the Miller band opened at the Roosevelt Hotel in New 
Orleans. Two months later, Helen Miller wrote to Simon, discussing her husband’s 
problems with personnel: The guitar was of no particular use so Glenn is going to try 
five saxes. The boy they call Faz from (Gus) Arnheim’s band (in New York is joining 
here as soon as his 2-weeks notice is up, and Glenn is going to try 5 in the sax section, 
for awhile anyway.” 
Simon describes what happened next: “shortly before the band closed at the 
Roosevelt, Irving “Fazola” Prestopnik joined and proved to be a great addition. The 
band’s jazz improved, thanks to Fazola’s gorgeous solos. But, great as he was on 
clarinet, Faz did present one problem. He was not a very good saxophonist, and 
sometimes on ballads he’d just be sitting there while the other 4 reed men blew their 
saxes. One night, according to bassist Rolly Bundock (who, as band copyist, would 
remember the incident), Glenn had an idea. (Recalling the clarinet lead voicing 
discovery with Noble), Glenn suggested that Fazola double the tenor sax lead an 
octave up on his clarinet. It sounded rather nice.” 
On august 27, 1937, the Miller band opened at the Adolphus Hotel in Dallas. Miller 
was becoming discouraged with his band, and Benny Goodman, in town for a band 
date, dropped in to give Miller a pep talk. Shortly after, Miller wrote to Simon: “I 
sincerely believe that Faz is the only clarinet player with a chance these days. Shaw, 
Mince and all of them play like Benny, and they will not live long enough to cut him. 
Faz, like “’ Man River, jes’ keeps rollin’ along, and he does not want to know (about 
clarinet styles) from anyone. I doubt if he has ever heard more than just a few 
Goodman records, and until Dallas he never met nor heard Benny personally. 
Goodman (on the other hand) listened very closely when Faz was playing (at the 
Adolphus Hotel).” 
Glenn Millers’ 1937 band failed and was dissolved. Fazola joined the Bob Crosby 
band. When Miller decided to try a band again in the following year, he began to 
think about an approach that would give his band a distinctive style. He knew he 
couldn’t compete with Goodman or Tommy Dorsey on a jazz level, so he began 
looking for something else. “It was Fazola’s presence (in the 1937 band), “writes 
Simon, “that led Miller to use the clarinet-with-saxes sound that was to set the 
(future) band’s style.” 
As it happens, there are several records that Fazola made with Bob Crosby which 
corroborate Simon’s claim. Dean Kincaide had already departed when Fazola joined 
Crosby, so the arranging chores were split between Matty Matlock and bob Haggart. 
Fazola most certainly brought the clarinet lead idea with him from the Glenn Miller 
band, because almost immediately, on Do Ye Ken John Peel? (Dec. 1925, 3/8/38, we 
have Fazola’s double lead over Eddie Miller’s tenor sax. There isn’t the full voicing 
of the other reeds below Eddie Miller’s horn, so it is quite different from “the Glenn 
Miller sound.” 
This same voicing is on Summertime (Dec.2205, 10/21/38 and Melancholy Mood (Dec, 
2652, 7/10/39, I am sure that Haggart, or Matlock, or Eddie Miller would confirm 
that Fazola showed them the double clarinet lead, one octave up, technique in fact, on 
closer listening to these sides, I’m inclined to think that Eddie Miller and Fazola 
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jointly worked out the reed lines, simply adding them to the rest of the arrangements 
on these sides. 
New Orleans and her musicians have contributed so much to American jazz that 
Simon’s revelation will hardly cause a stir anywhere. What is one more emerald to a 
crown already brimming with jewels? But for me, personally, knowing the origin of 
the lyric reed expression on Glenn Miller’s Moonlight Serenade, and its relationship 
to the earthy, blues-like reed voicing on Bob Crosby’s Summertime has given me a 
delight I could not possibly explain to anyone. 
 
Weeks Hall and Bunk Johnson 
by 
Edmond Souchon 
Sept./October, 1964 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Weeks Hall, famous artist, eccentric and owner of the celebrated “Shadows on the 
Teche” mansion, was my patient and my good friend. I “inherited” Weeks from my 
father, Dr. Marion Souchon. The close friendship that existed between them as fellow 
artists and as instructor/pupil, sprang from Weeks’ admiration of the oil paintings 
my father had begun at age 65. A mutual entente developed, with Dr. Marion 
Souchon gaining many important pointers from Weeks, with regard to purity of 
color, the proper palette to keep, the proper media on which to paint, and many 
important suggestions to improve his composition. 
When Dr. Marion Souchon died in 1954, I became Weeks’ best friend and confidant. 
I was also his surgeon. I was constantly amazed at this man’s general knowledge. 
Abstract subjects, none of which seemed to have any bearing on Weeks’ knowledge of 
art, even when lightly touched upon, would open the floodgate for a pertinent and 
letter-perfect half hour lecture by this erudite recluse. That I should be deeply 
absorbed in the subject of jazz was not at all shocking to Weeks, who heretofore only 
played operas and symphonies on his gramophone. Without any research that I knew 
of, he would suddenly extol the virtues of the pentatonic scale in comparison to the 
European, and many times expounded on the erroneous appellation of “Two-Beat 
Music” to jazz, rather than the correct “Four-Beat”. And Weeks knew - and could 
draw - the human anatomy - muscles, bones, nerves, blood vessels, etc., better than 
any medical man I knew. 
That anyone should suddenly be interested in old Bunk was not at all startling to Mr. 
Hall. He recognized genius when it was there, at the same time not forgetting that the 
idols being worshipped all had clay feet as long as he had known them. 
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Weeks did not take very readily to “jazz connoisseurs” who dropped in to quiz him 
about Bunk at most inopportune times and who seldom said “thank you” for 
courtesies extended or information gained. One thing was quite evident: he did his 
best to forget their names. He was suspicious of what they might write, especially 
from a Jim Crow angle recognition, he did not want, nor any publication of his 
goodness to these old musicians on their last legs in New Iberia No one, except 
Weeks’ two colored houseboys, knew how many “paper-dollars” he loaned and never 
got back. Or how many quick shots of “redeye” he slipped to a thirsty old pal - or how 
many platters of red beans and rice he dished out, without asking for a day’s work in 
return. That the fishing was best in his own back yard, right off the “summer house” 
of “The shadows” where Bayou Teche took a graceful and leisurely curve and 
permission to fish to their hearts content was granted, without expecting the 
fishermen to share their catch. 
Weeks was tough, abusive and explosive on occasion. His own people knew and 
understood he meant nothing by it and would be repentant in the morning. Hating 
false fronts and pretext, Weeks Hall sought to disarm “intruders” by his brusque 
manner. Most of the time he succeeded very quickly, and few ever braved the wrath 
of the Master of The shadows a second time. It was the way Weeks wanted it. 
Theophile, Mr. Hal’s man Friday, watched all that was going on, heard everything 
that was said, and laughingly approved. Proof? He and his other Negro pal worked 
for Weeks for many, many years. In Mr. Hall’s will was the proviso that these two 
faithful servants could and should have a job and a home on his place as long as they 
lived. 
The following transcript was taken from a tape sent to me by Weeks Hall, night after 
Bunk’s demise 
Notes on Bunk Johnson: 
 
“He asked me if I had known a certain jazz connoisseur. I told him that I had and that 
this connoisseur had come down for Bunk Johnson’s funeral four or five years ago. I 
told him that I had just made a tape last week about Bunk’s last days and death, and 
about Bunk having worked for me long before he gained recognition in the jazz 
world. 
 
Bunk Johnson did work for me off and on, and when the authorities would put him in 
jail when he got drunk, he would write me on toilet paper, a period after every word, 
asking for Bull Durham tobacco. 
“Life magazine got in touch with me by long distance one Saturday night and asked 
me if they could reach Bunk immediately; that they wanted him for a double page 
spread of photographs. I told them nobody could tell where he was on a Saturday 
night. 
“They asked me for his telephone number and I said they would never find him at 
home, but they would probably find him at the Hall and Grill and social Club. They 
called him there and they did. He was incoherent, of course. They then got in touch 
with me the next day, and I gave bunk some money to go to New Orleans.  He never 
turned up. They never got him into Life. 
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“Later on he was making about four or five hundred dollars a week in a name band 
playing all over the country, but when he didn’t want to work he didn’t want to work, 
and he was back of my house fishing. 
“In one of these periods at the height of his comeback, he was here and I sent out and 
got a pint of Four Roses, and I got him to play for me. Well, he went on and he told 
me he had banked a hundred thousand dollars. At the end of the session he asked me 
to lend him $5.00 and after that he went to the Hall and Grill and social club and lost 
his trumpet. Of course, it was just mislaid. He was very, very drunk. 
“Well, I heard that Bunk was dying and I went down there the night he died. The next 
day I loaned my car and my driver for the funeral to take the family. 
“The day after these jazz connoisseurs, who had come down from the North, came in 
to see me. They were very, very nice about it and thanked me, and I told them; well, I 
told them I had known bunk long before they did; that he was here, and he had no 
trumpet, and he had no teeth. Louie Armstrong had (first) given him teeth to make 
the comeback and he kept them in his pocket. He told me that they hurt him when he 
drove a cane truck, and that he couldn’t eat with them because they hurt him so he 
just used them to play his trumpet with. You see, you can’t stop the notes and 
punctuate them on a trumpet without your tongue and front teeth. 
“The publisher wanted to know where he was buried. I told him he is buried out here 
in the Catholic cemetery, in an unmarked grave. No name. No dates. Nothing on it. I 
explained to the publisher that one of these connoisseurs had come down a couple of 
years ago and I had given him the dickens because the drive was unmarked. 
“I mailed a tape to the head of the Jazz foundation, and I closed the tape by saying 
that Bunk lies in silence and anonymity awaiting the first notes of the last trumpet.” 
Editors Notes: I have in my possession a priceless document, given to me by Weeks 
Hall. It is a letter from Bunk to him, postmarked August 20th, 1948. I share it with 
you, because it is so pertinent to the remarks I made at the conclusion of my “Notes 
on Weeks Hall”. It is duplicated as nearly as possible, and no spelling, grammar or 
punctuation is changed. Bunk’s letter was type-written in its entirety. Here it is: - 
 
New Iberia, La. August 19th. 
Dear Mr. Weeks, 
Just a letter to let you hear from me. I am well, and hope that this letter will find you 
in real fine health, an you are enjoying the very best of it, at this present. Now, Mr. 
Weeks, I am writing you to ask you to give me a Bicycle. For my Birthday Gift. That 
just pass on the 27th of Dec. 1947, and I have made my 68 Years old, and do feel real 
fine at Age of 68 today. 
Now, I am asking you, to please make me that Birthday Gift. As you do know that this 
is my first time. To ask you for a Birthday Gift. In my whole life Mr. Weeks, so I 
thought I would write and ask you of that kind of Gift. Because it will be a great help 
to me and my wife Maude. 
As we live a good ways down Town. From all of the business places. An a Bicycle in 
the thing for me now at 68 years old, and I am unable to get one myself because I am 
out of work a also money too, so I thought of asking you Mr. Weeks. 
And I will sure appreciate it to the Highest. If you will make it a possible Gift and get 
me a Bicycle so I will have something to go to Town on. As I am unable to have my 
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old Ford put in good shape again. And that is because I am out of work an also out of 
money too. 
Now Mr. Weeks, I am sending you the address of the Company that I went and look 
at some real fine bicycles so it you are Interested in me at all. Will you call them up 
and talk with them, and have them to send me a Bicycle to my home at 638 Franklin 
Street, New Iberia La. To Willie Bunk Johnson. 
So, I will be looking to hear from you Mr. Weeks, by return mail if it can be possible 
for you to do so, an your kindest will never be forgotten by me. Now I will close but 
will be looking forward to receive that Bicycle Birthday Gift from a real great man 
and that is the great Mr. W. W. Hall, and he will always be do Mr. Weeks and take it 
real Easy an real good care of yourself. Now my very best regards to you and good 
luck and good nite and please answer real soon by return mail. 
Sincerely Yours, 
Willie (Bunk) Johnson, 
638 Franklin St., 
New Iberia, La, 
Answer soon Mr. Weeks. 
 
There was a card enclosed in the letter. It was the business card of Wm. B. Jones & 
Son, inc. B. F. Goodrich Dealers - Phone 1960, address 111 East St. peter Street, New 
Iberia, La. “Tires - Radios - Bicycles - Refrigerators” V. J. Muffoletto, Budget 
Manager. In bold well shaped letters, Bunk had written in pencil: 
“This is the place Mr. Weeks. To buy.” 
 
 
 
 
 
The Unknown Hoagy 
by John Lucas 
Fall, 1980 
 
Thanksgiving Eve last year Bloomington’s own Hoagy Carmichael turned eighty. For 
that we are certainly grateful, but still more for all he has achieved since obtaining his 
law degree at this University in 1926. (Sic: Indiana) He made his mark as a cornetist, 
a pianist, a singer, a whistler, a bandleader, a movie actor, and a television 
personality. His paramount and abiding contribution has been to the field of 
songwriting, wherein he is most often the melodist only, least often the lyricist only, 
not infrequently both at once. The early and later versions of his autobiography, 
respectively The Stardust Road and sometimes I Wonder, both testify to the fecundity 
of his Indiana roots. So does his single symphonic composition, that tone-poem 
entitled Brown County in Autumn which Hoagy wrote while going on fifty. 
The very title suggests several Carmichael characteristics, especially his reflection of 
rural as well as urban experience, his projection of time and place alike. His muse is 
stimulated by contemplating Flora and fauna, the seasons of the year and the hours of 
the day. The sky at night is his particular province, its impact upon earth registered 
imperishably in Stardust and Moonburn. Yet like his leading predecessors among our 
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popular tune-smiths from Stephen Foster to Willard Robinson, Hoagy finds people 
enchanting too, not merely the Old Folks all three have sung but also the young and 
very young - plus all types and ages in between, the Harveys, the Mister Pollyannas, 
the Poor Old Joes. 
Indeed he would seem in direct line with Foster by virtue of his northerner’s 
attraction to southerly sites and situations, the proper heritage of Robinson and 
mercer. Remember, born near Pittsburgh, Foster was raised in Cincinnati. 
Carmichael is more closely related, however, to Indianapolis native J. Russell 
Robinson - white ragtime pianist of the previous generation, lyricist for Memphis 
Blues by Handy among other things, composer of novelties such as Palesteena and 
pop tunes such as Margie and jazz standards such as Singing the Blues. Hoagy did not 
play as Robinson had with the Original Dixieland Jazz Band, but he sat in from time 
to time with the wolverines, lending much and gleaning more in the process. 
It therefore smacks of ignorance or irresponsibility for a critic to contend, as one or 
more did on the occasion of Carmichael Night in the course of the latest Newport 
Festival that Hoagy is no jazz composer. Genuine jazzmen can cite chapter and verse 
to prove otherwise. Carmichael’s work is imbued with the spirit and informed with 
the substance of Bix, for whom in fact he composed his first success, Free Wheeling or 
Riverboat shuffle. His tunes owe much more to jazz than those of Gershwin or Arlen, 
no less than those of Johnson or Waller. If Eubie Blake’s Charleston Rag and 
Memories of You both spring from the same basic impulse, so do Boneyard shuffle 
and Winter Moon by Hoagy Carmichael. 
Yet concerning that symbiotic relationship which exists between jazz and popular 
music Daniel Kingman as late as last year felt compelled to comment: “Consider jazz 
without the hundreds of renditions of Stardust, Body and Soul, Embraceable You, 
How High the Moon.” Its ever-widening mainstream acknowledges as anthems not 
only such tunes by black composers as Honeysuckle Rose and Sweet Georgia Brown 
but others by whites like My Funny ?Valentine and I Got Rhythm. Conversely, 
Moonglow and Stormy Weather both derive from Teagarden as Stardust and Skylark 
do somewhat less directly but more completely from Beiderbecke. Such reciprocity is 
mutually nourishing. 
My patience is taxed almost as much to hear Hoagy maligned as a jazz vocalist when 
he is actually one of a select group of white males - Bing Crosby. Jack Teagarden, 
Johnny Mercer, Woody Herman - who merit comparison with their best black 
counterparts. Much the same attitude dictates the rejection of Bix, Tram, Lang, and 
Venuti - Hoagy colleagues all - as jazz instrumentalists. But white can be beautiful. 
Whites can cope, moreover, with black material. And by now it ought to be obvious 
that no American music belongs exclusively to one race or color. 
It may be convenient to divide Foster’s tunes into Ethiopian songs and Dream songs, 
but such a distinction loses validity when applied to Ellington’s Mood Indigo or Black 
and Tan Fantasy on the one hand, Sophisticated Lady or Solitude on the other. And 
the same may be said of his exact contemporary Carmichael: novelties like Hong 
Kong Blues or Old Music Master, parodies like Rogue River Valley or Ole Buttermilk 
Sky, and ballads like Two Sleepy People or In the Still of the Night partake of jazz no 
less than does Barbaric or Manhattan Rag. 
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Our celebration will conclude today with your campus Hoagy buffs, Frank Gillis and 
John Hasse, performing live at the keyboard those evergreens contained alike in Glen 
Gray’s 1939 Carmichael album and Bob Wilber’s set of thirty years later - 
chronologically Riverboat shuffle, Washboard Blues, Stardust, Rockin’ Chair, Georgia 
on My Mind, Lazy River, and One Morning in May. Favorites with most jazzmen, 
these seven are familiar to almost all audiences. In order to suggest the magnitude 
and diversity of Hoagy’s output, however, I want first to present by means of 
recordings a dozen neglected or forgotten numbers worthy of revival and certain of 
survival. They should serve to justify Alec Wilder’s judgment of Carmichael as “the 
most talented, sophisticated and jazz-oriented of all the great craftsmen.” 
Boneyard Shuffle, “a hotsy-totsy number” in the Skeleton Jangle tradition, was 
conceived in 1925 as a sequel to Riverboat shuffle. It soon played a crucial part in 
shaping Hoagy’s career. His law office was scarcely flourishing in Florida, “tin-eared 
rendezvous of hunted band presidents and screw drivers’ union,” when across the 
street an unknown hand changed his destiny forever.  “That hand had placed on a 
phonograph a round black record and had dropped a needle gently on it. That and 
nothing more . . . It was a record that I hadn’t known had been made. Red Nichols 
had made it. Good old Red.” As he wrote Red immediately: “Let me rise to state that 
it has given me the kick of my life to see my beloved brain children Washboard blues 
and Boneyard Shuffle on opposite sides of the Brunswick record by none other than 
the great Nichols.” Hoagy thereupon resolved to abandon the legal profession in 
favor of music. And no wonder, for the 1926 recording of Boneyard by the five 
pennies (beside the leader on cornet, Miff Mole on trombone, Jimmy Dorsey on 
reeds, Art Schutt on piano, Eddie Lang on guitar, and Vic Berton on drums) was in 
no respect inferior to the riverboat by the wolverines of two years before. Indeed, as 
you are about to hear, it can still astonish after more than half a century. Similar to 
the case of Boneyard, his fellow alumnus Wad Allen reveals in a postscript to The 
Stardust Road that Hoagy once heard an orchestra at the New York club in Budapest 
playing a tune he was unaware had been published. Composed in 1928, March of the 
Hoodlums was recorded the following year by Duke Ellington, presumably providing 
the Hungarians with a model. And a model performance Duke certainly gave it with 
an orchestra twice the size of the Pennies (three trumpets, two trombones, three 
reeds, and four rhythm). Ellington aficionados will detect the presence of such 
stalwarts as cootie Williams, tricky Sam Naton, Barney Bigard, Johnny Hodges, 
Harry Carney, and Sonny Greer. As a composition, moreover, this march in swing 
time represents a special challenge conferring its own reward like Boneyard, it richly 
deserves reinstatement in the active jazz library. 
Just forty years later, with an ensemble numbering midway between Red’s and 
Duke’s, Bob Wilbur recorded a Carmichael tune that has slowly but surely gathered 
momentum since its genesis in 1932. Though endowed with beguiling lyrics by Hoagy, 
New Orleans is here presented as an instrumental featuring several of Wilber’s 
colleagues in the World’s Greatest Jazz Band (Yank Lawson, Lou McGarity, Bud 
Freeman, and Gus Johnson). In my neck of the woods (around Winona, Minnesota) 
this track is well known as the opening theme song for Ken Ohat’s program Jazz 
classics on the Wisconsin state radio network. Due partly to Hoagy’s composing and 
partly to Bob’s arranging, such familiarity has never bred contempt. 
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In addition to the pair we play today, Lazybones and skylark, Hoagy composed over a 
dozen songs with one incomparable lyricist. Here is how the composer describes their 
1933 collaboration: “A song plugger introduced me to Johnny Mercer. He was a 
young, bouncy butterball of a man from Georgia. He hadn’t had a song hit, but I 
could tell that he could write . . . One day he strolled into my apartment and said, ‘I’d 
like to write a song called Lazybones.’ ‘Sounds fine - let’s start.’ Actually, in twenty 
minutes we wrote the entire song.’ Which represents something of a record even 
when we realize that this tune evolved from the theme of a piano solo on Washboard 
blues cut by Hoagy with the Happy Harmonists in 1925 and again with Paul 
Whiteman in 1927. Interpreted by a woman, Lazybones can even be assigned to the 
singer of Washboard Blues. In her finest hour (1958) Kay Starr evoked the very 
shade of her distinguished fore-runner, the Rockin’ Chair Lady, Mildred Bailey.  
Judy resembles Stardust in having been written and played long before its 
publication. Hoagy claims that Judy was an immediate favorite with musicians. “They 
all played and liked it, but not enough or sung it enough to be a favorite of the public. 
I wrote the melody in 1928 and it was so weird; so modern in style that Wad Allen 
named it Birdseed. It had no lyrics but six years later we published it because we 
thought musicians would understand it. They did. Sammy Lerner wrote words to it. 
Good words, too.” Many more years elapsed before Rusty Draper included Judy in 
his album. Rusty Meets Hoagy, where Draper sounds as much like Carmichael as Kay 
does like Mildred on Lazybones. 
Not even a recording by Benny Goodman coincident with his coronation as King of 
Swing was sufficient to establish Ballad in blue in 1935. The fault lay neither with the 
lyrics of Irving Kahal ignored by Goodman nor with the melody itself respectfully 
treated by Benny. As you may agree after listening to the support his thirteen 
sidemen accord their leader here, the blame for this failure lay nowhere at all, unless 
we charge arranger Spud Murphy with overlooking an opportunity to include a 
trumpet solo by Bunny Berrigan. Otherwise, our Ballad in Blue remains a credit to 
everyone involved. 
Like Hoagy, Bing Crosby was strongly influenced by Beiderbecke. Whether conscious 
of doing so or not, Bing took a tag for Someday Sweetheart from the notes with which 
Bix closed his solo on Way Down Yonder in New Orleans. Crosby consistently named 
Stardust as his favorite song. Among the Carmichael tunes he introduced was 
Moonburn with lyrics by Edward Hayman, composed and recorded in 1935 shortly 
after Ballad in Blue. Succeeding the lamented Eddie Lang, his chief accompanist at 
the time was Joe Sullivan, whose piano distinguishes this disc no less than Bing’s 
singing itself. And again the stubborn public refused to be tickled. 
Though he devoted a whole album each to Handy and Waller, Louis Armstrong 
recorded more songs by Carmichael than by either. Satchmo originally cut his 
famous Rockin’ Chair duet with Hoagy taking the role later performed by Jack 
Teagarden or Trummy Young. When the trumpeter contracted to participate in a 
street parade during the Mae West movie Every Day’s a Holiday, Carmichael was 
engaged to supply the music for this scene. After a night spent at the piano getting 
nowhere he reported to the studio in the morning. Then: “In my sleepy state a tune I 
had forgotten all about started to roll off the keys. Jubilation ensued among the 
listeners . . . so we named it Jubilee. Louis played and sang it and it was a complete 
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bust. This song writing isn’t easy.” Yet driven by the drumming of Paul Barbarin, the 
big band Armstrong was fronting in 1938 strutted off this number in fine New 
Orleans fashion. Even the lyrics by Stanley Adams reflect this Crescent City feature 
nearly to perfection. 
Our next tune was first presented in another motion picture in 1938. The composer 
tells us: “Out of nowhere came a young hopeful named Frank Loesser” who “wanted 
to write a song called Small Fry. I said, ‘sure,’ and we did.” Then they took it to 
Wesley Ruggles, who was working on a film featuring “a pixy named Donald 
O’Connor, twelve years of age.” The producer listened, looked at Donald, and 
exclaimed: “The song is it.” That same year the Kansas City master Lips Page was 
being groomed to compete with Armstrong as trumpeter and vocalist alike. With an 
able orchestra behind him Lips promptly recorded small Fry, singing Loesser’s 
delicious lyrics like Pa as Kay Starr would do Lazybones like Ma. 
According to Beiderbecke cornetist and biographer Dick Sudhalter, Skylark 
originated as Bix Lix, “a Beiderbecke-styled leit-motif written for a show that never 
got off the launching pad.” That is, not until it was outfitted with words by Johnny 
Mercer and recorded by Harry James in 1942. Seven years later James was retained 
to dub the trumpet work for Kirk Douglas in the film Young Man with a Horn from 
Dorothy Baker’s novel inspired by the music of Bix, Hoagy therein took the role of 
Smoke, “a piano player who rolled his own,” feeling “properly dedicated to the part 
as a musician.” Harry’s recording of skylark became an instant bestseller scarcely 
intimating its deep-rooted source. But give Bud Freeman the floor: “We’d  have to 
call Hoagy a true jazz composer, because his tunes seem to carry their own 
improvisation . . . Take the tune Skylark: it is really a Beiderbecke chorus, but not 
copied note for note . . . If you listen careful to Skylark the melody runs exactly the 
way Bix would play an improvisational line.” Rather than the James version we shall 
hear one made contemporaneously by Billy Eckstine with the Earl Hines Orchestra. 
Those who regret the absence here of a piano solo may consult the rhapsodic Skylark 
on Earl’s recent long play record Hines does Hoagy. 
A year later Carmichael gave us in Baltimore Oriole a bird of another color, a 
melodic flight ideally projecting the bittersweet lyrics of Paul Francis Webster. 
Because she was almost alone in recognizing the poignant quality of this number and 
because her recital is enhanced by our composer’s whistled image of the lonesome 
male it concerns, I propose to play Frances Langford’s recording with the Victor 
Young Orchestra. 
It appears appropriate for me to end with a sample of Hoagy himself singing 
Carmichael lyrics. The tune is his haunting daunting Winter Moon, a further response 
to the nocturnal firmament with a shivering shift to the ultimate season. It is fitting 
too that his accompaniment here, sketched and conducted by Johnny Mandel in 1936, 
was entrusted to a group of cool jazzmen dominated by the horn of Don Fagerquist 
and the sax of Art pepper. Winter Moon would seem to conform to one critic’s 
assessment of Hoagy’s creations as subtly clever and intensely tender, “equally witty 
and romantic.” 
 
I Wish I Could Shimmy Like My Sister Kate 
(The First Recorded Hit of the Jazz Age) 
by 
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Floyd Levin 
1994 
 
During the late ‘40s and early ‘50s, Kid Ory’s Creole Jazz Band appeared six nights a 
week at the Beverly Cavern in Los Angeles. The large audiences he attracted often 
included this reporter. 
Ory played and sang “I Wish I Could Shimmy Like My Sister Kate” during every 
performance. In his introductory remarks, infrequently implied that the tune, with 
different lyrics, had been written many years before by Louis Armstrong in New 
Orleans. I often asked Ory to sing Armstrong’s original version. He steadfastly 
refused, claiming that the words were “too dirty!” 
During a radio interview with Ory in 1950, I asked him about the true origin of 
“Sister Kate.” He told me that when Joe Oliver left his band in New Orleans to accept 
a Chicago offer, he recommended young Armstrong as his replacement. Ory said “I 
had to buy Louis a pair of long pants so he could work in my band at Pete Lala’s 
Café.” 
When the young cornetist joined the band, he gave Ory a copy of his song “Keep Off 
Katie’s Head.” “Louis sold the tune for $50 a few years earlier to Clarence Williams, 
who was then managing Pete Lala’s Café in Storyville.” Ory thought the title might 
have referred to Kate Townsend, a madame of a Basin Street brothel, who was 
brutally murdered before the turn of the century. 
Armstrong’s song, with revised title and lyrics, was published by the Williams and 
Piron Publishing Company as “I Wish I Could Shimmy Like My Sister Kate.” Words 
and music were credited to Clarence Williams’ partner, Armand J. Piron. These facts 
were later corroborated by drummer Zutty Singleton, who remembered hearing 
Piron’s orchestra play the number at the Grunewald Hotel in New Orleans. 
The first recording of “I Wish I Could Shimmy Like My Sister Kate” was made by 
Bessie Smith, who later became famous as the “Empress of the Blues.” The unknown 
young singer made the audition record for the Okeh Phonograph Company in 
January 1921. The pianist on the date, who also organized the session, was Clarence 
Williams. The record was never issued. 
Despite this false start, dozens of recordings of “Sister Kate” soon appeared. The 
song romanticized a ragtime dance craze popularized by Gilda Gray. It personified 
the era and vividly expressed the permissive attitude that prevailed during the decade 
following World War I. The "Shimmy," ”with its frantic gyrations, involving a 
sinuous shaking of the hips and shoulders, accurately reflected the madcap 
exuberance of the Jazz Age. It inspired several additional descriptive songs including 
“Shimmee Town,” featured in the Ziegfeld Follies of 1919, “Shim-Me-King’s Blues,” 
(Mamie Smith, 1921) and “Shim-Me-Sha-Wabble,” (New Orleans Rhythm Kings, 
1923). 
The Original Memphis Five, an early Dixieland quartet, made the first commercial 
recording of “Sister Kate” on June 14, 1922. On this early Paramount recording, and 
its subsidiary label, Puritan, Clarence Williams is given composing credit. The 
Original Memphis Five was a very popular New York recording group led by 
trumpeter Phil Napoleon and featuring the highly influential trombonist, Miff Mole. 
During the next few months they recorded the same tune for four different labels. 
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Various pseudonyms were used - including Ladd’s Black Aces, and the Cotton 
Pickers to appeal to Negro record buyers. 
When Clarence Williams moved his publishing company to New York City in 1921, 
he eliminated “Piron” from the firm’s name. Sheet music for “Sister Kate” soon 
appeared with the Original Memphis five’s picture on the cover. It was boastfully 
captioned: “Kings of Dance Music. 
In November 1922, Clarence Williams accompanied his wife, singer Eva Taylor, on 
an Okeh recording of “His” hit, “Sister Kate.” A few years later, he again attempted 
to record the song with Bessie Smith. Despite making five masters, the Columbia 
session did not produce a usable version. Williams’ QRS recording in 1928 featured 
Joe “King” Oliver on cornet. 
During the ‘20s, scores of additional recordings by diverse groups in the United 
States, France, and England established the number as a memorable milestone in jazz 
history. Although it remained a standard item in the repertoire of every traditional 
jazz band in the world, Louis Armstrong never received additional compensation - or 
recognition. 
Recently, while writing liner notes for a forthcoming CD release of a 1959 Kid Ory 
concert in Copenhagen, Denmark, I listened to a tape of the event. The program 
included “I Wish I Could Shimmy Like MY Sister Kate.” To my amazement, Ory 
actually sang the “dirty” words. Apparently, he felt the Danish audience was 
sophisticated enough to hear them. 
The following unexpurgated lyrics have been transcribed from Kid Ory’s vocal heard 
by a capacity audience at Falkner Centret, in Copenhagen on November 13, 1959: 
 
“Why don’t you keep off Katie’s head? 
Why don’t you keep out (of) Katie’s bed? 
It’s a shame to say this very day, 
She’s like a little child at play. 
It’s a shame how you’re lyin’ on her head. 
I thought sure you would kill her dead. 
Why don’t you be nice, boy - and take my advice, 
Keep off Katie’s head, I mean - get out (of) Katie’s bed.” 
 
This will probably be the first time Satchmo’s shocking words have appeared in print 
- if our editor has the courage to publish this vulgar vignette! 
“I might be late, but I’ll be up to date 
When I can shimmy Like MY Sister Kate 
I’m shoutin’, Shimmy Like My Sister Kate.” 
 
A Song From Westwego 
“Lazy River” 
by 
Shirley Adams & Desmond Breaux 
May-June, 1969 
 
In this little settlement, on March 19, 1901, two young survivors of the Cheniere 
Hurricane became the proud parents of a fine boy. Victor and Seconde Jambon 
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Arnondin named their son Sidney. This, the only boy among their four children, was 
a child destined to make a special mark upon the world during his short lifetime; a 
mark which lives on through the history of Jazz. 
As a little boy, Sidney showed no inclination toward a musical career, except to 
playfully pick out a one-fingered tune on the player piano in the living room. Most of 
his early boyhood was spent in seeking adventure, in books, and on the road. He had a 
favorite horse, named Billy, on whose back Sidney often rode away for several hours, 
with no one knowing where he might be. He always came back with the dreamy look 
in his eyes and the story of what he saw in the surrounding areas. He fell in love with 
the river, and was never very far away from it if he could help it. His little sojourns 
often took him to the top of the levee, where he could be found reading, or just 
dreaming. As much as he liked to travel, Sid liked to read. He was often found 
reading at night, under the bed, with a kerosene lamp. 
The clarinet found its way into Sidney’s life when he was 15 years old. At that time, an 
elderly music teacher from New Orleans came to Westwego once a week to give music 
lessons to the local boys out of the Arnondin living room. No one can remember how 
Sid acquired his first clarinet’ but it was probably one lent by Professor Polo, or it 
may have been one that was swapped for the use the Professor made of the Arnondin 
living room for the music lessons. It is remembered by friends and relatives alike, 
however, that the condition of that first clarinet was such that it required adhesive 
tape and twine to hold it together. Sidney had only two months of lessons with the 
Professor, and in that time he learned all that the professor could teach him. 
Practice sessions were held by the boys in a stable on Sala Avenue, with Sid and 
Clarence Labauve usually leading the group. They formed marching parades to show 
off their music, and when they marched up and down Sala Avenue at night, they had 
the non-musical boys carry lighted torches for them. When the boys thought they 
played well enough to move on to bigger things, Sid and Clarence formed a dance 
band with Edric “Patsee” Sandras and the elderly Mr. Leonce Terrebonne. This 
band played dance music for the young crowd that gathered on a barge which was 
tied up at the Company Canal (later named the Westwego Canal). 
Attempting to expand his horizons even more, Sid began crossing the river to New 
Orleans where there was lots more music. He found other boys doing the same thing. 
There were three in particular who had the same ambitions and talents as he, and 
they all became fast friends. They were: Louis Prima, Wingy Mannone, and Sharkey 
Bonano. The four boys played and practiced as often as possible, crossing the river 
many times each week. The west band headquarters was the Arnondin home in 
Westwego, with sessions going on into the late hours and Mama Arnondin feeding the 
gang, and on the New Orleans side, Mama Prima was providing the same services. 
The boys found an opportunity to display their talents by playing on Sunday 
mornings at the Poydras Market in New Orleans. It was at one of these sessions that 
Sid noticed a pretty girl in the crowd, and it wasn’t long before a courtship began to 
take shape. The girl was Genevieve (Jenny) Pradet, and she was swept off her feet by 
the boy from across the river. Destiny must have prodded Sid to move fast in his 
early life, so he could accomplish so much in so short a time; because at the age of 18, 
Sidney Arnondin (changed to “Arodin” so people could pronounce it easier) took a 
wife. One year later, Sid and Jenny were blessed with a daughter whom they named 
Lillian. (Now Mrs. Wm. V. Regan, of Dallas, Texas). 
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In 1922, when Lillian was two, Sid and his family moved to New York for the first 
time. It is impossible to give many dates for the next twenty-odd years of his life, 
because he moved around the country so much. He spent much of his time in New 
Orleans, but also traveled back and forth to St. Louis, Kansas City, Chicago, and New 
York, and even spent some time in the Catskills, which he loved. During one of his 
stays in New York, while Jenny and Lillian were back home, Sid roomed with another 
young man trying to break into show business by the name of Jimmy  
Durante. In all the places Sid played, he still felt the pull of his home town, and his 
beloved river, and he came back again and again. Here in New Orleans, he was one of 
the first white men to play with a colored band, and with many great musicians, some 
of them being: Louis Armstrong, Monk Hazel, Armand Hug, Santo Pecora, Bob 
Crosby, Ray Bauduc, Papa Celestin, Claude Thornhill, and many more. 
In 1927, Sid cut his first record. The songs were “Panama” and “Dipper Mouth 
Blues”, with Jonnie Miller’s New Orleans Frolickers. There are 38 records which 
show Sid as the clarinetist, and there are probably many more that do not have Sid’s 
name on the label, but many jazz students can tell which are his just by his style on 
the clarinet. Two of the songs that were recorded in the late 20’s that are still 
remembered are Star dust, and High Society. Others that Sid recorded are: Tin Roof 
Blues, Tell Me Who, Just Pretending. 
Also during the late 20’s Sid lost an opportunity to go to England with a group. The 
reason he couldn’t go was because he had not learned to read music. His 
disappointment was so great that he resolved to learn to read and write music; which 
he did. He taught himself. From that came the start of composing. He wrote many 
songs, most of them unpublished. But ONE of the songs written in the beginning of 
1930 became so great that it is still one of the favorites of Dixieland bands. The words 
Sid had put to his song were not accepted by the publishers so Hoagy Carmichael 
wrote a set of lyrics to Sid’s music, and thus was born” Lazy River. 
Around 1939, Sid had his own band, called simply, “Sidney Arodin’s Dixieland 
Band.” Sid and his band provided the music at the club the Puppy House, at 228 
Bourbon St. in New Orleans. Jazz fans remember Sid and his music, and recognize 
him as one of the clarinet greats. Young clarinetists have tried to copy his style, and 
play his old records to help them do so. What better tribute can a man have? 
In the beginning of 1947, Sidney Aronond in came home for the last time. He played 
very little, and was very sick and very tired. About 3 o’clock on the afternoon of 
February 6, 1948, he asked his sister Nora to keep the door open near his bed so, “I 
can see that oak tree in the yard with the moss on it for the last time”. He died that 
same afternoon at 5 o’clock.  
Sidney is survived by his daughter Lillian, two grandsons, Bobby and Billy, one 
granddaughter, Kathy, three sisters, Pauline (Mrs. Winsley Breaux) and Nora (Mrs. 
Gaston Mymel) both of Westwego, and Zoe (Mrs. Howard Dick) of Lacombe, La., 
and many nieces, nephews and cousins. 
\It is a belated tribute we are paying to Sidney Arnondin, but very often we are not 
aware that history is being made until it has passed us by. With the music he played, 
and the beautiful music he wrote in “Lazy River”, this man has left his imprint on 
history and a little peek into the heart and spirit of a boy that Westwego is proud to 
call its “Home Town Boy.” 
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12th Street Rag 
by 
Brun Campbell 
November, 1950 
 
Enday Bowman, the composer of 10th Street Rag, 11th Street Rag, Petticoat Lane Rag, 
and the famous 12th Street Rag, which were all named after prominent streets in 
Kansas City, MO., died May 26, 1949, in New York City. 
With his passing, the world lost a great ragtime pianist, and composer. 
His sister, Mary, with whom he made his home, died later in the year. 
Bowman was a tall, good natured, sandy-haired Texan, partially bald, and ruddy 
complected. Although he wrote the 12th Street Rag in 1914, it was not until 1948 that 
he realized money from it. He first published it himself and then sold it for $100 to 
the Jenkins Music Company, of Kansas City, Mo. Published by that company for 
several years; the number was sold to the present owners, Shioro & Berstein, music 
publishers in New York. 
I think 12th Street Rag has been played by more musicians than any other ragtime 
composition. Probably it would be a standoff between it and Joplin’s Maple Leaf Rag. 
For years Enday Bowman had his own music publishing company in fort Worth, 
Texas. His sister, Mary, was a music teacher for many years and some of the credit 
for 12th Street Rag should be given to her. Enday told me that, himself! Brother and 
sister lived at 818 S. Jennings St., in Fort Worth. 
On Monday August 14, 1950 all their effects were put up at auction, to settle the 
estate. This included the original manuscript of 12th Street Rag. In Bowman’s own 
handwriting and 600 new recordings of it, featuring Bowman. 
His piano, bought in Hartford, Conn. In 1895, was knocked down for $46 to Mrs. 
Myrtle Stewart, 2225 Fairmount St. His accordion, all his furniture, even the family 
Bible, were sold. Bowman’s royalties from 12th Street Rag came at a late hour. In the 
first month after they began to come in, he spent $2,000 on his health but he was very 
hard up just before he died! 
The house Bowman lived in was old and worn, the rooms were small, and the ancient 
car that he used to collect the newspapers he salvaged and sold, stood in the yard as a 
reminder of just how financially pressed he was. 
As the auctioneer went on with the disposal of Enday Bowman’s worldly goods, Ed 
Lally, an old friend, played the 12th Street Rag softly on the composer’s own piano, as 
a farewell 
Bowman did not die in vain, for his 12th Street Rag will live forever as his monument, 
and bring happiness to its listeners. 
 
John Philip Sousa’s Impact on jazz 
by  
Karl Koenig 
Winter, 1983 
 
New Orleans and John Philip Sousa have more in common than just the popularity of 
their band music. The bands played marches, cakewalks, ragtime and jazz. Sousa is 
thought of as one of the most famous American musicians, especially in the field of 
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band music and for the large number of original marches he wrote. But, often times, 
either overlooked or not known, was Sousa’s impact on the history of ragtime and 
jazz. 
“Sousa introduced the cakewalk to Europe in 1900 at the Paris Exposition.” 
“It was Sousa who brought ragtime to Europe and this caused no small stir in music 
circles.” 
Sousa’s contribution then was not because of his use of jazz/ragtime styles in his 
original compositions but in his willingness to program the cakewalks/ragtime and 
jazz tunes of his era to the audiences of the United States and the world. His use of 
these in concerts and recordings made them acceptable to the music audiences that 
came to his concerts and listened to his records.  
“This innovation (performance of ragtime/jazz) in the programming of a highly 
respected concert band caused quite a bit of comment among music reviewers and 
critics, the public reacted as Sousa had expected; they thought that if the highly 
regarded Sousa Band was playing jazz, jazz must be acceptable.” 
Therein lies Sousa’s contribution to jazz. 
When it was an undecided art and it couldn’t be decided whether ragtime should be 
music from Tin Pan Alley or the classical concert stage, Sousa’s performance of jazz 
added prestige to it and contributed much to its acceptance. 
More than 25 years before Paul Whiteman introduced jazz to the concert audiences 
in the famous Gershwin New York Concert. Sousa played jazz/ragtime to audiences 
throughout the world. Reading the public acceptance of jazz. Sousa incorporated jazz 
tunes into some of his Fantasies, most notably in “Jazz America” in 1925, and 
“Dwellers of the Western world” in 1910. He included syncopation movements in a 
number of his Suites for Band. One selection “Showing Off Before Company”, 
written in 1919 became a trademark of the Sousa Band. Sousa, in the mid 1920’s, was 
presenting nearly a half hour of jazz on his programs. In this composition certain of 
his players with experience were instructed by Sousa to perform in the jazz style for 
the audiences. 
When Sousa introduced ragtime/cakewalk to Europe, Claude Debussy, while 
criticizing Sousa’s conducting of ragtime, was influenced by ragtime’s rhythm and 
proceeded to compose, “Golliwog’s Cake walk”. 
Also, composers such as Copland, Stravinsky, Milhaud and Ravel used within their 
compositions. No less a prominent composer than Johannes Brahms was interested in 
this ragtime rhythm. 
 
“A year before Brahms died he said, ‘I met an American girl who played ragtime for 
me. (He hummed - If you refuse me, Honey, you’ll lose me). I thought I would use, not 
the stupid tune, but the interesting rhythm of this ragtime.” 
Sousa was forever trying to please his audience and play what they wanted. He 
capitalized on the increased popularity of jazz. Whatever his public liked was 
performed for them. His program when on tour consisted usually of about 9 or 10 
selections (not including encores) and were always updated, incorporating the newest 
trends in music. Although personally Sousa was not fond of ragtime, he programmed 
it and did acknowledge its strong rhythmic nature. He also was cautious about 
endorsing jazz and divided jazz into “what was good was good, what was bad was very 
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bad.” He usually dealt with jazz in his humoresques, featuring those musicians who 
had experience in that type of music. 
Sousa’s interest in jazz began, of course, with his interest in the Negro style of rhythm 
as exemplified in the cakewalk and ragtime. The cakewalk began as a mono-thematic 
song on the plantations of the south by Negroes, characterized by the rhythmic figure 
using the form of the march, composers began to write a number of cakewalk themes 
into one composition using transitions between each melody and thus was born the 
ragtime form - almost exact in form to a Sousa March. Ragtime pianists knew and 
played Sousa marches. 
“Ragtime pianist Louis Chauvin - When he would first sit down he always played the 
same Sousa March to limber up his fingers, but it was his own arrangement with 
double-time contrary motion in octaves, like trombones and trumpets all up and 
down the keyboard.” 
Perry Wenrich the “Joplin Kid” of the 1890’s said: 
“Oh, I thought I was a hot shot playing Sousa’s Liberty Bell March.” 
It was Sousa who was mostly responsible for the popularity of what is called the first 
published cakewalk “At a Georgia camp Meeting” and of its composers Kerry Mills. 
“Sousa . . . was among the first of the band leaders to feature cakewalks syncopation. 
He made a huge success with the cakewalks of two New York composers, Abe 
Holzmann and Kerry Mills, particularly the formers “Smokey Mokes” and “Hunky 
Dory’, and the latter’s “At a Georgia Camp Meeting”. J. Bodwalt Lampe’s “Creole 
Belles” was another cakewalk that received a big response. The Kerry Mills number 
owed its vogue, following its publication in 1897 in no small measure to Sousa, and its 
popularity has lasted through the years. The bearded, bespectacled bandmaster was 
responsible through his sensationally successful tours, for the spread of cakewalk 
syncopation to Europe.” 
Sousa’s audiences acceptance of his ragtime program was both in the United States 
and overseas. 
“Sousa’s cakewalk playing nevertheless scored another sensation at St. Louis in 1904 
at the World’s Fair.” 
“An enthusiastic reception was experienced in France, where outdoor audiences 
sometimes danced to the ragtime tunes.” 
There is no evidence that ragtime publisher John Stark and Sousa ever met, Sousa 
did advertise for new cakewalks and Stark was one of the largest publishers of 
ragtime music in America. 
“There is no record of John Stark approaching Sousa to play any of his publications 
at this or any other time, and there is cause for wonder in this, for the band-leader 
was advertising for new cakewalks and Swipsy or Sunflower Slow Rag would have 
been ideal for this purpose.” 
Sousa’s impact on what was bought (sheet music) by the American music public can 
be seen in the music of Abe Holzmann: 
“When J. P. Sousa raised his baton to the opening measures of composer Holzmann’s 
“Smoky Mokes” last season the noted bandmaster’s audience was vociferous 
applause. Persons in the audience consulting their programs discovered a new genius 
in their midst. From that tour the name of Holzmann was a byword for American 
cakewalks and “Smoky Mokes” re-echoed the pianos of a million music lovers.” 
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While Sousa programmed ragtime sparingly in the 1890’s he found the audiences 
loved it. He did record some ragtime at this time but it was sheet music sales that 
were the popular media for music participation and there is no doubt as to Sousa’s 
influence in their sales. 
While he did accept jazz he first viewed it with disgust. This can be seen in the articles 
he wrote about jazz; “Jazz will never replace great American Marches” (wire Service 
Article, April 27-28, 1928), “What Ragtime Means” (New York world, April 7, 1901), 
and, “Where is Jazz Leading America?” (Etude, August, 1924). 
Sousa expected jazz to die a quick death believing that the public would not stand to 
see its youth corrupted by what he erringly construed as lack of talent. Sousa, would, 
if alive today, retract some of his early statements on jazz. One criticism of his was 
the borrowing of classical melodies by jazz bands, considering it blasphemous. 
It was a young trombonist from Missouri, Arthur Pryor, who was responsible for 
most of the Sousa band arrangements of cakewalk/ragtime played by the band. The 
Sousa Band lacked the truly Negroid phrasing and use of syncopation and suspended 
beats needed to perform in the “jazz style. This failure of Sousa’s Band is explained 
by Arthur Pryor: 
“The regulation bands” he said, “Never got over being a little embarrassed at 
syncopating. The stiff backed old fellows felt it was beneath their dignity and they 
couldn’t or wouldn’t give in to it.” 
Arthur Pryor, Sousa’s great trombone soloist mentioned above, after leaving Sousa, 
formed his own band and became an important figure in the general folk picture that 
was the background of ragtime. Soon most every town band in America was playing 
ragtime. The importance of ragtime lies in the fact that it became accepted in the 
main stream of American popular music thereby opening the road for acceptance of 
other Negro music such as jazz. Thereby also lays the importance of men like Sousa 
and Pryor.  
This hesitance in acceptance of ragtime by the musicians of the Sousa Band seemed to 
be changed when they played “Cleopha” a ‘March and Two-Step’ by Scott Joplin in 
1902. In the introduction of the published works of Joplin we read; “Cleopha was ‘a 
favorite of the Sousa Band’. 
Perhaps the contribution to American jazz by the Sousa Band can be seen in the 
poem by Paul L. Dunbar, the great Negro poet: 
“Oh, de white ban’ hits music, an’ hit’s mighty good to hyeah. 
An it sometimes leaves a ticklin’ in yo’ feet; 
But de hea’t goes into bu’nes fu’ to he’p erlong de eah, 
W’eh de colo’ed ban’ goes marchin’ down the street . . . 
But hit’s a Sousa played in rag’time, an’ hit’s Rastus on Parade. 
W’en de colo’ed ban’ comes ma’chin’ down de street. 
 
(From the complete poems of Paul Lawrence Dunbar, copyright, 1896-1913 by Dodd, 
Mead and Company.) 
 
Louisiana Brass Bands and History in 
Relation to Jazz History 
by 
Karl Koenig 

 



73 
 

Summer, 1983 
 
Before writing on specific brass and string bands of the New Orleans area we should 
examine the background of the band movement in Louisiana and the surrounding 
area of New Orleans, beginning in the Civil War era. It has been written that because 
of the surplus instruments after the war, slaves had access to these instruments. This 
fact will be investigated once we explore the history of Civil War musical history in 
New Orleans and the surrounding area. 
Civil War Bands 
 
The evolution of jazz coincides with the popularity of brass bands in the United 
States, and with the development, acceptance and popularity of a new valve system 
for brass instruments. Throughout the United States brass bands could be heard in 
most every town and hamlet during the latter part of the 19th century. The first true 
brass band in the United States was in 1835 with Allen Dodsworth as director. The 
first Black slave band was (to my knowledge at this time) the Juvenile Brass Band of 
Charleston, South Carolina in 11856. This band toured the United States and was 
very well received. (Sic: see Jazz in Print, Pendragon Press, Summer, 1999)  
During the Civil War many civilian brass bands joined the army and traveled with 
army regiments, playing as they moved from place to place, exposing their music to 
all. The south had an agricultural economy, the North an industrial economy. The 
southern population was also more rural than urban, its population spread over a 
wider area than the numerous urban population centers of the North; thus the south 
had fewer larger cities. The south’s social life centered on either the large 
agricultural areas (mostly plantations) or the few large southern cities.  
During the Civil War the small towns that surrounded the New Orleans area were 
exposed to the bands of the Union occupational forces of the gulf coast Command 
(approximately 30 bands). These Regimental bands stationed in and around the New 
Orleans area were very conspicuous, playing not only concerts of both patriotic and 
popular music, but in the execution of the many military ceremonies that were 
common and popular during the Civil War. These Union military bands were not the 
only brass bands in and around New Orleans during the war years. There were a 
surprising number of brass bands in the city of New Orleans and in the country towns 
surround the city. Nearly every town in Louisiana had a band of music. 
One example: Thibodeaux, La. - occupied during the Civil War by Union forces, 
Thibodeaux had brass bands during and after the war. The Philharmonic Brass Band 
was performing in Thibodeaux during the years directly after the Civil War. This 
band was first mentioned in the Thibodeaux Sentinel on March 3, 1866. The 
Philharmonic Brass Band (a white band) is mentioned playing for a local funeral. The 
many bands of the surrounding parishes did, contrary to past thoughts, play for 
funerals. There are many newspaper accounts of brass band playing for funerals in 
the parishes surrounding New Orleans. These processions were not long processions 
as most cemeteries in the area were located very near the church. The various 
accounts mention the brass bands playing in the cemeteries but do not mention the 
brass band playing after the interment. 
 
Funeral Band 
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The tradition of playing lively music on the way back from an interment is clouded in 
mystery as to when it began. Funeral March music was used in ancient Israel. One 
comparison can be seen in modern times in the military process when marching in 
review. A typical dress parade, as executed by an infantry regiment early in the Civil 
War was described thusly by a soldier: 
“The troops are drawn up in line of battle and the order ‘Parade Rest’ given by each 
Captain to his company. The band ‘starts off’, that is, marches down and back in 
front of the regiment, playing slowly down and a quick step back.” 
I am not suggesting that the military ceremony was the ancestor of Black funeral 
tradition but only that parallels can be drawn from the past. Perhaps this repeated 
military ceremony, observed many times in occupied New Orleans, did leave an 
impression on marching bands and their tradition. It is not the exact parallel of a 
Negro funeral procedure although it did, musically speaking, possess parallels of slow 
music going, fast music coming back. 
How much influence did military band funerals effect New Orleans band tradition? 
New Orleans was occupied by Federal forces throughout most of the Civil War, the 
only southern State occupied for such a long length of time. Its citizens were exposed 
to a large amount of military ceremonies not usual in other Southern cities, and, New 
Orleans was exposed to the charisma of Patrick Gilmore. (More on him later). Unlike 
other southern cities, life was near normal in New Orleans during the war. New 
Orleans was always a festive city and its many celebrations continued. The many 
military bands with their reviews and concerts were assimilated into New Orleans 
cultural life and accepted as such. The festive nature of the Union musical activities 
fitted into the musical tradition of the city. 
 
Instruments of the Civil War Era 
 
International improvements on brass instruments influenced military music during 
the Civil War. The zenith of the brass band movement was occurring during the 
American Civil War. The movement’s influence is seen in the adoption of the 
improved European invention of valve brass instruments and the use of Dodworth’s 
backfire instruments.  
Brass instruments with their bells facing backwards were used by the military bands 
of both the North and the south. These brass instruments were constructed with the 
bells pointing back over the musician’s shoulder so the music produced could be 
heard best by the marching columns which followed the band. These ‘backfire’ bands 
were not for the benefit of the spectators as bands are today. There are numerous 
pictures of these backfire brass instruments. In fact, most all existing pictures of Civil 
War Bands show bands holding or playing backfire instruments. The regimental 
band of the 26th North Carolina, in civilian life the band of the Moravian settlement, 
famous for brass band music, was from Salem, North Carolina had been in existence 
since 1831 and served throughout the war. It had the following instrumentation and 
personal: 
Samuel T. Mickey - leader and Eb cornet; A. P Gibson-1st cornet, Joe O. Hall-2nd 
cornet, Augustus Hauser-1st alto, William H. Hall - 2nd Eb alto, Daniel T. Crouse - 1st 
tenor, Alexander C. Meinung - 2nd Bb tenor, and Julius A. Leinback - Eb bass. 
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Backfire style brass instruments were invented and patented in 1838 by Allen 
Dodworth. They were manufactured in Vienna and imported to America by the 
Dodworth family. As they were designed for the benefit of marching bands, even the 
inventor did not recommend them for concert purposes. This subject of backfire 
instruments versus frontal bells is discussed in Allen Dodworth’s brass band book in 
1853. He states: 
“In selecting the instruments, attention should be paid to the use intended, if for 
military purposes only, those with bells behind, over the shoulder are preferable, as 
they throw all the tone to those who are marching to it, but for any other purposes 
are not so good. For general purposes, those with the bell upward, like the saxhorn, 
are most convenient . . . care should be taken to have all the bells one way.” 
Other bands that picture soldiers with backfire instruments, too numerous to give a 
complete list include: The Brigade Band of Stonewall Jackson of Stauton, Virginia, 
the 13th Wisconsin Band, directed by L. w. Eastman, the band of the 10th Veteran 
Reserve corps, of Washington, d. C., and the 107 infantry Band. An excellent picture 
of three musicians of the 4th Michigan Infantry shows a good view of a backfire bass 
horn and two backfire tenor horns. These backfire type instruments came to the 
United States around 1846 and disappeared around 1870. 
Brass instruments in general had the same basic design and were built in the family of 
musical range, from the high Eb cornet, to the low bass horn. After the war, when 
military music was not needed, the regular bell front instruments became popular 
again. The backfire instruments disappeared and were replaced by regular brass 
instruments whose main purpose was playing for concerts and dances. 
Since 1845 there existed a family of brass instruments known as the saxhorns. In 
France the instrument maker Adolphe Sax, today famous for the saxophone family of 
instrument (an instrument built to bridge the gap in timbre between the brass and 
woodwind timbre) was issued a patent for a set of valve bugles or cornets made in all 
ranges, from the high Eb cornet to the Bb bass, named appropriately saxhorns. Their 
bore was somewhat narrower than that of the flugelhorns, resulting in a more 
brilliant timbre desired by most brass bands. The most common saxhorns used in the 
concert bands of the pre and post Civil War times were: Eb soprano, Bb soprano, 
alto horn (in Bb or C), tenor horn (in Eb or F) and the baritone/bass (in low Bb or C). 
The inventor of the valve system for brass instruments is said to have been Heinrich 
Stolzel but there is some doubt as Frederick Blummel claims to have sold the idea to 
Stolzel. The patent however, was issued to Stolzel in 1818. The invention of the valve 
system revolutionized brass playing. The perfection of brass playing technique prior 
to the development of valves dictated many years of continuous practice, devoting 
much of this time to lip technique. Now, with the new valve instruments, playing 
became more co-ordination technique than lip technique, resulting in a quicker 
perfection of musical ability and a large amount of good brass players. This 
mechanical perfection spread through the family of brass instruments and led to a 
patent of the family of saxhorns by Adolphe Sax in 1845 that was previously 
mentioned. These instruments gave an improved uniformity of tone and replaced all 
the larger laterally-holed instruments, the natural horns and the other horns that had 
been used. The serpent and the ophicleide fell out of use. The introduction of the 
valve system also made it possible to interchange players from one instrument (brass) 
to another more easily, which had considerable bearing on amateur brass bands and 
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led to the popularization of brass instruments. One can read numerous accounts of 
amateur bands securing a complete set of these newly developed brass instruments. 
This newly found impetus developed in the amateur brass band movements of the 
United States around the 1880’s when numerous bands began re-instrumenting their 
bands. It was not a surplus of Civil War instruments that made instruments available 
(they would have been mostly the backfire type) but the availability of the new style 
valved brass instruments that made brass playing a quicker technical process in 
perfecting brass playing technique. 
The perfection of valves on brass instruments enabled composers to use the tone 
colors of the brass range of instruments and the player need not change crooks to 
enable him to change key. He was now able to play needed notes of the chromatic 
scale, thereby eliminating the necessity of frequent rests to change crooks. Three 
valves made possible a complete chromatic scale, giving freedom of modulation which 
allowed brass instrument to play the most complicated chromatic passages and 
undertake modulations into different keys with greater facility. 
 
Union Bands 
 
In the early part of the war each regiment was authorized a band. In July of 1862 a 
military order was issued that allowed military bands only at the Brigade level. Many 
regiments found means of evading the official military order and managed to keep a 
band at the regimental level. Because of this military order for bands only at the 
Brigade level, the best musicians of the regimental bands usually were transferred to 
the Brigade level, this movement of musicians improving the quality of Brigade bands 
but weakening the regimental bands. 
The primary function of a military band is for official ceremonies and for the march. 
When not fulfilling their military functions Brigade bands commonly gave concerts at 
twilight which were greatly enjoyed by the camp personal. 
Federal bands had the money and the support of the government. At least half of the 
Federal Regiments had bands when the war began. It was said that the War 
Department spent $4,000,000 a year on bands. In July of 1862 there were 618 bands 
in service. The ratio was one musician to every 41 soldiers. Most of these bands 
contained 22 pieces. Federal musicians drew higher pay than privates and after their 
concerts, the hat was passed around gaining the band extra money. The potential of 
financial gains attracted many famous civilian bands. 
There were critics that were against this excess spending on bands and numerous 
critical protests ended regimental bands, thereafter only brigades had official bands, 
consisting of only 16 musicians. (Most confederate bands had but 3 or 4 pieces and 
these musicians received no such handsome treatment as Federal musicians.) 
 
Confederate Bands 
 
Opposite to the numerously mentioned Federal bands during the Civil War, 
references to Confederate bands are few. The lack of confederate bands probably is 
due to a lack of trained southern musicians, a lack of brass instruments in the south, 
and the necessity of troops to increase the smaller number of confederate troops in 
the front line units. There was music in the regiments but it was in the form of glee 
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clubs, violinists, guitarists and banjoists. Many confederate units had little or no 
music. The great difficulty in getting instruments and the lack of trained musicians 
made it almost impossible to ascertain the exact number and the instrumentation in 
an average Confederate band, causing an assortment of instruments with the 
qualifications of the musicians varying widely. There was a confederate regulation 
governing bands. Coming out in the year 1961-1862, this regulation stated that: 
“When it is desired to have bands of music for regiments, there will be allowed for 
each, 16 privates to act as musicians, in addition to the chief musician authorized by 
law, provided, the total number of privates in the regiments, including the band, does 
not exceed the legal standard.” 
Confederate bandsmen, like their counterpart in the Union forces, were usually 
assigned to assist the regimental surgeon behind the lines. In the book “The color 
guard” by Hosmer, he states: 
“The ambulance corps is made up largely of the musicians; but music? We never 
hear it now, not even the drum and fife. It is too stern a time for that.” 
Hosmer quotes a drummer by the name of Cripps describing an improvisory  
technique of the fife players, a sort of ‘jazz’ type improvisory/variation playing 
technique: 
“Some on ‘em play plain, and some on ‘em put in the fancy touches; but I kind o’ hate 
to see a man flourish. Why can’t he play straight, without filling up his tunes?” 
Cripps also describes what a good drummer was during the Civil War: 
“Now, Hodge alone can make as much noise as all the rest on we put together. Its 
astonishin,’ but some of these fellows can’t strike right. ‘Taint no drummin’ to hit 
with the sticks all over the head: you ought to hit right in the middle. A tip-top 
drummer won’t vary more’n two or three inches from both his sticks, hittin’ right in 
the middle of the head. I know Hodge well enough - a stout, straight boy, I have 
noticed the fine rhythm of his almost invisible sticks, and the measured, vigorous 
cadence of his feet as he beats time.” 
The Louisiana Battalion of Washington Artillery brought with them to Richmond the 
J. V. Gessner Brass Band from New Orleans as their band. It consisted of: J.V. 
Gessner-leader, T. Gutzler, Ch. W. Struve, J. Arnold, Jno. Deutsh, Jno. Geches, Peter 
Trum, Jno. Lorba, Thos. Kostmel, J.H. Sporer, Charles Meir with buglers 
F.P.Villanvasana and J. Kingslow. Upon arriving in Richmond the procedure 
followed by the band is described: 
“We were now marched in a comfortable frame of mind through the streets of 
Richmond, led on by the exhilarating notes of Gessner’s Brass Band, which 
accompanied us from New Orleans, and we spread any of the Confederate or holiday 
troops.” 
 
Brass Band Repertoire 
 
Military and patriotic songs made up the majority of music played by the service 
bands during the war. There was a controversy whether band concerts should include 
martial music. It was asked, ‘should programs be made up largely of operatic airs and 
dance tunes or should they contain mostly patriotic and martial music?’ Martial 
music usually won out but by 1864 band programs at concerts were better balanced. 
One band program included the following: 
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“A Grand March, Quickstep “Queen of roses’, overture from ‘Zanetta’, bolero from 
‘The Sicilian Vespers’, Quadrille of Strauss, a Polka and a medley of patriotic airs.” 
Some of the popular tittles were: “love not’, Katy Darling’, ‘Annie Laurie’, ‘Ain’t 
You glad to Get Out of the wilderness’, ‘Pop goes the Weasel’, ‘Starry Flay’, ‘Old 
folks at Home’, ‘My Old Kentucky Home’, ‘The Girl I Left Behind Me’, ‘Midnight 
Hour’, ‘Gay and Happy Still, and ‘Someone to Love’. 
Also, there were the transcriptions from the classics: selection from Bohemian Girl, 
Maritana, and an American Overture. Dodworth’s band concert in New York 
presented the following concert: 
Quickstep  - ‘Thou Art Far Away’, Finale of La Traviate, Fantasie on ‘Un belle in 
Maschere’ by Verdi and Miserere from Il Trovatore.” 
One of Patrick Gilmore’s first promenade concert in New Orleans on January 26, 
1864: 
‘Grand March of Bellini’, ‘Waltz & Song’, ‘Robin Ruffand’, ‘Louisiana Belles’ 
Lambert (Gilmore’ pen name) ‘The Soldiers Return March’ including ‘when Johnny 
Comes Marching Home’, composed by Patrick Gilmore. 
 
Forming a Confederate Band 
 
Many civilian bands joined the army as a group. Other bands were formed by finding 
individual musicians to form a band. A civil War veteran in his weekly column in the 
Thibodaux Sentinel describes the forming of a confederate Civil War band. 
“When, in the autumn of 1861, the 18th Louisiana Regiment was encamped near 
Carrollton, and being disciplined by the gallant Colonel Mouton, preparatory to the 
hardships and trials which feature campaigns might develop. It was thought 
necessary to complete the organization of the regiment, to have a band of music. Such 
an institution was considered of immense importance at dress parades, tattoos, etc. 
more especially when our lady friends paid a visit to our camps, and we desired to 
impress upon their minds that we were strangers to sadness and melancholy. 
Accordingly, a complete corps of performers were detailed, instruments purchased, a 
set of tents, of the peculiar colors that rendered Jacob’s cattle famous l   procured, 
and a space of ground not apart for their private camp. 
Then came the practicing which was carried on all day long, until the birds in the 
adjacent woods, astonished at the variety of music that echoed their merry songs, 
remained mute with wonder. 
Remember nothing more productive of kind and sympathetic feelings, or better on 
loulated to soothe the angry passions then to be in the midst of a newly organized 
band of musicians, whilst each one is practicing his own tune according to his own 
time and notion, unless it was, in ante bellum times, on some well regulated 
plantation, the melodious responses of half a hundred hungry mules to the sound of a 
dinner bell. 
Our Major, whose musical qualities were well known, had the pleasure of seeing them 
fully appreciated by an appointment to take special charge of the discipline and 
organization of the band, and he often was noticed in the afternoon to extend himself 
on the grassy lawn in the shade of a moss covered oak, during the practicing hours of 
his performers, smoking his cigarette, and amusing himself in the perusal of the 
illuminated and interesting pages of one of Hardee’s best novels. 
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Among the numerous instruments was an immense drum - the pride of its owner, the 
pet of the band, and a most complete piece of astonishment to the little boys of 
Carrollton whose ecstasies knew no bounds when they saw the big drum stick come 
down on it with a bang, and when they had succeeded in walking entirely around it, 
they ran home to inform their mammas of the extraordinary feat of pedestrianism 
which they had accomplished. 
However daily improvement was perceptible, and by diet of hard practice, the band 
made its appearance at dress parade, played retreat, tattoo, etc., and were rapidly 
acquiring a sonorous reputation among the men in camp. 
Everything was progressing finely until Brig. General Ruggles, who was placed in 
command over us, gave an order to have dress parade at 8 o’clock A.M. instated of 
sunset, as had been our custom. This brought the dew upon our musicians’ shoes and 
grief into their hearts, and it was thenceforth easy to perceive that the pride and 
ambition that had so nobly borne them up, had received a shock from which it would 
hardly recover. Orders to play at reveille was another source of dissatisfaction to our 
performers that produced anything but joy in their little camp. However all their 
little troubles were forgotten in the excitement occasioned by our movement to 
Corinth, where for a month the regiment was on picket duty near Pittsburg landing, 
whilst our musicians had as easy time in camp, but the blundy of Shiloh arrived, and 
when the regiment moved forward in line, they held their proper position. No 
particular attention would have been bestowed upon the band during the day, had it 
not been for the restless and uneasy disposition of the big drum which was perceptible 
to every one. 
Twice it had been violently thrown down in front of its owner as a bulwark to protect 
him from a shell that was supposed to be directed at his devoted head, and this part of 
the performance being so different from any of the duties previously required of it, 
that it became sullen and barely responded to the pounding of the drumstick. Finally 
a shell came whistling through the air, and exploded near by with a thundering noise, 
so enraged our big drum that it broke loose from the owner, and turning around 
chased him to the bottom of the ravine with a speed that would have been gratifying 
to an advocate of pedestrianism as one of the fine arts. But the big drum never caught 
him, and there in the bottom of that ravine were heard the aspiring strains of the 
band of the 18th Louisiana regiment. 
Many spasmodic efforts were made to resurrect the old, or organize a new band, but 
three little drums was the utmost ever attained in that direction. 
In 1863, on our return from Natchitoches, we were encamped in the Piney Woods 
west of Alexandria, at which place the 1st Louisiana Battalion was attached in our 
Brigade. One evening some one invited me to go over to their dress parade as they 
had a band of music. Since our former major had left, I felt it incumbent on myself to 
pay some attention to the musical department of the army, as my musical abilities 
were considered by our friends almost equal to those for which he was famous, and 
accordingly I went. 
The Battalion was in line in an old cornfield, and not until the command to ‘beat off’ 
was heard, was the band perceived coming out of a fence corner. 
The number of performers was three, one 5 feet high had a little drum upon which he 
rolled his sticks with a most extraordinary rapidity, the music resembling peas 
poured upon loose clapboards. On his left was a long legged six footer - the happy 
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owner of a fife. A pig under a gate and a cat with caudel extremity caught in a trap 
door, would give an idea of the sounds of harmony that were blown out of that 
wonderful instrument. The third six and a half feet high, carried a half brother to our 
big drum, and the idea I formed of him, was, that he was a Yankee in disguise, sent 
into our lines under a contract to smash in the head of every drum in the 
confederacy. During the trip to the LaFourche country this band disappeared, and 
even after peace, tranquillity and decorum, minus three small drums, reigned 
triumphantly about the camps of the glorious old 18th Louisiana.” 
Unlike other southern cities, new Orleans was occupied by Federal forces almost the 
entire war. There were approximately thirty federal bands in and surrounding New 
Orleans during the war. The famous American bandmaster, Patrick Gilmore, was in 
charge of these bands. 
Gilmore’s earlier war duties in the North included training bands for the Union 
forces. These duties were cut short when he chose to accompany two of his personally 
trained bands to New Orleans. General Nathaniel Banks, commander of the Dept. of 
the Gulf, was quick to realize the potential and magnetism of Patrick Gilmore, asked 
him to remain in New Orleans and take charge of all the bands under his command. 
Gilmore, having been given a full rein of authority, initiated an idea that he had been 
working on while in the North. Gilmore organized a special band and put on a series 
of promenade concerts in New Orleans. *These ‘promenade’ concerts were very 
popular in the North since around 1856.) Gilmore invited to these concerts, the 
leading confederate families. These concerts became very popular and were well 
attended and received, being held in Layfette Park. 
New Orleans was the site of the first Grand Jubilee monster concert given by 
Gilmore in 1964, five years before the national peace Jubilee in Boston in 1969. 
Gilmore’s New Orleans Grand National concert was given for the occasion of 
Michael Hahn’s inauguration tot he governorship of the State, Gilmore assembled 
300 musicians and 500 school children: 
“The Grand national concert started with the Star Spangled Banner, followed by 
America and the Union forever. The 500 children of New Orleans sang with unbound 
enthusiasm, each child waving a tiny American flag held in the hand. The band played 
spiritedly, 70 cornets screamed above the brass chorus of 50 altos, 50 baritones and 
40 bases. 50 snare drums rattled like musketry and 35 bass drums boomed like 
artillery. 
The final number and the climax of the program was hail Columbia. Gilmore worked 
his magic on the great band and on the immense chorus of child voices and the 
thousands of listeners were caught in this magic spell. Piling effect upon effect during 
the final 36 beats of the music, Gilmore fired by electric button, from the podium, 36 
cannons, each tremendous booms in time as he directed the music in maestro's 
tempo. As the cannons began booming, the bells from the churches and cathedrals of 
the city began pealing wildly. The combined effect was breath-taking and awe-
inspiring. Frenzied and prolonged applause greeted the fiery band master as he 
bowed and bowed to the huge audience.” (Bands of America - Schwartz). 
Thus was New Orleans’s early introduction to brass bands from the North. The city 
became a haven for brass bands. The occupation of New Orleans by the Federal 
forces and their bands was a large influence on the city and its musical future. The 
various Federal bands stationed in the city were very active in their military 
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ceremonies, furthering and reinforcing the already festive atmosphere of the city. 
Gilmore returned to Boston in 1865, leaving the city a heritage of great band music. 
It was from this brass band heritage that jazz built a firm background. Once the 
military bands left after the war, their place was taken by the benevolent societies and 
the Catholic Church. See article on St. Thomas Catholic Church in the ‘Deep Delta’ 
magazine published by the Plaquemines Genealogical society). The Catholic church 
celebrated a number of church holidays and annual ceremonies including the Way of 
the Cross, Novenas, Holy Days and weekly religious services such as high mass, 
funerals, weddings, etc./ These ceremonies took the place of the military reviews 
missing since the end of the war. Most every town in Louisiana contained a Catholic 
church as the population of the New Orleans area was highly Catholic. 
There is a strong correlation between the Louisiana brass bands since the Civil War 
to early jazz. While there were marching bands in New Orleans before the Federal 
occupation, it was the military marching bands that created an additional impetus for 
the continued marching tradition in New Orleans. 
One of the strongest correlation’s between the military marching band and jazz is 
between the rhythms of the two styles. The jazz rhythm section evolved from the 
early marching band’s rhythm section. The rhythm section, as part of the marching 
band, proceeded directly from the street to the bandstand. The marching band 
became the band that played for dancing. The march was, in fact, an important part 
of the dance repertoire of the Civil War era. 
The marching drum part, especially the 4/4 March had the bass drum hitting on 1 
and 3, the snare hitting on 2 and 4. In early jazz, if we use duple meter (4/4 or 24), we 
have in reality the jazz beat. Both in jazz and the military march the beat is most 
important. The early jazz there is a heavy beat on 2 and 4. 
An important point: there were many more bands in the Louisiana parishes than just 
black plantation bands. Example: In Plaquemines parish around 1890, there were at 
least fifteen or so white brass bands playing and approximately ten black bands that 
were active. In the parishes of Jefferson, St. James, St. Johns, Lafourche and other 
surrounding parishes there must have been, during the latter part of the 19th century, 
over a hundred bands playing. All of them having easy traveling access to New 
Orleans. Most of these bands were in existence as early as 1880, some appearing as 
early as the year after the Civil War. These bands were not just on the plantations but 
in the many small settlements like those in Plaquemines parish, which contained both 
white and black musicians, usually not in the same band. 
There was close contact between the city and parish musicians. As early as 1864 there 
were bands from New Orleans playing in the parishes. There were many excursions, 
beginning in New Orleans (both Black and white), to the parishes and vice versa. The 
surrounding area of New Orleans was like a spoked wheel - New Orleans being the 
hub of this wheel, drawing to the center from all surrounding areas, brass bands of 
various sizes and instrumentation. 
We might add that most of these brass bands had within them, what was called a 
string band. Many times it was this string band that played for dances. Bands were 
known as “brass and string bands such as the Pelican String and Brass Band. 
 
The Piano in the New Orleans Jazz ensemble 
by 
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Frank Gillis 
March/April, 1955 
 
Such questions as where and when the first jazz piano was included in the New 
Orleans Jazz ensemble, and under what circumstances the piano came to be included, 
are interesting, provocative, and, at the same time, quite speculative. There is little 
doubt that the piano joined the jazz triumvirate, i.e., the cornet, clarinet and 
trombone, in the first city of jazz, New Orleans. It is hoped that how and why this 
took place will be brought out in the following paragraphs on the jazz pianist and the 
piano. 
One of the first “hot” pianists mentioned is Freddy Landry who worked, in the 
1880’s, with Claiborne Williams as a trombonist in his St. Joseph Brass Band and as a 
pianist when that unit played for dances. Another pianist who worked with a 
marching band when it played for dances the famous Tony Jackson. Both Bunk 
Johnson and Roy Carew mention the fact that Tony was an orchestral pianist (with 
Adam Olivier?) by 1894. Other pianists who supposedly worked with marching band 
units, thus bearing out the theory that the piano entered the scene when the “hot” 
bands played for social dancing, are Steve Lewis, who was employed in the Olympia 
Band, and Manuel Manetta, with the tuxedo Band. Such pianists as Richard M. 
Jones, Frankie Haynie, Buddy Christian, Black Pete, Arthur Campbell and Kirk 
Tripiana may have also worked, at one time or another, “inisde” with the marching 
band dance groups. 
If the piano did make its first appearance with the parade and funeral bands when 
they played for dances and parties, certainly it increased in efficiency and popularity 
in the orchestras which sprung up so prominently in the Storyville district after 
1910.This was the territory and these were the times which nurtured such early jazz 
pianists as Steve Lewis, Buddy Christian, Richard M. Jones, Arthur Campbell, Henry 
Ragas and many others, working in such spots as Billy Phillips’ 101 Ranch (after 
1913, the 102 Ranch), Pete Lala’s, The “25” Club, The Tuxedo, Frank Early’s 
Cabaret and others. 
Perhaps the most interesting aspect of this question of the piano in the jazz band is 
that which deals with the circumstances under which the piano first came to be used. 
It is necessary, here, to look at such factors as the physical characteristics of the 
piano, its natural idiom, and its role in the musical life of late nineteenth century new 
Orleans. 
The piano, invented by an Italian, Bartolommeo Christofori, c. 1711, is a versatile 
instrument. Its characteristics are such that it is capable of many nuances and 
mixtures of musical sound and its range so extensive that it exceeds that of the 
symphonic orchestra. Yet the piano has its limitations, chief among which, at least in 
the field of jazz music, is its fixed pitch. No room here for the distinctive vibratos, 
glissandi, portamenti, slurs, and other ornamentations so much a part of jazz and of 
the triumvirate which plays it. The jazz band piano’s limited volume and variety of 
tone are also weak features. 
In the musical life of New Orleans after the Civil War, the piano served such 
functions as playing solo and accompanying singers and instrumentalists in honky-
tonks and bordellos as well as drawing rooms and on the concert stage. In the early 
dance ensembles, the piano worked with strings and woodwinds and, occasionally, 
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brass instruments in the manner of traditional European art music, playing polkas, 
quadrilles, Schottisches, mazurkas, waltzes and later, marches, cakewalks and rags, in 
the Creole society orchestras almost exclusively in the downtown section. In the jazz 
idiom, such early bands as Buddy Bolden’s, the Excelsior and the Olympia, were 
classified as Uptown negro bands and played not only marches for parades and 
funerals but for dancing at picnics, lawn parties and the many dance halls. These 
units seldom used a piano and when they did it was probably subjugated to the other 
instruments. 
In pre-1900 New Orleans, there existed, concurrent with the drawing room and 
concert hall types of piano, two jazz piano styles. The St. Louis ragtime style, which 
leaned heavily upon popular music in its formative years, was art music in the sense 
that it was thought out or planned, i.e., it was composed, and it utilized and was 
governed by, in many ways, European elements and techniques. This style was 
conceived and developed largely such pianists as Scott Joplin, Louis Chauvin, and 
Tom Turpin. The other co-existing and probably earlier style of jazz piano was that 
which originated in the Gulf coast area and centered in New Orleans. This usually 
referred to as tonk or barrelhouse type, and was a spontaneously improvised folk 
expression, with popularity limited to certain social groups, which utilized the so-
called ‘blue’ notes and was modal in character. There were other differences: in the 
ragtime style, the syncopation was simple, artificial and, consequently, stiff, while in 
the blues-stomp style it was improvised, more natural and complex; the former type 
was interested in harmony and melody as such, while in the latter, these factors were 
of secondary importance and the play of contrapuntal lines was its main feature. It 
was the fusion of these two styles, with predominant elements from the blues-stomp 
type, which gave birth to the true jazz piano style. (And inasmuch as Jelly Roll was 
one of the first and one of the most successful to blend the stylistic elements from 
these two types of jazz piano, he might well be, in a very loose sense, the inventor of at 
least piano jazz. In the Library of congress recordings, his two versions of “Maple 
Leaf Rag”, in the “St. Louis style” and the Jelly Roll “transformation,” in fact all the 
selections in Album No. 6, point out the different types of blues-stomp-ragtime styles 
prevailing in New Orleans in the first decade of the twentieth century and Jelly Roll’s 
deep knowledge and understanding of all these various kinds of “hot” piano). 
From all this, it would seem that the ragtime pianist was too polished and not 
basically compatible with the primitive sound of the early marching band which was 
much closer in spirit to the blues-stomp style of piano. They were built on two entirely 
different concepts and if any solo pianist was to be included in the early dance 
ensembles, a blues pianist would be the logical choice. 
Just how did the piano come to enter the first jazz units? There are, of course, many 
theories. It is possible that the piano did not become a prominent feature in dancing 
and entertaining units until the post-1910 Storyville era, when, for economic reasons, 
it replaced the guitar and bass. But this seems to be quite late when we consider that 
there are pianists who are known to have worked with marching band groups before 
1900. An earlier possibility is one in which the piano joined the marching band where 
it was needed to support the harmony and rhythm carried by the string bass and 
guitar (the harpsichord served a similar function in the baroque musical ensembles). 
These latter instruments had moved into the dance halls with the marching bands. 
The string rather than the brass bass was used because it was more flexible and 
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blended well with the “inside” orchestras. The guitar, long popular in New Orleans 
because of the Spanish influence, was helpful, by playing a steady four beats to the 
measure, in sustaining the rhythm and harmony. The co-operation of these two string 
instruments resulted in the regular, even flow of rhythm on the faster tunes but one 
the slow, numbers, it was evident that the bass was weak. By including the piano as 
added rhythmic and harmonic support this difficulty was eliminated. 
It is well to consider, also that there did exist a long tradition in which the piano 
played an important part in the ensembles and dance orchestras previous to the birth 
of the jazz band. Consequently, it was only natural that a pianist would be considered 
when the marching bands were hired to play for parties and dances. All that was 
needed was : the piano, and these, if they were to be found in the early dance halls, 
were undoubtedly in pretty bad condition; the pianist, who, because he was little in 
demand, was quite scarce; and a concept of the legitimate function of a pianist filling 
in with a marching band playing for dancing. 
All this considered, there is no one answer as to when and under what circumstances 
the piano came to find its place in the jazz ensemble. Many factors not only musical, 
but social and economic as well, played a long and important part in a lengthy and 
natural process. It developed together with and similar to the jazz band of which it 
became a vital part and in which it seemingly was destined to play an important role. 
An excellent picture of the various trends and techniques employed in the early 
development of the piano in the New Orleans jazz ensemble can be received from a 
careful listening to the various sides which Bunk Johnson recorded occasionally 
without piano, and comparing with those which often included either Walter Decou 
or Alton Purnell. The culmination of the development  is evident in such excellent, 
recorded examples as: Henry Ragas with the original Dixieland Jazz Band; Arthur 
Campbell with the Keppard Jazz Cardinals; Jelly Roll Morton with his Red Hot 
Peppers; and Jess Stacy with Bob Crosby’s Bobcats. 
 
 
Chris Kelly 
Blues King of New Orleans Jazz 
by 
Karl Koenig, Phd 
Spring, 1983 
 
Chris Kelly was born on the Deer Range Plantation in March of 1885. (This date is 
according to the Plaquemines Parish census of 1900), which would have made him 15 
years old at the time of the census. 
Kelly is prominently associated with a number of early jazz musicians that included: 
Jim Robinson, Emile Barnes, George Lewis and many, many others. Chris was a 
pupil of Professor James Humphrey, playing 1st cornet in the Magnolia Eclipse Brass 
Band a few miles down the Mississippi River from Deer Range and 2nd cornet in the 
Deer Range Plantation Brass Band. 
Chris was big and strong for his age, working as a field hand when he was still a boy. 
His brother Ben was taking trombone lessons and Chris would try to play his 
brother’s horn when Ben was out working in the fields. Chris began taking lessons 
when he was about sixteen years old, joining the Magnolia Band around 1901. He was 
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married around 1922, and served in the U. S. Army during the First World War, 
entering on August 31, 1918 and being discharged on January 3, 1919. His 201 Army 
file states: 
“Date of birth - Oct. 19th, 1890 (a different date than the 1900 census). Home address 
- 1327 St. Ann Street, New Orleans, La. 50th Co. 161 Depot Brigade, Camp Grant, 
Illinois. 812 Pioneer Infantry, Camp Grant, Illinois. Discharge: Camp Beauregard, 
La. Rank of Private. Army number - 3-762-336.” 
Most of the musicians from the lower River plantations came to New Orleans around 
1913 to 1915, leaving the area just before the big hurricane struck in 1915. When 
asked about the exodus prior to the hurricane Ben Turner said: 
“Yeh, a lot of the fellows left. They had to leave. There was no work around here. The 
Governor (Warmoth-owner of Magnolia Plantation) had some bad years and he 
didn’t have much work for them. They had to make a living so they and their families 
moved to New Orleans. I left too - went to New Orleans and got work.” 
Plaquemines Parish was noted for its problems with the weather. From 1900 to 1915 
there were floods, which brought with them disease to both humans and to live stock. 
Many of the plantations had to be mortgaged to have enough money to continue 
operations. Many borrowed just to make it to the next crop. 
In the 1915 hurricane, Deer Range Plantation was completely covered by the waters, 
its productivity stalled by the destructive powers of the storm. The weather, plus the 
fact that Magnolia and Deer Range were beginning to plant rice instead of sugar 
cane, added to the exodus of workers to New Orleans. Harrison Barnes tried to work 
in the rice fields. He spoke of how he didn’t like working in the rain in the rice fields 
and quit, leaving with his family for New Orleans. Chris’s father, Oliver Kelly, moved 
his wife and 8 children to New Orleans around this time, leaving Deer Range before 
the hurricane of 1915. 
Chris’s early musical training is described by his older brother Ben: 
“Chris began to play music when he was around 20. (Some reports say he was around 
16). He started on the cornet. He learned rapidly. He had brains. Chris was a 
‘number one’ reader. He could sight read anything. Chris could play from music in 
his string band. All the bands down there (down the river from New Orleans) were 
taught strictly by music.” 
Willie Parker, who grew up on the other side of the Mississippi River from Deer 
Range around St. Sophie (now Phoenix) knew Chris in the country. He relates: 
“He’s my home boy - yeah. I played with Chris. Chris is from Deer Range. Yeah he 
used mutes. Used them on different tunes; waltzes, schottische. Sometimes some of 
them would take a derby, you know, put over the bell. They move it with their hands. 
They’d hold it over there and work it backwards and forwards. Then they bought 
mutes afterwards.” 
Isaiah Morgan also talks about Chris’s playing ability. He had worked with Chris in 
Labor Day parades:  
“Chris Kelly had very little trouble with any of the numbers, as he is a good ear man 
and can usually play a harmony to a lead at first hearing.” 
Chris was very well liked in New Orleans and in the country. He was well known for 
his heavy drinking, but was always spoken of as one of the better cornet players, 
especially when playing the blues. His style was unique and although he made no 
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recordings, other musicians speak of the way Chris played and his technique on the 
cornet. Burke Stevenson, also of Deer Range, says: 
“Chris Kelly was a good trumpet player but had slow fingering. Chris always used a 
cornet, not a trumpet.” 
Chris’s style is best seen in his playing of “Careless Love Blues,” a song his wife, 
Edna, and his brother Ben say that Chris wrote. Ben Kelly explicitly remembers 
Chris having composed and played ‘”Careless Love.” Regardless of the authenticity 
of the composer, no one could play the song like Chris: 
“He was the only one who could play “Careless Love Blues.” Chris used a mute and 
plunger simultaneously. Chris would put a mute in the horn and a plunger on top of 
it. He played at the Young Friends Hall in Algiers. He would stick the cornet out the 
window playing “Careless Love” to draw a crowd. He had a sweet tone.” 
Jack Kelly was born to Edna and Chris Kelly on October 16th, 1923. Jack said that his 
father was in his early 40’s when he was born. (If we judge Chris’s age from Jack’s 
comment and subtract Chris’s age as in his early 40’s - say 43, it would make Chris’s 
birth date in the 1880’s) In an interview he described his father as: 
“A very strong, powerful, stocky built man, a man who really didn’t know his own 
strength. My father looked like me. He had a lot of gold in front of his mouth. He 
stood about 5 ft., 7 or 8 inches tall.” 
Jack relates the story of how Chris, on the prodding of his boss at the Marks Iron 
Works, had a strength contest with a strong man from across the river in Algiers. 
Chris picked up an 8 foot railroad iron easily above his head to win the contest. 
Chris’s son remembers him teaching Kid Howard and George ‘Kid Sheik” Colar. 
There were 2 or 3 others but Jack couldn’t place their names. He recalls that Chris 
had a lot of sheet music in the house stacked up. He doesn’t remember Chris 
practicing at home much: 
“My Dad’s playing came natural and he tried to get his students to play with 
expression and to play what they feel as well.” 
Chris was a heavy drinker and Jack recalls that Chris drank and was known at most 
of the corner bars around the city. Jack recalls how his father used to come home 
‘half-tight.’ 
“Chris [played for blacks and whites, many highly respected citizens in high State 
offices. He was a friend of Mayor Behrman and played for him many times.” 
Jack talks about his father and his relationship with Behrman: 
“Chris played mostly for whites. He was very well liked by Mayor Behrman, one time 
playing for him on a boat excursion for a week and a half and many times visiting 
Behrman at his home.” 
He also recalls that his father made from $20.00 to $25.00. When playing a request 
Chris would receive $2.00 or $3.00. He remembers a bucking contest that Chris had 
with Papa Celestin. Chris won. 
Many people have commented on how eccentric a dresser Chris was. While 
describing Chris in mostly the same interesting way, Jack only says the following: 
“Chris wasn’t’ a fancy dresser, just dressed plain, in a dark suit.” 
Jack recalls that his father played at many different kinds of musical jobs and he 
played many different locations. When asked about whether or not Chris had a 
marching band Jack stated: 
“He had his own brass band called the Chris Kelly Band.” 
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When his father died there were, as Jack recalls, eleven bands at the funeral. Jack 
thought that his mother was about 13 when she married his father: 
“They were married about a year before I was born.” 
Edward Marrero played bass with Chris Kelly and talks of his time in the Kelly 
Band: 
“At this dance the police came and arrested these Jamaicans without passports. We 
made up words to this number and called it “West Indian Blues.” It originated from 
then on. Chris Kelly featured this tune (the tune existed before but the words were 
added.) Chris Kelly - he would do so many different things with his trumpet. Mute it, 
use the derby or the rime of the derby for a mute, and put it against the wall to get 
different tones. He was really great when he played. Everybody would get happy until 
they’d fight. (They’d get high on the music). He’d play “Holler Blues,” “High 
Society,” “Pork Chop Rag” and “Ice Cream.” 
Alfred Williams also heard Chris’s playing had on people: 
“When Chris Kelly played “Careless Love” with that flusher, man it would knock 
them off their feet. People would get their kicks out of it too, to see a man playing with 
a toilet flusher.” 
Israel Gorman played clarinet/saxophone for street parades and funerals when Chris 
took a marching job, but these parades and funeral jobs were rare as Chris marched 
very sparingly, probably because he was so busy, and, those type jobs did not always 
pay well: 
“Chris had a funeral band and a brass band. Chris was a good trumpet player. They 
all had their style. When he played the place would be packed.” 
Herb Morand played with Chris on advertising jobs and speaks about Chris’s ability 
to perform on the streets as well as the dance halls: 
“I used to play with Chris Kelly in many advertising jobs and he’s known as the 
“Blues King” . . . and no band couldn’t touch him on the street. When he’d get his 
rubber flusher out and start wah-wahing the blues, that was all. He’d rum Louis, and 
then at that time people was crazy about blues in New Orleans.” 
Chris played a lot of advertising jobs because he was very popular in New Orleans 
and musicians loved to play with Chris. Sam Penn played a number of street jobs with 
Chris: 
“I like to play with Chris Kelly because he had a lot of advertising jobs in the streets. 
I worked with Chris at national Park, strictly for dancing.” 
Other musicians remember Chris playing in marching bands, tough never steadily. 
His pupil Kid Howard recalls these brass bands: 
“Chris Kelly would sometimes get together brass bands which would play in the 
rough style associated with the New Orleans brass bands of the present. The kind of 
music he would play for funerals would ‘put ‘em in the alley’ when coming back from 
the burials.” 
The term ‘put ‘em in the alley’ was a jazz term (street language) applying to blues 
meaning: really reaching the people and getting them excited. Kid Howard’s style, at 
first, was influenced by his teacher, Chris Kelly. Howard remembers that at the 
funeral of the New Orleans teacher and trombone player Dave Perkins: 
“I marched in a band at Dave Perkins funeral that included Chris Kelly . . . a get-
together band lead by trombonist Joe Harris.” 
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Papa John Joseph, the musician that is credited with first introducing harmony and 
chord playing to New Orleans musicians talks about Chris: 
“Well, they like his style, you know, jump music, jazz, they liked his style . . . He 
played pretty much open horn. He played more with mutes, mute in. He played loud I 
believe, or something like that.” 
Ben Kelly, Chris’ brother, knowing him from his younger days when he was learning 
the cornet from Professor Humphrey, also remember what he played like when he 
was still in the country: 
“Chris didn’t use mutes when he lived in the country, acquiring them after he moved 
to the city. He used a plunger to do what was called ‘preaching.’ The people like it.” 
Sidney ‘Little Jim’ Brown grew up with Chris on Deer Range Plantation and played 
in Chris’s string band in the country. He remembers also what kind of music Chris 
played in the country: 
  “Chris Kelly didn’t play blues when he was living at Deer Range, just brass band 
music.” 
Emile Barnes, the clarinetist in Chris’s band doesn’t remember Chris having a brass 
band. But others do. Punch Miller, another New Orleans trumpet player taught by 
Professor Humphrey, and with whom Chris is supposed to have been in the army 
with, remembers meeting Chris and his band while he was marching in a parade. Ben 
Kelly lists and talks about some of the members of Chris’s marching bands: 
“Chris Kelly’s band members; Kid Howard - drums (Chris later taught him trumpet 
and Howard’s style was very reminiscent of Chris’s own style), Norwood on clarinet - 
he quit playing, not too good. Chris didn’t have a clarinet player after Norwood left. 
Used trumpet, baritone, solo alto, first alto and drums. That was his brass band.” 
Both Paul and Emile Barnes played with Chris Kelly. Paul remembers that Emile and 
Chris had numerous spats which would be over ‘ in a day or two.’ He remembers 
seeing Chris at the first camp that enlisted men were taken from New Orleans, a 
camp in Little Rock, Arkansas. Paul describes Chris’s playing: 
“Chris Kelly was a good blues player. He had some made-up blues. Kelly’s favorite 
number was “Careless Love.” He played it pretty regular as they worried him for it. 
Kelly used a little brass mute and simultaneously made wah-wah’s with a plunger. 
Kelly played in the staff most of the time.” 
Paul Barbarin describes Kelly’s appearance as: 
“Chris looked a lot like Ike Robinson - Kelly had a lot of gold in his teeth, and was 
always smiling.” 
Chris Kelly was the first professional musician Albert Jiles played for. He describes 
Kelly’s band as one of the top bands in New Orleans during the twenties, others 
including Kid Rena, Punch Miller, Buddy Petit, Lee Collins, Papa Celestin and Piron. 
Albert Jiles describes his remembrances of Kelly: 
“One of the outstanding great blues trumpet players. He was really great. I still don’t 
think there’s anyone in New Orleans who could play the blues like Chris Kelly. He 
was outstanding for “Careless Love.” The greatest! Chris Kelly heard me playing 
with Lawrence Tocca’s band. At that time they had a lot of Jamaicans, who didn’t 
have any passports, living on Iberville Street and rooming houses on St. Louis and 
Marais. Chris Kelly was playing a dance on St. Louis Street and I was play on Marais 
and St. Louis with Lawrence Tocca. We played so wonderfully, we closed him up. 
Chris Kelly came round to where we were playing. He had a word for anyone - 
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“Cous.” So he said, “Cous, where are you playing tomorrow night? That was on a 
Sunday. I said I’m not playing anywhere tomorrow and he asked me to play with him 
at the Perseverance Hall at 1644 N. Villere Street. From them on I continued to play 
a good many jobs with him. He normally used just four pieces - Emile Barnes (cl.), 
Peter Pappy (banjo), and me. This was around 1923. With Chris we’d get $3.00 for 
playing a two hour advertisement and $5.00 to $6.00 for playing a dance which lasted 
about 4 hours.” 
Paul Barnes, in an interview for Eureka Magazine in 1960, recalls Chris’s style of 
cornet playing and how Kid Howard sounded like him: 
“Chris Kelly was the master of the ‘low down, drag ‘em through the alley blues.’ His 
style was in many respects the opposite of Petit’s. He used very few notes, an 
extremely blue tone and had little ‘execution.’ His tone was beautiful and he varied it 
with his lip and with a greet derby hat. Kid Howard was his pupil, and much of 
Howard’s playing on the George Lewis records reflects the Kelly style. Dede Pierce 
and Lawrence Tocca also play like Chris Kelly (the versions of “Careless Love” on 
both Folkways and American music). “Careless Love” was Kelly’s favorite tune. Both 
Emile and Paul Barnes have confirmed that Kid Howard plays very much like Kelly, 
and they also say the Louis (Armstrong) blues accompaniments occasionally sounded 
like Chris. 
All of which leads us to Kid Howard. I have read other articles suggesting that 
Howard’s ‘lip is shot’ and such. This is ridiculous. Kid is merely playing in the style 
he learned from Kelly - listen to his solos - never a clinker or a fluffed note. This is 
just the way Howard plays and Alton Purnell, who played with him for years, 
confirms that Howard does not have weak lips. If ever we have a record with Kid 
fronting his own band then we will really know what he can do.” 
When Chris came to New Orleans from the country in 1914, he secured a job at the 
Marks Iron Yard on Tchoupitoulas, between St. James and Market Streets, driving a 
wagon and working as a yard man. There are few if any photographs of Chris. 
According to his wife Edna, Chris’s appearance was: 
“A dark man, kinda flat nosed, had one red spot, on his lip, from the cornet. Always 
had a cigar butt in his mouth and he wore a derby. He was about five feet, nine inches 
tall, heavy set and always whenever you saw him, he had this cigar on one side of his 
mouth. He talked with it and everything.” 
Another description of Chris’s manner of attire is given by George Lewis, who played 
clarinet for Chris in 1927: 
“Kelly was always so raggedly dressed that surviving musicians laugh at their 
recollection of him walking down the street, elbows and knees often sticking out of 
frayed clothes. Chris would come on the job with tuxedo, a red-striped shirt, a black 
tie, a brown derby, and a tan shoe and a black shoe. What ever he picked up in the 
house when he left, that’s what he wore.” 
Danny Barker recalled that George Lewis affectionately called Chris ‘my rag man.’ 
Chris was the most liked among all the colored people in New Orleans and Sam 
Charters description of Chris is similar to George Lewis’s: 
“When on the job he dressed in overalls and a tuxedo jacket. He would sit in the band 
and develop simple blues phrases into an intense outburst of emotion. He played with 
a melodic supplement and an inclusive attack that influenced many of the younger 

 



90 
 

musicians . . . He was easy going, hard drinking, one of the greatest and best liked 
musicians in the city.” 
Ike Robinson also describes Chris’s physical appearance, much the same as Edna 
Kelly described him (also the way Sam Charters did.) 
“Chris Kelly was a dark brown-skinned fellow who didn’t dress very well.” 
Kelly was well liked not only for his disposition but he would take care of his men. 
Paul Barbarin tells of how Chris saved his life on one occasion: 
“At a picnic held by Chris Kelly’s boss, who operated a lumber yard, Chris’s band, 
including Barbarin, was furnishing the music. A woman was flirtatiously winking at 
Barbarin. Her escort discovered her perfidy and became very angry, whereupon she 
blamed Barbarin who says he was completely innocent. The escort threatened 
Barbarin but Chris Kelly pulled out a gun and told the man Barbarin had trouble 
with his eyes and had to blink. Until that time I hadn’t blinked but I began. The 
situation was settled without violence.” 
There were many dances during the early 20th century in New Orleans. There were 
many social clubs holding dances and one could go to a dance almost any night of the 
week. There was a lot of work for bands, and Chris Kelly’s band worked nearly every 
night, according to George Lewis. Lewis, although he only worked with Chris a short 
while, played more jobs with Kelly than any other trumpet player simply because 
Chris was working so frequently. 
There was a need to advertise the dances because competition was keen. Bands had 
various ways to let the people know that there was a dance and who would be playing 
for it: 
“The band played two or three numbers out on the porch to attract the public, then 
after the formal entry with banners, the dance proper would start.” 
Dances were also touted from wagons in the streets and would serve the same 
purpose as loud-speaker trucks would do twenty years later. Chris, being a heavy 
drinker, would take advantage of the many saloons the wagon would pass: 
“On advertising wagons Chris would climb down from the wagon and refresh himself 
with wine at almost every corner saloon.” 
When Chris Kelly played a dance you often couldn’t get into the hall. It was always 
crowded. In the city or the country, Chris would draw a crowd. Usually the dances 
were 25 cents and anyone could attend, not just members of the organization giving 
the dance. George Lewis tells of the band’s repertoire and Chris’ style of playing at 
these dances: 
“They played the Gettysburg March (for marching inside before the dance), Stack-O-
Lee and Jamaica; two of Kelly’s favorites. He would take about five minutes between 
numbers, people given a chance to get a drink in-between dances. Also they played 
Mr. Gallagher and Mr. Sheen, Black Snake Blues, Maryland, My Maryland, and 
other old standards. Chris played Careless Love Blues with a rubber plunger mute. 
He would squeeze it so close to the bell ‘you could barely hear the horn whisper.’ As 
for setting the band off with a swing, I don’t think anybody could do it better, not 
even Sam Morgan. Kelly kept the tempo with his heel and toe. He got that in church, 
that’s where he got that beat, just like what we used to call, ‘coonaille.’ Chris was a 
good trumpet player and the best blues player I ever heard.” 
Edna Kelly says Chris wrote “Careless Love” for her. She describes Chris playing it 
at a dance she attended: 
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“At the dance it was ‘nice and slow’ and not all this shaking craziness. Very 
respectable, a gentleman would hold a lady like a lady.” 
Edna Kelly speaks almost reverently about her husband. When asked about his 
playing she did not have the words to adequately describe her feelings. They were 
ones of adulation, the tones and warmth of her voice expressing her inner feelings of 
the man she loved. 
“Chris started down in the country. He was mostly a blues player but how he could 
play the blues! He played other things.” 
Edna was born in 1908 and was 61 years old the time of the interview. She had gone 
steady with Chris for about a year before their son was born. At first they lived at 326 
N. Robertson Street, and then moved to Villere Street. She remembers following the 
band to the dances when Chris played. She went to Economy Hall and Perseverance 
Hall. She remembers some of the personal in the band: 
“ 
Hank played bass, Louis on guitar, Ed Woods, drums, Early Humphrey on trombone, 
George Lewis, clarinet. Chris was the manager and did the hiring and firing. When 
they were asked to do a dance, Chris would sing a contract, told them how many men 
in the band and they paid accordingly.” 
When asked about what the hall was like and about the dance, she said: 
“The hall was all decorated and lit up. The bandstand was a raised platform. There 
were a number of society girls there. There were police at the dance. Chris used to do 
“Careless Love.” He wrote it but waited too long to push it and others began using it. 
The dance floor was waxed.” 
She also talks about how Chris played: 
“Yeah, he could play some music! He could play that cornet. A white man (Johnny 
Williams) played like Chris. Williams was an old man. Sheik used to play with Chris. 
He gave lessons to Kid Howard, and he tried to learn his son. Chris lied of a leaky 
heart valve. He first lived in the country. Got a piece of tin and shaped it into a horn 
and blew on it, then got a brass horn. He played in concerts in the country. He used to 
go to Rudy Dolley (a saloon) and drink wine. His favorite musicians were: Willie 
Humphrey, George Lewis and Kid Howard . . . Chris loved to play music. He liked 
slow music; night club style. Used to put mute in his horn and play the blues. His 
favorite numbers were: Careless Love, High Society, When My Dreamboat Comes 
Home, Moonlight, Goodnight Irene and Darling I am Growing Old. Everyone liked 
and loved him - everybody. He had a funeral - so long it almost reached to Esplanade 
Street. Everybody, band and people standing around his sister’s house before the 
funeral. It began to rain. Nobody left. The funeral started at St. Ann and Villere at 
Chris’s sister’s house. He came to New Orleans and was drafted. After he got out of 
the army I drafted him a few months after his discharge.” 
Other accounts of Chris Kelly dances were of a different nature and probably 
described the dance later in the evening. Many of Kelly’s dances would have the same 
ending: 
“The dance became less than respectable as the evening wore on. Chris, in fact, 
known for his ability to start fights when he played certain slow, low-down blues.” 
Early Humphrey, another musician playing with Chris’s band from time to time, and 
the grandson of Professor Humphrey, also remembers playing some of those dances: 
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“The band would often play certain provocative numbers about an hour before the 
end of the dance, in the expectation that a fight would start, the police would come 
and they could go home early. We knew what was coming when we played ‘Dirty 
M.F.’” 
Kid Howard, mentioned earlier, played a number of jobs with Chris and was a 
substitute for Chris on other jobs; many times people thought it was Chris playing, as 
Howard’s style was very much like Chris’s: 
“Chris Kelly used rubber flushers with a mute in his horn. It was very soft and very 
good. He used a little brass C. G. Conn mute. We played sometimes from the “Red 
Book of Rags.” 
Kelly was not much of a high note man. Chris used a short horn, a C. G. Conn cornet. 
(Howard never saw Chris with a trumpet). Kelly played at: Economy Hall, the 
cooperators, Perseverance Hall, New Hall, Italian Hall, Tin Roof (for whites) on 
Tchoupitoulas and Napoleon, Masonic Hall (near Bernard circle in Algiers) and in 
the country both in Louisiana and Mississippi. Chris played Careless Love in the key 
of the Eb concert (that would be F for cornet).” 
In an interview with Graham Russell in Footnote he talks about how Kid Howard 
imitated Chris Kelly: 
“Patrons would stand outside and listen to see if it was really Kelly - he had a very 
distinctive sound - before paying to enter, but Howard was able to imitate him so well 
that most times they were fooled. In fact Kelly would usually ‘do the rounds’ playing 
a few numbers with each of his bands for the night.” 
Besides playing “Careless Love” with members of Chris Kelly’s band, Kid Howard 
characterizes how Chris played it: 
“Chris used to start it with the blues, with two beats of the drum. He played first part 
open, used the mute for the Careless Love part. He had a little ‘lick’ he used to make 
on the horn to call the band together, would keep doing it over and over until he was 
ready to start off. At that time there was no union and the band was apt to be 
scattered throughout the hall. Breaks were frequent. The band used to play from 
eight to two A.M. At twelve o’clock everybody came off the bandstand for a free 
meal.” 
Ike Robinson began playing trombone for Chris when Harrison Barnes quit. He 
describes Chris’s playing: 
“Kelly didn’t play high notes. He could play harmony. Chris didn’t use music, his 
band would play only the special chorus on the stock arrangements, then they would 
improvise on that. When a humbug (a fight or disturbance) would begin at a place 
where Chris was playing he would play a low-down blues, such as “Three Sixes” to 
break up the disturbance, he had to do that many times at the Economy Hall, which 
was a rough place. Cooperators Hall was rougher.” 
Chris got few jobs from the classy places; it was hypothesized that his music was too 
rough and ‘barrelhouse.’ Kid Howard gives us another reason: 
“The common people kept Chris Kelly so busy that he didn’t often get time to play 
the ‘dicty’ classy places. In other words, money, money! First come, first serve. He 
did play white dances, though.” 
There are still people living in Chris’s Marais Street neighborhood who remember 
Chris. They freely talk about Chris but do not want their names used. An interview 
was conducted on the corner of Marais and Ursuline Streets across from Chris’s old 
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house. Present were five men of the neighborhood, three of whom knew Chris: 
“Chris Kelly lived there on the corner (pointing to 1039 Marais). He lived there until 
he died around the year 1929, Yeh, right after I was sick. He played right there, in 
back of his house, there where the playground is now. There was a dance hall there, it 
was called Economy Hall . . . Chris played there for a lot of dances and a place down 
the street a block or two away called Co-op Hall. Chris was a good player  . . . when he 
played it was a wild dance, everybody would go there. 
Before the dance he and his band used to ride the wagon, all around the 
neighborhood, even as far as downtown to Canal Street . . . Get people to come that 
way. I used to drink with Chris. Everybody liked him, but he was some strong guy. He 
played a little horn, a cornet. (I asked about if he ever played trumpet? No, never saw 
him with a trumpet. Heard him play a lot. I been living here since early 1900’s. I’m 
now over 80, maybe 85 years old. Yeh, I heard him. He was the most popular, and I 
heard him play “Careless Love.” He was the best at that.” 
Most of the trumpet players in New Orleans admired and respected Chris Kelly. Kid 
Thomas Valentine describes Chris’s musical abilities: 
“Chris Kelly had a good jazz band. Harrison Barnes played with him. Kelly could 
draw people to his job, although the place he was playing might not have had much 
business before. Kelly played blues very well, he used a rubber toilet plunger as a 
mute, he never had a good trumpet when I knew him.” 
Earl Humphrey became Chris’s right-hand man. He played with him on many jobs 
and recalled very vividly how he played. Where he played and with whom he played: 
“Chris Kelly was a good trumpet player. He had a style of his own, a wonderful tone . 
. . just played on his own style. He didn’t over do anything. Chris Kelly’s band played 
all over Louisiana - for fraternity dances, in dance halls, in what they now call 
ghettos. Negroes have dances mainly at this time of year (winter). The band played 
two or three times a week at places like Cooperators Hall, Economy Hall, the New 
Hall. Played a few outdoor lawn parties, in Irish channel, at the University (Tulane) 
and country clubs. The members of the Chris Kelly band were: Zeb Leanares - 
clarinet, Emile Barnes played in Johnny Brown’s Band (Johnny would play violin) 
and Harrison Barnes on trombone.” 
Kelly was famous for playing in bucking contests and would not run from any band in 
the area. Earl Humphrey, in another interview, explains about Kelly’s band, how he 
played the blues and how they would play a certain tune. Earl was playing with the 
Johnny Brown Band during the time that Chris was a sideman in the band. Early was 
substituting for Harrison Barnes, who couldn’t get time off because he worked a 
regular job as boiler maker for the Southern Pacific Railroad. Emile ‘Mealy’ Barnes 
was hired on clarinet because Brown wasn’t very good: 
“The other bands tried to chase Kelly, but he wouldn’t run. Chris Kelly played a 
variety of numbers in a contest; he could play a blues if he wanted the crowd to stay 
or he could play a number that would make the other band leave. He could play the 
blues better than any trumpet player in town. Lee Collins was also a blues player. 
Kelly was great in his use of the rubber plunger as a mute. He could really play 
“Going Back Home to Jamaica” (also called “West Indies Blues”) and a lot of 
barrelhouse numbers. The Kelly band had fine time-keeping drummers, Roy Evans, 
who was like Alfred Williams in his ability to keep a steady tempo. Other numbers 
Kelly featured were “Careless Love” and D.M.T. Kelly’s tone was big, like a trumpet 
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player who might be working with an opera company orchestra. Kelly didn’t ever use 
trumpet, he always played cornet . . . The Kelly band’s battery (i.e. drums) was good. 
The battery - Chester Zardis, Alex Scott and Roy Evans. On record, trumpet player 
Kid Howard is imitating Chris Kelly’s style of playing. Although Kelly would be using 
the rubber plunger, and the band would be playing softly. Alex Scott would sing. 
Sometimes when playing a blues Kelly’s band would just fade out at the end. The 
people would continue to dance, thinking they still heard the band. Kelly had plenty 
of stomps. He had the Red Book (standard high class rags) and the Green Book. Kelly 
played in a lot of keys, not limiting him and his band to just a few keys. .  Talk of 
modulation! 
Petit messed up his business the same as Chris Kelly did. Kelly would take several 
jobs for one date, split his band, adds some more musicians including amateurs and 
fills all the jobs. The customers, however, knew the members of the regular band, and 
they would not be happy to receive substitutes, so Kelly lost his work. Kelly had much 
work in New Orleans. He worked in Mobile, Montgomery and Birmingham. He 
played at Tulane University where the bands were different every Saturday night.” 
Kid Howard as previously noted, first played rums with Chris Kelly but soon was 
playing cornet. Kelly showed him how to play: 
“Chris Kelly first showed me how to blow the horn. He wrote out the C major scale 
and I learned the scales.” 
Ike Robinson knew Chris as well as anyone and gives this description of him: 
“Chris resembled me and we use to pass off as brothers. Chris was five foot, ten 
inches tall and husky. Regular jobs that the Kelly band had were at Bulls Aid and 
Pleasure Club on 8th Street. Played every Tuesday for about two seasons there. The 
place was jammed every Tuesday night. Chris Kelly was a nice fellow. He was hot-
headed but he could be cooled easily. Chris was a bit free with his money. He would 
get the deposit on jobs. The musicians had to look out for their share or Chris would 
squander it. Chris played a short cornet. His instrument was in pawn when he died. 
We made a crepe bugle and substituted it for the real instrument. I don’t know what 
Chris did with all the money he made. Three bands played for Chris’s funeral. It was 
like a carnival when Kelly was buried. He had lived on Liberty Street near where the 
Municipal auditorium is now located.” 
Howard also talked about what the Kelly band played and how Chris played: 
“Chris Kelly played blues very well, but he also played other types of tunes such as 
“Going Back to Jamaica” and “China Rag.” Early Humphrey was Chris’s right band 
man on the trombone. Kelly’s band played some solos; Kelly himself was the featured 
musician. He was especially well-known for playing “Careless Love.” He had a 
particular way to play the tune, playing a special introduction to it. Slow tunes, such 
as Careless Love were played long, except on advertising jobs.” 
Octave Crosby worked with Chris, sometimes playing piano; other times playing 
drums (a fact recalled by George Williams in an interview with Bill Russell). Crosby 
talks about Chris Kelly’s style of playing and how he played piano when playing with 
Chris: 
“I had worked with bands both on drums and piano (Crosby worked with Louis 
Dumaine on drums and then on piano. He was with Chris Kelly on piano, playing at 
the Bulls Club, 8th and Danneel.) Chris Kelly was a good trumpet player. He most 
often employed a ‘toilet’ flusher as a mute. One of his featured numbers was: “I’m 
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going Back to Jamaica” or “West Indies Blues.” Kelly was a fine blues player, one of 
his best-known features being “Careless Love.” Kelly would quite often be in contests 
for loving cups; two bands would be hired for the contest; and the one which received 
the greatest applause would be awarded the cup. 
Some of the bands I heard on advertising tricks were those of Kid Ory, Chris Kelly 
and Buddy Petit. When I played with Chris Kelly and Buddy Petit and bands like that 
I mostly played ‘vamp’ style piano, but sometimes played ‘comp’ (block chords, one 
to each beat, both hands together.) 
The trumpet player in a band would always kick off the band, but the drummer would 
sometimes play two licks on his bass drum to get the band in. The trumpet player 
would play most of the time, taking only snort lay-outs, because he wanted to feature 
himself, as trumpet players were usually the leaders. 
Early bands didn’t use piano because the bands moved around a lot. The famous 
bands of Chris Kelly, Buddy Petit and Sam Morgan didn’t have pianos; the rhythm 
section would consist of guitar, later banjo, bass and drum. 
Punch Miller, was comparable to Chris Kelly, but Kelly was the best on the blues, 
nobody beat him playing “Careless Love.” 
The personnel in Chris Kelly’s band basically was stable but would be enlarged for 
special jobs. Louis Cottrell played with the band when Chris needed more musicians 
and considered himself a regular with the band: 
“Sometimes when Chris Kelly used eight pieces he would add a pianist named Tink 
(Batiste), the 7th man would be another trumpet player. I played several jobs with 
Chris and was considered a regular member of the band. Chris used the sax when it 
came out in the latter part of the teens.” 
There was some confusion just who was playing clarinet for Chris during certain 
periods. The answer is given by Kid Howard: 
“Chris Kelly used to take more than one job on the same date and then send out 
other bands under his own name to the extra jobs.” 
George Lewis, who replaced Emile Barnes on clarinet after Barnes began to get into 
frequent arguments with Kelly and was not showing up for jobs in 1925, was Kelly’s 
clarinetist until 1927, then joining the Kid Rena Band (probably in place of George 
Boyd). Zeb Lenares most likely was Lewis’s replacement, even though Sammy Penn, 
who played in Chris Kelly’s brass band in the late 1920’s said that neither Zeb 
Lenares nor George Boyd was the regular clarinetist at the time. 
Al Jiles also expressed a similar opinion as Louis Cottrell, saying that at times Chris 
would enlarge the band: 
“The clarinetists Chris used were: George Lewis, George Boyd, Emile Barnes and 
Zeb Lenares. If maybe Chris was short of another musician such as a trombone 
player or a bassist, he would have a second clarinet player in his band, for instance, 
George Lewis and Boyd, or Zeb and Emile Barnes. Often Chris would have two jobs 
at the same time, and he would have to split the band, and he had extras for that 
reason. The trombones that played with Chris: Ambrose Powers, Brazlee, Harrison 
Barnes and Jim Robinson. Jim Robinson was the best blues trombone player. His 
solos were beautiful and he filled in without playing the lead as the young tromboners 
do who play as if the trombone were a trumpet. 
Jim had ideas of his own and always made it sound good with a real Dixieland 
trombone sound, like Harrison Barnes - Barnes played a lot of numbers by ear in 

 



96 
 

Dixieland style. New tunes did not come out often in those days, when a piece of sheet 
music would come out, the musicians who could read would play it and learn it by 
heart and then teach it to the others in the band, usually it would be the trumpet layer 
who learned it first. The other musicians could get their own ideas to the tune and all 
that would sound better than the original arranged piece, because they put their 
feelings into it. Hey, I played funerals with Chris Kelly.” 
Another way to learn a new piece of music was to listen to one of the reading bands 
and learn by ear each part. This way of learning is quoted by Charters in relation to 
members of Chris Kelly’s band: 
“Out at Milneburg, Chris Kelly’s band would listen to Sharkey Bonano’s band 
playing at Quirella’s Dance Hall, thirty yards away across the water. The clarinet 
player would nudge the trombone player, “I got my man covered, how you doin?” 
Ike Robinson played funerals and parades with Chris’s brass band, which was a 
pickup band: 
“Kelly got a lot of pick-up brass band work for funerals. The regular price for a 
funeral was three dollars per man but Chris would work for two dollars if that was all 
the money collected by friends of the deceased. Kelly’s brass band played all head 
marches, hymns, such as “What A Friend We Have in Jesus,” “Nearer My God to 
Thee.” Coming back, Kelly’s favorite was “Oh didn’t He Ramble.” His brass band 
usually had 10 to 12 men; 3 cornets, 1 clarinet, 2 drums, 2 trombones, 1 baritone and 
1 bass horn. George Hooker played baritone and there was an old tuba player from 
the Excelsior Band. Joe Howard or a brass bass would play. George Lewis played 
clarinet and Clay Jiles on bass drum. 
George Williams talks about the second cornet player Chris used and how Chris 
reduced his band on certain occasions: 
“Chris Kelly was a blues man, he played other kinds of pieces. He had Henry Red 
Allen Jr. playing second cornet with him, so Allen could play the other pieces; Kelly’s 
band played at Bulls’ every Tuesday night. Kelly, who had a very small cornet, used a 
straight mute in his horn, over which he imposed a rubber (plumber’s) flusher, he 
played all the blues, while Allen took the hot solos. When Allen left, George 
McCullum was brought into the band, later Ricard Alexis played second trumpet. 
Chris Kelly’s band (reduced in number of men) played a lot of house parties, lawn 
parties, etc. The band also played a lot of advertising jobs. Chris played slow and 
medium tempos.” 
John Casimir, who worked with Chris Kelly for a few months, remembers some of 
the musicians in Kelly’s band and where they played. Casimir played at such places as 
the San Jacinto Hall, Cooperator’s Hall and Economy Hall. The Kelly band, as 
Casimir recalled, lined up as follows: 
“Chris Kelly on cornet, Harrison Barnes playing trombone, I (Casimir) played Bb 
clarinet, George Player was on piano, Alex Scott on bass, Dave Bailey on drums, and 
an unknown banjo.” 
Kid Howard was added to Chris’s band upon occasion and remembers other players 
and instruments Chris added: 
“Kelly’s band played for everybody but mostly colored. I substituted for Kelly, Israel 
Gorman (alto sax), Henry Pajaud (tenor sax) were added when the band enlarged 
when Chris played Tuesday night at the Bull’s Club, where two or three bands would 
be playing competitively. (The Bull’s Club is now the Elks Club - near Danneel St. on 
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8th.) At Milneburg there were seven or eight bands, including Chris Kelly's’, playing 
on a given night. Kelly would have three or four jobs in one night. He would send 
other musicians to fill the engagement, appearing at only one himself although his 
name was used at all the jobs.” (Sic: Most of the leaders did this) 
Kelly’s band, as we have mentioned before, played many different jobs; from dances 
to funeral parades, to lawn parties to excursions. Edward Marrero played on a 
number of these different type jobs with Chris: 
“Kelly’s band played a variety of jobs; lawn parties, balls (dances), picnics, 
excursions, etc. They played at several of the old halls such as cooperators, Economy, 
Perseverance Hall, the old New Hall, San Souci and Artison Halls. Cooperators Hall 
earlier was known as Hopes Hall and was renamed because two (or more) societies 
merged, or took over operation of the hall together; the sporting people went to 
Cooperators Hall. The Kelly band played a Texas and Pacific Railroad excursion, 
sometimes to Donaldsonville, sometimes to Houma, and other places. The band, on 
the 1st and 15th of every month played at the Young Friends Hall in Algiers, the job 
being for the Southern Pacific Railroad, Emile Barnes on clarinet, with the Kelly 
band then.” 
Dave Bailey played drums for Chris Kelly for about 6 years. He recalls his last job 
with Chris, (there was some doubt about Bailey’s presence in the band at this time.): 
“I played with Chris Kelly about six years . . . The last job I played with Chris Kelly 
was on the Steamer S.S. Capital, in 1921.” 
Edward Marrero, along with his brother Lawrence, and Emile Barnes left the Kelly 
band at the same time. Other musicians whose names read like a roll call of early jazz, 
played with Chris. Danny Barker recalls a dance while playing with Chris: 
“His fans would rush about, seeking their love because that dance meant close 
embracing, cheek to cheek, whisperings of love, kissing and belly rubbing. The dance 
would always end in a fight by some jealous lover who was out or couldn’t be found at 
Chris’s signal. The moment the fisticuffs started, he would knock off a fast stomp that 
sounded like ‘Dippermouth Blues.’ ‘ 
Chris Kelly’s band, which included George Lewis in 1927, was well known for its 
ability to disturb the peace, which perhaps accounts for the promise he was asked to 
give before a dance: ‘to maintain good order’. Chris was extremely popular in New 
Orleans, never leaving the city for any significant period of time as he worked almost 
every night. In his short career he seems to have exemplified all that is best about 
New Orleans jazz. He is described as: 
“Playing the melody with a relaxed, easy beat, playing within the band and not on top 
of it, and above all, playing at all times with expression and emotion.” 
There were many musicians who admired Chris Kelly’s style of playing. George 
Lewis was one of these admirers, and Lewis’s own playing style shows some 
characteristics of Chris Kelly, having the same emotional qualities as Chris’s. 
Another musician who was influenced by Chris was Kid sheik Colar. Sheik Colar was 
a pupil of Chris Kelly and would bring his mouthpiece to Chris’s house, using Chris’s 
cornet for the lesson. Colar would be seen with Chris drinking in saloons many times. 
In an interview Colar says: 
“I was inspired by the bands of trumpeters; Chris Kelly, Wooden Joe Nichols, and 
Kid Rena. I admired Chris Kelly’s style and was given lessons by Chris, but I learned 
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more from lessons which I took from wooden Joe, because Kelly spent much of the 
time socializing.” 
Kelly usually played at Perseverance Hall on Villere Street for dances. The building is 
now a church. Perseverance Hall was considered to be a low-class place in the 
stratified layers of Negro society in New Orleans and Kelly probably couldn’t have 
gotten a job at the ‘’dicty’ spot like ‘Jeunes Amis Hall, the ‘Autocrat Club’ or 
‘Pythian Temple Roof Gardens.’ 
Someone once described Chris as ‘Dark in color and low on finance.’ Someone else 
said: “He was Baptist from birth and cultured in the cane-brake. Chris probably 
never gave a thought to blowing his blues in the ‘Jeunes Amis Hall’ or any other of 
the dozen classy amusement places.’ 
In the country, Chris and members of the band would play for advertising in the 
afternoon; they play for dancing until two A.M., then sit on the railroad station 
platform until morning, waiting to catch the first train back to New Orleans. When 
Chris first came to New Orleans, Harrison Barnes got him a job with the band that he 
(Barnes) was presently playing for - the Johnny Brown Band. Trumpeter Edward 
Clem had just quite the band and Harrison Barnes recommended Kelly to take his 
place. Chris was more imaginative, creative and powerful than Clem. Brown was not 
the musician who could match Chris’s musical talents. Chris soon became the most 
popular, indeed the main figure in the band. Eventually Brown, more of a showman, 
was out of place and did not remain with the band. The band hired Emile ‘Mealy’ 
Barnes to replace Brown on clarinet. Chris and Harrison stayed together until the 
night of a dance at the Equalite/Eagle Hall in Algiers in 1922. Chris arrived late for 
the job, as he had another job earlier on the S.S. Capital. Chris was now so popular 
he was taking more jobs than he could handle, even sending out substitutes to play 
jobs. Chris and Harrison argued that night. Harrison quit. Isaiah ‘Ike’ Robinson 
replaced Harrison on trombone. Robinson and ‘Mealy’ Barnes (no relation to 
Harrison) stayed more or less regularly until Chris died. 
Most of the musicians in New Orleans either played for or knew Chris. He was well 
liked and his playing attracted attention from the local musicians, especially the 
younger New Orleans musicians. Several younger trumpet players took lessons from 
Chris. One was Avery ‘Kid’ Howard. Kelly’s style of playing, while never recorded, is 
hinted at in recordings made by ‘Kid’ Howard. It is said that his playing of “Careless 
Love Blues” was very close to what Chris’s sounded like. A young Mobile cornet 
player, Cootie Williams, used to hang around the bandstand every night Chris 
played. Kelly wasn’t an influence on the white musicians locally because as George 
Lewis said:  
“Chris had a different style that they (whites) couldn’t catch on to. Something about 
the tempo, the way he set his time, the way he knocked off his beat with heel and toe.” 
Louis Armstrong was greatly influenced by Chris’s playing. Armstrong had informal 
contests with everybody in town, and Petit, Rena and Chris Kelly used to “shade” 
him. For a while Louis would just put up his horn when Chris walked in. 
Chris was never hired by the sophisticated white or Creole orchestras. One of the 
legitimate musicians, Lorenzo Tio Jr. would be seen sitting in the rear when Chris 
was rehearsing his band. Chris’s band in the twenties was a good deal rougher and 
jazzier than his contemporaries and those hearing his music from the recording 
companies did not recommend the music because of its ‘barrelhouse’ style. His music 
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was considered ‘barrelhouse’ and low-life, playing a gutbucket form of jazz, not 
sophisticated enough to be worth recording. Kelly’s band had the misfortune to be 
slightly ahead of its time, even in New Orleans, and was never recorded. New Orleans 
musicians described Kelly’s sound: 
“Well, that low-down music, more of what you would call barrelhouse music. Played 
the blues and all that rough stuff.” 
When rehearsing new songs, many times Chris would hire either Louis Dumaine or 
Harrison Brazlee to do most of the reading. Chris was a good reader but he didn’t 
enjoy reading, so he would hire someone to help the band members with new 
material. Still, the band maintained a high standard of musicianship as seen in an 
audition of a new player, Clarence Vincent: 
“Upon hiring a banjo player named Clarence Vincent in 1923, Chris played the tune 
‘Sweet Bunch of Daises’ for him in D major, then played it around in every key 
coming back to D major. Chris was always playing his favorite tunes or learning new 
ones. He added dozens of variations to the blues - Careless Love - most of them still 
standard in the city. Kelly played everywhere in town, and toured through Mississippi 
and the Gulf Coast.” 
Clarence ‘Little Dad; Vincent remembers the incident but relays it a little differently: 
“I was playing for Chris Kelly until he died. Chris was a good trumpet player too. He 
tried me out, and he carried me from G to G. After that he said, ‘you got the job, you 
can play.’ Chris was the best with the plunger.” 
After some months with the Kelly band, George Lewis quit. Chris was becoming 
more and more erratic in his habits, both in regards to his drinking and in playing 
with his bandsmen. He was spending more and more time drinking jugs of wine at the 
many saloons that counted him as a regular customer, often sending out substitutes to 
play in his place. 
 “Chris had very heavy lips and had to warm-up for about an hour before the job, but 
once his lips were set, he could play all night. Kelly didn’t make no high notes. He 
played in the normal range, stayed right in there.” 
It was probably Chris’s drinking that caused some discontent within his band and it 
created arguments between Chris and other members of the band. 
Lee Collins, a pupil of Professor Humphrey and substitute for Chris during 1927 
remembers: 
“One time when Lent was coming on and jobs were scarce for musicians during Lent 
- Chris asked me to work with his band on a date for the Bull’s Club. He had Earl 
Humphrey on trombone, little Chester Zardis on bass, Zeb Lenares - clarinet, Roy 
Evans - drums, and Lorenzo Staulz on banjo. The men wanted me to take the band 
over, but Chris got real angry with me, so I quit.” 
There were some descriptions of Kelly’s playing in a ‘cuttin’ contest by both George 
Lewis and Punch Miller; first George Lewis’s account: 
“Playing in Crowley area (about 160 miles West of New Orleans), the band met 
another band and a musical ‘battle’ occurred between the two bands. Evans Thomas 
(trumpet) could outplay Kelly in one sense because of his superior training and 
musicianship, but the country audience in town mainly wanted to hear the blues, and 
in this department Thomas was no match for Kelly, who won the contest with a 
performance of Careless Love blues with a plunger mute.” 
Punch Miller gives the following account: 
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“I recall meeting Chris Kelly in a battle of bands at Italian Hall where my band won 
over the Kelly band.” 
Ben Kelly also recalls some ‘battle royals’ with ‘Kid Rena, Sam Morgan and Chris’s 
band that would draw three or four thousand people.” 
Ike Robinson played with Kelly in some of these ‘cuttin’ or ‘buckin’ contests: 
“Kelly was a good street man, especially on advertising jobs. Band usually rode in 
trucks or wagons. Chris’s band and Kid Rena’s band met on south roman Street. The 
bands had a contest which lasted from two to five hours.” 
During the year 1929 Chris began to miss jobs. In August he played his last job. 
Chris was having trouble with swelling in his legs. He was playing a dance at 
McDonoghville School House in Gretna, across the river from New Orleans. He was 
in bad shape and could hardly walk to the dance. He had brought along two relief 
trumpet players, Kid Keifer and Kid Clayton. Ike Robinson was playing trombone 
with Frank Crump on saxophone, Pappy Son on banjo, Arnold Dupas on drums, and 
Lew Bartholomew on tuba. Kelly was feeling very weak that night and within a few 
days he was in the hospital, his legs badly swollen. He lay in bed tilted in a sitting 
position. He died on August 19th in the Algiers Naval Hospital. 
His wife Edna said he had a ‘leaking valve of the heart.’ His son Jack recalled that he 
‘took sick’ with the dropsy. Ben, Chris’s brother no doubt came closest when he said 
that Chris died of ‘over-dissipation.’ 
His wake lasted three days, with people standing in line all night to see the body. Most 
of the colored saloons in New Orleans sent a barrel of wine to the wake. Ben Turner 
was at the funeral parade: 
“Chris Kelly was a well-liked man. That funeral stretched for at least three big 
blocks. Everybody was there. Must have been 100 or more musicians playing for his 
funeral. There were crowds of thousands going to the Chalmette Cemetery.” 
Other people expressed a similar view; one said that it looked like carnival day. 
Another described the event: 
“Kelly’s funeral was a protracted and colorful event, attended by almost every 
musician in the city. There may have been as many as twenty brass bands. The body 
was laid out at Chris’s niece’s house, at St. Anna and Villere and there, hundreds of 
friends, relatives and musicians came to pay their respects.” 
Joe Avery also recalls the wake for Chris Kelly and calls Chris the greatest blues 
cornet player in the city: 
“Thirty years ago the wakes were often long and boisterous - when the greatest blues 
cornet player in the city, Chris Kelly died, still young in 1927 (actually 1929) the wake 
lasted three days, every colored saloon and dance hall where he’d played sent a barrel 
of wine and a 100 musicians played for his funeral - but the musicians are older men 
now, respectful in the presence of death.” 
Other details of the Kelly funeral is given by Ike Robinson: 
“Kelly’s cornet was in the pawn shop at the time of his death and so a crepe draped 
bugle was substituted in the coffin. In the coffin, at his head and feet, were put jugs of 
wine.” 
Kelly was about 40 years old at the time of his death and is buried in Chalmette 
National Cemetery. His wife Edna said: 
“He loved music. He could just spit music out. Looked like he just loved it; slow 
music, soft music. Played it for a natural living.” 
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Kelly’s death was an unspoken epitaph that ended a colorful era in New Orleans 
music. The blighted times of the depression were being discerned and felt around the 
city, and the many benevolent societies, with their frequent dances, parades and 
banquets, were rapidly going out of existence. Jobs decreased for musicians, who now 
found that they had to move out into the much tougher world of waterfront saloons 
and taxi dances to survive by playing music. The old life, revolving around the 
benevolent societies and their music halls, was coming to an end. No longer would 
music be a ‘natural living.’ From now on it would be a much more competitive way of 
life with ‘every man for himself.” 
The name of Chris Kelly is not as well-known as that of other early New Orleans 
jazzmen only because 1) a lack of knowledge of his contributions and, 2) a lack of 
tangible material such as written material, recordings and pictures. Chris’s 
contribution were many, not a claim to being first, but for possessing an original and 
unique style of playing, a devotion to the blues, the use of many muted sounds coming 
from his cornet and the power of his emotional, expressive playing as evidenced from 
the effect his music had on his public and other musicians. 
If a man is judged by his influence on others of his trade, then Chris would be 
considered great. While not having the schooled/refined techniques of a finished 
musician, Chris was a master of his trade. Whether it was in the streets, marching or 
playing from an advertising wagon, on the bandstand or in a funeral procession, 
playing a brass band march or wailing the blues (as no one in his time could). Chris 
was “King of the Blues” around the city of New Orleans. 
Buddy Bolden might have given jazz its early beginning, but it was Chris Kelly that 
gave jazz its maturity. His generation was the original “Second Line.” The jazz of 
Bolden could have died and been buried. It was up to his disciples to follow his lead 
and develop the rules, standards, and tradition of jazz. Kelly was in the forefront in 
this movement. 
If the way one’s art is accepted by society, then again Chris would be in the lead. 
Kelly had the most popular band in black New Orleans during the years 1920 to 
1929. He has every right to be called the “Blues King” of New Orleans Jazz. 
 
WILLIE PARKER 
by 
Karl Koenig, Phd. 
 
 
Willie Parker was born on March 4, 1875 in New Orleans. He remembered his birth 
date because he says: "It was the same day as the Fireman's Parade, 4th of March." 
Willie was raised mostly in the country (St. Sophie) by a lady called Mantier de 
Marchieand (the cake lady). His father was a brakeman on the railroad. Willie and his 
father lived in St. Sophie most of his young life (I theorize it was during the years 
from approx. 1880 to 1895 as he talks about being young and living in the country.) 
St. Sophie (now known as Phoenix) was very close to Point a la Hache and Robert 
Hingle, not only was one of Willie's teachers but also saw to it that the band received 
publicity in the "Protector." Robert Hingle was the editor of the local paper and also 
the leader of the local band. Willie didn't remember the name of the band he first 
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played in but remembered Prof. Hingle as his teacher. When asked the question - Did 
you have any musicians in your family? Willie answered: 
 
"My Daddy, sho that's how we learned, but when the Prof. Hingle, white man, would 
be teaching, I'd be at that window. I'd be at that window listenin' at everything he'd 
tell my daddy. My Daddy's a musician, my brother, my brother-in-law and them was 
all in one house. All of us in the same house. My brother-in-law played the bass, bass 
violin, you know. My brother, he played the bass tuba. My Daddy was the drummer. 
Fice, he played the guitar. Bentley Fice, he was the guitar player. 
     Yeh, everybody in the house was a musician. They had a band when I was a kid, at 
home they called - what did they call that band - not Terminal. Can't remember the 
name now. (Sic: This band was named the Springfield Brass Band). But anyhow, they 
had a 16 piece brass band. They - all the drummers went off - some died - someone 
said, "Why don't you put little Willie on drums?" That was me. We used to play out 
on the street, you known, with cans. Every night we'd be out there, field band, and 
they put me on the drum and that's where I stayed." 
 
The story of the Springfield Band begins with an announcement in the Plaquemines 
Protector that there will be a fair for the benefit of a new brass band: "Fair for 
colored brass band of St. Sophie organizing next week." 
The fair was a success and the new band - the Springfield Brass Band, begins its 
history: 
 
"St. Sophie has now a brass band. The instruments were bought last Monday, from P. 
Weirlein, New Orleans and distributed to the members Thursday." 
 
This was one of the bands that was taught by Robert Hingle. Out of this band came 
the early jazz musician, Willie Parker. The Springfield Brass Band, as was usual with 
brass bands of this era, played for all the community functions such as dances, 
parades, and the ever present country fair and picnics: 
 
"The Springfield Band of St. Sophie will give a grand picnic today on the premises of 
Mr. Jean Louis Mollere, St. Sophie. Refreshments of all kinds will be on the grounds. 
Several bands of music will be on hand. All interested in the success of this musical 
group should attend." 
 
Benevolent societies were very popular and were needed in the country as well as in 
New Orleans. The Springfield Brass Band worked closely with the Evening sons 
Benevolent Association: 
 
"Evening Sons Benevolent Association of St. Sophie - paraded the colored Springfield 
Brass Band, Mr. Jake Lawson, Pres. and Mr. Garrison Hill, leader." 
 
As with other brass bands, the personnel at times, and especially in Plaquemines 
Parish, was rather transient. It is about a year before we hear of the Springfield Band 
again. It is being reorganized and Robert Hingle, who has dropped teaching his own 
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band in Point a la Hache, probably is no longer the teacher. I theorize that it is now 
Prof. Humphrey: 
 
"The Springfield Brass Band of St. Sophie has been recently reorganized and the 
members are now progressing satisfactorily and rapidly in their playing. Within a few 
months practice under the instruction of their professor, who is a competent 
musician, they will be able to resume the lead along the several bands of this parish. 
The officers of the band are: Mr. Jake Lawson, Pres," 
 
The members of the Springfield Brass Band is also given: 
 
"Garrison Hill - cornet, leader  James Handy - tuba 
 Jake Lawson - Eb cornet   Willie Parker Jr. - snare drum 
 Willis Thomas - lst alto   Willie Parker Sr. - bass drum 
 Nathan Brooks - 2nd alto  John Smith - drum 
 Sam Hill - lst tenor   Peter Smith - saxophone 
 Jos. Moliere - 2nd tenor  Elab Tinso 
 Fils Buntly - baritone  Joe Parker 
Willie Parker, Sr. - Pres., Garrison Hill - Sec., Jake Lawson - Tres. 
 
As with the Juvenile Brass Band of Point a la Hache, the Springfield Brass Band had 
the cooperation of a boys' band in their town of St. Sophie. The personnel are listed in 
the Nov. 15, 1890 paper, and to raise money to purchase new instruments the 
Fairboys Brass Band sponsored a fair: 
 
"The Fairboys Brass Band, a colored band of Point a la Hache (actually St. Sophie) 
will give a fair at Johnson's Hall this evening. The object of the fair is to raise money 
to purchase new instruments." 
 
The Fairboys Brass Band included: Pierre Buntly, Alphonse Williams, Morris 
Fountain, Lewis Broussard, Jr., Davis Green and Sam Branch. 
The Springfield Band was responsible for most of the outdoor music in the small 
Negro community of St. Sophie in Plaquemines parish, a town just above Phoenix on 
the road to New Orleans. Members of the band, as Willie recalls, played in a smaller 
string band for small dance jobs, a band whose instrumentation included: string bass, 
guitar, drums and probably some other melody instrument. They also played in 
church on Sundays. Willie talks about music at St. Joseph's Baptist Church and other 
country churches in the Tulane interview: 
 
"Willie Parker was brought up Baptist. He was baptized at St. Joseph’s church in St. 
Sophie.  The congregation sang, sometimes there was a piano. Willie says the 
sanctified church near him had a band. He says the bass player Sidney 'Little Jim' 
Brown plays there. The rest of the church band comprises piano, drum, guitar, 
tambourine, cymbals. They have also had a saxophone. New Baptist church in 
country had an accordion players - Lamont Daughn, Santiagos-guitar, seven pieces - 
bass, trombone, drum, clarinet and Piccolo - Bab Frank." 
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There were a number of music teachers that taught in the country (Plaquemines 
Parish) including Robert Hingle and James Humphrey. Willie remembers the 
teachers. When asked did he read or play by ear in the brass bands he recalled: 
 
"Oh, read, read, we had professors. Hear me tellin' you about Professor Hingle? 
They has a fellow up here used to come home to teach. They called him Alcibead. 
(Alcibides Jeanjacques), Creole fella. Trumpet player. He used to teach down there. 
Old Humphrey used to teach. He taught all them bands down there. He come down 
there. He'd come to us maybe Sunday. He stay with us two days, then he'd go to Deer 
Range, stay 2 days them he'd go to Magnolia and stay two days. He taught all them 
bands. See at that time they had a bands at magnolia, Point a la Hache, Deer Range, 
St. Sophie, Ironton, Belair, Oakville and Jesuit Bend. All of them places had a brass 
band. And old Humphrey had all that work. He didn't charge me but two-bits." 
 
Willie was exposed to some excellent teachers and while in the country heard 
excellent musicians who were well taught by the musical standards of the time, having 
teachers like Hingle and Humphrey who we know were outstanding 
musician/teachers. Willie knew most of the musicians from around the parish 
including: Sam Morgan, Jim Robinson, etc. When asked who the musicians he had 
heard even before he started playing, he answered: 
 
"The older fellows - they all dead now. Yeah, well, I know. Let me see: Ben Cole (See 
Second Line article on Deer Range-cover is picture of Ben Cole), Dee Chandler. Ben 
Cole was the leader of the band. The Deer Range Band down in Plaquemines Parish - 
with Cole they had; Dee Chandler, Jason Herbert, Little Jim Brown, Walter. . .he's a 
bass player and 'Dude'. Dude played trombone (valve). Ben Cole played trumpet, 
brother of Cole. (Dude was Lafayette Johnson and Ben Cole's brother played drums. 
Walter's last name was Johnson). 
     Sam Morgan" He's from my home (Morgan was from Bertrandville - a small 
settlement a few miles closer to New Orleans than St. Sophie). We was raised 
together. Belair Plantation in Plaquemines Parish, 5 miles above New Orleans. My 
home is St. Sophie his home is Belair. He had a band in the country. They played 
everywhere." 
 
Willie was asked about the kind of music that the band played, whether they ever 
played by ear and if they ever played a hymn? 
 
"We played everything they play now. Played 6/8 street marches. They had funeral 
marches, 4/4 time. They had everything that they got now. Some things, some old 
pieces we'd pick up, you know, play by head." 
 
On Hymns, Willie had this to say: 
 
"Oh, a hymn? Yes, sho', like 'Sing on,' 'Gloryland,' 'Saints,' 'What A Friend We have 
in Jesus,' 'Nearer My God to Thee.' We had music for - 'Sing On,' 'Gloryland,' 
'Saints,' 'What a Friend.' Prof. Chalot gave us that - we played that by music." 
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Willie came to New Orleans to live and began playing in other bands. One of the 
earliest was a band in Fazendville - a town in St. Bernard Parish close by what is now 
called Chalmette (between Chalmette and Arabi). During the 1890-91's we find 
articles about the Chalmette Brass Band. (See books on Music of the Parishes - St. 
Bernard Parish Bands). In the March 29, 1960 interview it is stated: 
 
"After Willie came to New Orleans, he played drums in the Fazendville Band located 
in St. Bernard Parish." 
 
Willie Parker, during his musical career has played with a number of bands in New 
Orleans: 
 
"I help form the Eureka Brass Band the year of the big storm (Sic: 1915 or 1921?) 
The personnel of the band: 
 
Willie Wilson - trumpet Shepard - trombone   
Joe Parker - tuba   Zeno - trumpet   
Mullin - trombone  Art Ogle - snare 
Willie Weber - trumpet Buddy Alphones - alto horn 
Willie Wilson - baritone Willie Parker - bass drum 
 
Willie worked with George Lewis, Sam Morgan and Jim Robinson in Lincoln or 
Johnson parks - baseball parks that included dance halls to dance in after the game 
was completed - a normal procedure in those days, Jim Robinson was Willie's 
favorite trombonists: 
 
"The famous Jim Robinson - Jim Robinson is the best. He's the best we got here. 
Sonny Henry is twice the musician (reader) Robinson is, by music, you know, but 
Robinson got him both ways, with music and head work, Robinson goes out and goes 
up north, stay 5 or 6 weeks up there. He got a good orchestra too. My daddy played 
bass drum. Nephew John smith - piano/drums and Peter smith - sax/piano." 
 
Willie Parker loved playing music. He tells of one time he lost his job once because he 
did not come to work one day. Instead he played for a church excursion: 
 
"Man, I declare, I lost my job playin' on a Monday (Excursions were usually held on 
Mondays as Sunday was the Sabbath). Different Churches, you know, and they would 
hire us. What kind of dancing? Slow drag, just like they dance now. Waltzes, 
schottische, mazurkas, polkas, different pieces just like they got now. Yeah, the brass 
band played dance music. At the Fairgrounds they didn't use nothing but the brass 
band. City Park, all over, nothing but brass bands. To many people, the string band 
be too light (too soft)." 
 
The band that Willie Parker is most remembered playing with is the Terminal Brass 
Band: 
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"Terminal Brass Band - Paul Pierce, George Brashear, man Creole. Paul pierce 
played trumpet. George Brashear was the leader. We had three trumpets: Pierce, 
Brashear and man Creole. I was playing clarinet then in that band. Pierce, Brashear, 
Joe Martin and ManCreole, my brother Joe Parker, who else was in there" Yeah, 
Clem Brown and Pompey. There was the alto players, we had two altos - upright 
altos, they were brass instruments - Oh yeah, trombone player - Sonny Henry, Joe 
smith played trombone. Oh yes, Sheik O played the baritone. He played the baritone 
in the brass band and played the trombone in the orchestra . . . and my brother Joe 
played tuba. Joe Martin played snare and Man Creole played the bass drum. (Add 
Louis Rodriquez on trumpet)." 
 
Willie played with and knew a number of New Orleans musicians. His father lived in 
New Orleans with Albert Glenny, a member of the Buddy Bolden band: 
 
"I knew Albert Glenny. I was a kid. I was in the country. My father was brakeman on 
the train see, and he lived up here in New Orleans. Well, that brought all us up here. 
Well he had a great big rooming place and Albert Glenny used to room with him." 
 
Willie Parker played bass drum with the Eureka Brass Band for many years. His 
daughter, Anna Mae was the Godmother of the Eureka and recalled that they used to 
rehearse in the back yard on St. Claude Avenue. 
He played with a number of 'pick-up' bands until around 1940. His health began to 
deteriorate. In his last years, he lived on Marais Street between St. Philip and 
Dumaine, and frequently sat out on the stoop. He was taken care of by his relatives 
and some neighbors, Henry 'Pickle' Jackson, the late drummer, and Ferdinand 
Martin Jr., whose father used to play flute with Willy. 
Occasionally a school-boy would pass by Willy's stoop carrying a bass drum. Willy 
always called the boy over and beat out a few licks 'just to stay in shape." 
Willie Parker died on August 31, 1965, almost six months after his 90th birthday. 
 
NATHAN "BIG JIM" ROBINSON 
JAZZ TROMBONIST 
by 
Karl Koenig, Phd 
Winter, 1983 
 
The old trombone lay by his side as he had requested. He was lying in bed singing one 
of the great jazz songs - "The Saints Go Marching In". His hand kept the beat on the 
side of his hospital bed. He was dying, but his mind was on what he loved best - his 
kind of music - New Orleans jazz. This dying man, born on a Louisiana sugar 
plantation in the low delta area of Plaquemines Parish called Deer Range, perhaps 
thought of the long distance he had traveled - from a young bandsman and worker on 
the plantation to Carnegie Hall in New York City, Kennedy Center in Washington D. 
c., and to all the capitals of the world. 
Suddenly he stopped in the middle of a phrase of the "Saints" and sat up and began 
singing the Negro Spiritual, "We Will Understand It Better Bye and Bye". It was to 
be his last performance. 
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Thus did jazz trombonist "Big Jim" Robinson join so many other early New Orleans 
jazz musicians who were 'cut loose' from earthly performances. He did not complete 
the first chorus of the spiritual. The breath that he took for the last phrase of the 
spiritual was his last breath on earth. 
Jim Robinson was born on Deer Range Plantation, December 25th, 1890. Deer Range 
Plantation is about an hour from New Orleans some nine miles above Magnolia 
Plantation, on Route 23. Robinson was one of five children. He had three brothers, 
Sparks, Effie and Sam. He was, during his playing career, "unwilling to play for any 
length of time away from his New Orleans home." 
In an interview, Jim talks about the plantation where he was born: 
 
"All my brothers played music. My father was deacon of the church. At this time (the 
turn of the century) there were about 500 people living around Deer Range. They 
had, at my home, one of the best brass bands in the world. Percy's Grandfather 
(James Humphrey) taught that band and Magnolia's Band. They had a band at 
Oakville, located about 5 miles after you leave Belle Chasse." 
 
Jim and his fellow friends growing up on Deer Range had chances to hear music and 
bands quite frequently. He remembers hearing bands from New Orleans and even 
names of musicians he heard: 
 
"Well, they used to have band from the city. They came there and played, like the 
orchestra play like when they have little fairs and different things. 
     I'd go around and hear the bands play. Tom Albert used to come down and play 
music. Tom was playing the violin, next time he was playing trumpet. Frank Dusen 
was with him. No, Frankie did not teach music there to my knowledge. (There are 
those who have said that Duson did not read music and was unable to teach as a 
complete music teacher.) The only man who taught music down there what I knowed 
was Jim Humphrey. He's the one taught all them bands down there, Jim Humphrey." 
 
Robinson did play in dance orchestras before he joined the Army. In one interview he 
states:  
 
"My first band (dance orchestra) I played with was Isaiah Morgan. Started on guitar, 
playing chords. Professor James Humphrey used to stay at my sister's house. He used 
to show me the chords and everything. Well, he learned me a lot, took up the 
trombone in 1917 in France. They drafted me." 
 
Jim's nephew, Sidney Brown, played in a band made up of boys living on or around 
the Deer Range Plantation. He recalls this band and its personnel: 
 
"Jim and Sidney Brown played for dances in the Deer Range area, going to Buras 
and as far down the river as Pilot Town. In the band? Chris Kelly-trumpet, Sam 
Robinson-clarinet, Effie Robinson-bass, Sidney Brown-violin and Jim Robinson-
guitar. Also; Willis Porter-trombone and Walter Arnolia-drums." 
     The country fellows always figured the city fellows could beat us playing music, but 
when we came to town, we did all right." 
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While Jim did not play trombone at Deer Range in the band he did have three 
brothers who did. He talked about them and the instruments they played: 
 
"All my brothers used to play music. One played trombone (the oldest of the 
brothers-Sparks), next one (Effie) played bass and the other (Sam) played sax. I 
didn't know about saxes until the time of World War I. That's the time I first saw a 
sax. Before sax, my brother played clarinet. Sparks played with the Deer Range Band. 
Sam played with Sam Morgan. Effie also played in the Deer Range Band, and also the 
Young Morgan Band, that included: Sam Robinson, Sidney Brown, Eddie 
Pierson(bass), (Jim played guitar with the group)." 
 
During the latter part of the 19th Century and early 20th Century, there were many 
bands around Plaquemines Parish, both brass bands and string bands. There were 
also many guitar players during this time Jim recalls: 
 
"There were plenty guitar players around Deer Range. They'd play blues and 
different things, songs, some of them play chords and they could play melody, some of 
them would sing, some used a harmonica and play the guitar. Songs? 'Steamboat Bill.' 
'Casey Jones,' all them numbers were out then. There wasn't much blues then, at that 
time. Didn't nobody fool with blues that much at that time. Blues ain't been long, just 
a few years been out." 
 
The style of the times called for brass bands and string bands, both playing for the 
various affairs that used music. There was work for musicians and for the bands 
furnishing this type of music. Blues players did not earn money playing; thus, the rule 
of supply and demand warranted brass bands and string bands. The Deer Range 
Band was one of these brass bands that did find work playing for the various musical 
activities. Jim remembers the Deer Range Band playing for these affairs: 
 
"The brass band of Magnolia and Deer Range played inside dances as well as parades 
and other outside activities, they played for the various societies, organizations, etc. 
in the area." 
 
Both Jim Robinson and Chris Kelly came from the same home place - Deer Range 
Plantation. Jim knew Chris Kelly all his life. He relates: 
 
"Kelly was older, being about the same age as my brother. Sam would be 73 years old 
now. Kelly died in 1929, the same year I went to Chicago. 
     Kelly was a really nice trumpet player. He could read and play by head (i.e. by ear, 
or from memory) too. I don't know about Kelly’s youth, but Kelly and my brother 
Sam started music when they were in their 20's. Kelly started playing in magnolia 
Plantation and down there at home'. Played in a band at Junior (Junior Plantation). 
After that, he began playing in the big brass band at magnolia. He took lessons from 
Percy Humphrey's grandfather, James Humphrey." 
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Robinson, continuing, recalled the bands at both Magnolia and Deer Range and 
remembered the members of the Deer Range Band: 
 
"The Magnolia Band was led by Effie Jones, The band was a reading band. Percy's 
grandfather taught the band. When the bandsmen learned their numbers, they could 
play them anyway they wanted to - jazz them up. I was quite small at the time. There 
was also a band at Deer Range. Some members were: Walter Johnson-bass, Lafayette 
Johnson-valve trombone, Alex Taylor, Ben Cole, Earl Stevenson, Herbert Jason and 
William Stevenson-trumpets, Dan Sparks-alto horn, John Cole-solo alto horn, Joe 
Grandison-baritone, Robert Cole-snare drum, Dee Dee Taylor--bass drum and Willie 
Davis-clarinet. 
     The Deer Range Band traveled to New Orleans and played a Labor Day Parade." 
 
Robinson left the country (Deer Range) earlier than some of the other country 
musicians. He talks about this move: 
 
"I left home (Deer Range) in 1911. Went to work in New Orleans at the Southern 
pacific Steamship Company. Worked there until I was drafted into the Army. I was 
making $3.50 a day and $4.40 at night. I made $1.00 a day in the country, working in 
the fields." 
 
There are a number of variations on how Robinson began playing trombone. Perhaps 
his memory, after repeating the story so many times, began to cloud, but, in all the 
stories, he was taken off a detail of manual labor while in the army in France during 
the First World War and taught to play the trombone. One account of the story is: 
 
"But when they took me to war, they had plenty of guitar players and I figured I had 
to blow something to get by . . . My first day in France, they handed us picks and 
shovels and put us to work. It was cold and we were building roads and working in the 
mines and it was hard work. 
     That lasted two days and Willie Foster (a jazz musician from New Orleans) told me 
to cut it out and try to learn something. The next morning at reveille, we lined up for 
inspection and the lieutenant said, 'Anyone who has the spirit and wants to play in the 
band, step forward'. I couldn't move, but Willie was in back of me and gave me a 
push. They piled us in a truck and off we went to the supply camp to get some 
instruments. Willie asked me what I'd like to learn and I said I'd try the trombone. I 
always liked the trombone, ever since us kids used to sneak down to hear Kid Ory and 
Joe Oliver." 
 
Robinson had been interviewed a number of times and the story of how he began 
playing trombone probably did change a little each time it was repeated. The 
interview of 18958 was one of the first that was written down and perhaps is closest to 
the true story: 
 
"No, they drafted me. So now I come to took up trombone. The Lieutenant, he 
wanted a band for the company, and so he asked if any fellows had an idea (that) they 
wanted to take a part in music. Well, I knew I could play guitar, but I didn't fool with 
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no trombone. So they had a fellow from Napoleonville - Ernest Himes - Well, they 
were good musicians. Willie Foster well, he was from here and he was a good 
musician. So he told me, Willie say - he called me Bob - "Bob man, come on, why 
don't you take up trombone. We'll learn you how to play.' I say, 'Oh man, I don't 
want to fool with nothing like that." he say, "Man listen, you see they done took the 
rifles from us? Now listen: You got a shovel and you got a pick; now you got to 
handle both them things. You got to dig a hole and got to shovel all that dirt out of 
there.' I say, "Man, that sure is true,' So I looks every day - and we had them army 
shoes, you know, light shoes. They, (the band) didn't have to work hard then. 
     The band just go to the YMCA everyday and rehearse, you see. So next morning 
when they called the roll, understand, I stepped on out too. I just took a chance. 'All 
right, Robinson, you want to play trombone?', the Lt. said." 
 
Thus started the illustrious career of one of the great trombonists in jazz, a 
trombonist that so many later players used as a model for their style. In France, 
Ernest Himes and Willie Foster proceeded to introduce Robinson to the trombone 
and help him learn the instrument. Robinson continues his narrative of how he first 
began playing trombone: 
 
"Well, the Lt., he gives me a brand new Conn trombone. So Ernest took it and put it 
together you now, but I could fill it up, you understand. Well, everyday - so after - 
they had a fellow was working with the band, had been there about 3 or 4 weeks and 
he couldn't even full his horn up. (The term 'full up is referring to getting a full-
rounded trombone tone, without an airy or raspy tone.) Everyday Ernest would take 
me and him both behind the hill and - blowing the trombone and Ernest would have 
his hand and show me how to put the positions, and after that, say in about 2 weeks 
time, I started running my scales." 
 
Willie Foster helped Robinson learn the pieces he needed to know. Foster would play 
a song on the violin and Jim would repeat it on the trombone and would vamp with 
Willie. This helped Jim learned to improvise. Jim, while in France, began playing in a 
jazz band that included another trombone player. About this early experience Jim 
states: 
 
"They had both of us together, playing in a jazz band, but he just confused me 
because he couldn't play nothing by 'making' (all that harmony) (Jim's terminology - 
'makin' - he means improvising a trombone part that would fit with the other horns.) 
So Lt. Lyons said, "Well, I think the best we got to put this fellow back in the big band 
and let Jim play by himself in the small band. After that look to me that thing 
(trombone) just come to me over night. My whole heart and mind had got to it. In 
three weeks we were going all over France playing for the Lt.’s. and for buck 
privates." 
 
Robinson returned from France after having spent 18 months there. Perhaps because 
he felt inadequate having just played trombone since he had been in France, Jim did 
not play his trombone in public for almost a year. His friend, Chris Kelly, asked him 
to resume playing a number of times, but Jim would not. He was playing at his sister's 
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house with the Pianola, perhaps working on his technique and improvising. Jim's 
house was directly next to Economy Hall, his balcony overlooked the Hall. He could 
hear the great bands that played there: 
 
"I heard Buddy Petit, Sam Morgan, Kid Rena, Mutt Carey, Kid Punch Miller, and 
many others. They had dances at Economy Hall every Sunday and Monday nights, 
and sometimes during the week, various societies gave banquets every Monday 
afternoon; at which a band would play." 
 
Robinson, during this time, had a chance to hear many great trombone players 
around New Orleans. The players he especially liked were: 
 
"Harrison Barnes, Yank Johnson, Buddy Johnson, Vic Gaspard, Sonny Henry, 
Ernest Kelly, George Filhe and Eddie Vincent. I didn't try to follow anybody's style, 
just made up my own style." 
 
Jim does mention that there were a few trombonists that played around New Orleans 
who were more capable than he was: 
 
"Morris French, George Washington and Eddie Morris were playing a lot more 
trombone than I was when I came out of the Army. (Robinson, becoming inspired by 
those he heard around him began playing again). When I started again, I passed 
them, because I was in fast company. I listened to Barnes, the Johnson's and others 
and try to profit from what I heard. I substituted for Harrison as often as twice a 
week with Chris Kelly. Because others in that band were better, they pulled me along 
with them." 
 
The valve trombone was used during the early development of New Orleans brass 
bands. Jim mentions some of the valve trombonists he knew: 
 
"The valve trombone players I knew of were: Grandison, Lafayette (Johnson) and a 
guy named Dude." 
 
Robinson, known not only for his musicianship but his showmanship related to Jazz 
historian Bill Russell that he once lacked the confidence to become a performer but 
changed his mind: 
 
"When I came back here, I tell you the truth, babe, where I lived on Marais Street by 
the Economy Hall the trombone players played so much I could sit on my back porch 
at night and see the musicians on the stand playing. And I came back and I put down 
my horn. Then I said, 'You go back and play, pick up your horn'. I say, 'There's much 
more improvement that you can make." 
 
In early jazz the trombone part supported the band both rhythmically and 
harmonically. As played by Robinson, the trombone bridged the gaps between 
phrases, his rhythmic playing, driving the pulse of the beat with the use of 
syncopation and playing on top of the beat, weaved in and out of the complex 
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polyphonic improvising of the ensemble. Both his interpretation and showmanship 
made Robinson a star, even though the trombone was a subordinate to the cornet in 
leadership of the jazz ensemble. Playing in the older style which delegated the 
trombone to playing more counter-melody, players like Jim made the trombone also 
a solo instrument: 
 
"In those days, trombones never played solo, trombones always played only side 
melody. Nowadays, if you don't play lead, people say they can't use you. But I'd 
rather play that old style than play the new style. When I get a trumpet player, he 
plays that melody and I can play what I want." 
 
Robinson was asked about early jazz style and expressed the opinion that there were 
two styles of playing trombone: 
 
"Vamp style: just fitting in. There seems to be two styles of trombone playing. The 
vamp style and the tailgate. When the trumpet player holds a good lead, like 'High 
Society' I'd rather vamp the part than try to (sing?) the solo, because it sounds much 
better." 
 
In the preceding interview quote Robinson sings a vamp. 
When asked about the jazz beat Robinson expresses the same opinion that is given by 
others on the importance of a good, strong, steady beat. Professor Jim Humphrey's 
pupil Sonny Henry, in a previously written article in the Second Line talks about how 
important the 'battery' is to the band as rehearsed by Professor Humphrey. Scott 
Joplin's piano rag music always stated: "Ragtime should not be played fast.' Sam 
Morgan's band was noted for their steady tempo, a result of meticulous rehearsal by 
Sam and the rhythm section. Robinson states it thusly: 
 
"The beat on the trombone is just like when you play Dixieland music. You can't rush 
it, you can't make your chords and things good. See because you're rushing the notes, 
our band don't never play like Sam Morgan's band because Sam had a tempo; he'd 
set you to a tempo and that rhythm would hold you right there; you never would 
move. Because that's your whole background: that piano, drums, bass and banjo, 
that's your background. Now if them people don't work together, you can blow your 
brains out there and you can't, you ain't getting nowhere . . . If the banjo and that 
drum you are going just as fast as a cyclone and you can't execute your horn like you 
want to. (Robinson is stating what Bill Berry, the great Los Angeles trumpet man told 
me: 'It's not how many notes you play but what notes you play that determine it its 
good jazz.) It's too fast. But as long as that drum and that piano and that banjo and 
bass, that must work together . . . and man got a band, should get that together; that 
drum, bass, banjo and piano. Because that's the main thing, that's your background, 
and if it's clicking, your band got to go right. 
      I got in Sam Morgan's Band in 1922. The first Morgan Band, Isaiah Morgan was 
the leader. Sam's Band was the 'Magnolia Band.' Sam and his brothers had a split. 
Sam had a stroke and he got sick. Then after Sam got well, he come with his brother. 
Put the band under Sam's name, because he had all the work and everything. He was 
more famous." 
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Robinson had played with Isaiah's Band back in 1920, and played with the Morgan 
Bands until around 1929. Robinson never played in the large dance bands that were 
becoming in vogue in the late thirties. The Morgan Band would be the largest musical 
aggregation he would play in. He was a small combo jazz musician. 
 
"The largest band I played in was the Sam Morgan Band - 8 pieces. That was the 
largest Dixieland band I played in." 
 
Robinson talks about the tempo in the Morgan Band, a fact that many interviewees in 
the Jazz Archives also mention: 
 
"Sam Morgan was on the time because Sam had one of them slapsticks and Sam 
would get that band to move, he'd hold that stick like that (in interview Robinson 
motions how Sam held the stick) the fellows had got together so the rhythm, he didn't 
have to worry at all with it because he'd knock a piece off, you couldn't move them 
fellows, they'd stay right there. Same would take any kind of number and make a 
dance number of it . . . He could put a time to it and play it in a moving time that 
you'd like it. We had one of the best swing bands in the city of New Orleans. The Sam 
Morgan Band had a swing to that band. Some fellows had been playing so fast (that 
when) they get in a swing band they can't play like they want to. Some of them 
overfinger their horns and different rhythms and that made it sound bad." 
 
The Sam Morgan Band was a dance band, perhaps the first quasi-big dance band that 
preceded the swing bands of Basie, Lunceford and Henderson. The band read music 
and would be what is now called a 'tight ensemble.' 
 
"His contemporaries relate that his legacy plays a significant role in today's New 
Orleans jazz. They cite his special rhythmic sense, and how he stood over his rhythm 
sections with a 'clap-stick' until they got it. It wasn't mathematics, it was sound and 
protoplasm and it spread like bacteria. Before Sam, rhythms were primarily martial 
struts and 'look out for cow chips' . . . He used the refined Creole band styles (such as 
A. J. Piron's) to the band style acquainted with the rougher groups which played the 
colored dance hall . . .Jim Robinson was with Morgan from start to finish." 
 
Playing in the Morgan Band left a young Jim Robinson with the importance of 
rhythm in his music. (Anyone playing with the Sam Morgan Band had to have been 
influenced by the emphasis on rhythm. Robinson relates that the Morgan Band was 
indeed a dance band whose main object was to play so the people could dance: 
 
"Sam Morgan would find the tempo to which the most dancers responded the best. 
The band would play in that tempo all night, except for waltzes: which they would jazz 
after they had played them in waltz time." 
 
In the early Morgan band Robinson recalls their names and about the use of the 
saxophone and the clarinet." 
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"In the Sam Morgan Band they had: Earl Fouche, my nephew-Sidney Brown, 
Andrew, Sam and Isaiah Morgan and Johnny Dave, Shine (Nolan) Williams, Georgie 
Parker and a girl named May (A good piano player) worked some with Same when 
they used a piano. 
     They used a clarinet in the band - Andrew played it and Earl would play the 
soprano sax. They would play them together, but they would not play alto sax and 
clarinet at the same time but would use the alto and tenor sax." 
 
The Morgan Band recorded, did radio broadcasts, and toured. Jim did all these as a 
member of the band: 
 
"Did a radio broadcast with the Sam Morgan Band from Meridian, Miss. in 1927. 
Worked on the radio one and a half years, sponsored by Regal Beer. Ed Hart and 
Tiger flowers were the announcers. Charlie Hamilton played piano, Elmer 'Coo Coo' 
Talbert played trumpet." 
 
Robinson remembers taking a week's tour with the Sam Morgan Band and itinerary 
of the band: 
 
"Went on a week's tour; from the Mississippi coast to Mobile and Birmingham, 
Alabama, back through Meridian and to New Orleans for a regular night job at the 
Wagon top (Tchoupitoulas and Napoleon). We were in Chicago in 1928, getting back 
in 1929. That  was when Sam had another stroke. We used to travel to Miss., Ala., and 
the West Coast (I didn't go to the West Coast too much). Went to Chicago on the 
excursion and we played on the train and played at Warwick Hall in Chicago. 
   I also played with Morgan's Band at the Pythias Temple Roof Gardens and the 
Pelicans in double rushes." (doubles rushes - continuous music by two bands, 
following each other so no musical break occurs.) 
 
As Jim aged, he stopped playing in the marching bands of his youth. He stated in an 
interview that he played in a lot of parades when he was young, but walking got him 
down now, and he didn't take any more parade jobs. Robinson did remember how 
they marched when he did play: 
 
"In earlier times, the paraders would walk steadily. I played with the bands of Buddy 
Petit, Kid Rena, Chris Kelly, Kid Punch Miller, Eureka and the Tuxedo." 
 
Robinson lists some of the music played by these bands" 
 
"Petit's band played jazz numbers; 'Fidgety Feet,' "High society' - all 'head music. 
The Excelsior Band played 'heavy' march music, playing from the music. The music 
played by the reading brass bands of years ago was hard, harder than that played 
today; the Allen Band, Pacific Band - they played funeral marches from the music 
and nothing but 6/8 marches on parade." 
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Sam Morgan's Band, as mentioned before, was also a reading band. As with marching 
bands, the music, with luck, was furnished free by the music store in New Orleans, 
Werlein's. Robinson speaks on this subject of free music: 
 
"Sam Morgan got the tunes for his band from sheet music, which he could read. He 
would go to the music store for his music. Dan Franks, at Werleins, had a limited 
number of orchestrations to give away free to bandleaders, hoping the tunes would be 
played and that people who heard them would buy the piano music from him." 
 
Willie Parker, a country boy himself from St. Sophie, led and played with a number of 
the city's brass bands and was one of the founders of the Terminal Band. They were 
boyhood friends and Robinson played with him in the Jefferson City Buzzards 
carnival parade:  
 
"The first brass band I played was for the Jefferson City Buzzards. It was on a 
carnival day with Willie Parker. The band's name was the Magnolia Brass Band (not 
the plantation). I never played for the Terminal Band." 
 
Robinson worked with most of the musicians who came up during his time. The latter 
part of his life is well documented and remembered while his early collaborations 
might not be. Robinson gives some of the bands and places he worked. It is a well-
known fact that Jim Robinson probably played in most of the places having jazz 
music and with most of the musicians of his time. 
 
"I worked with Kid Rena quite a bit. I worked at 'La Vida' for six years with; Paul 
Barnes-sax/cl., Kid Howard-trumpet, Robert Davis-drums, Ben Turner on piano. I 
worked with: John Handy-he and Shelly Lanelle replaced Howard and Barnes." 
 
Robinson played with Chris Kelly but only as a substitute: 
 
"I was not a regular member of the Chris Kelly Band, but often substituted for 
Harrison Barnes who had to work sometimes and couldn't make the job." 
 
Robinson,  recalling the availability of work in his early days claims: 
 
"A lot of bands were playing along Basin Street then and in the District. Joe 
Oliver/Peter Bocage (playing violin) were at the 'Big 25'. They went on to Pete Lala's 
(Marais and Iberville)." 
 
Robinson liked to play with the George Lewis Band and gives his reasons: 
 
"I liked playing with the George Lewis Band with Kid Howard because everyone in 
the band helps everyone else. If one horn man is taking a solo, the other two horns 
back him up." 
 
The members of the George Lewis Band at this time are given by Robinson: 
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"The Lewis Band had; Kid Howard, George Guesnon, Alton Purnell-piano, slow 
Drag (Pavageau) - bass, Joe Watkins on drums." 
 
In a rather odd instrumentation but one that I am sure had a great swing to it, Jim 
and Kid Howard played some jobs as a duet: 
 
"Kid Howard and I played parties with just the two horns." 
 
Jim did like to play with banjo and piano and speaks on the use of the banjo during 
jobs: 
 
"The banjo came in after world War I. The banjo is louder than the guitar, which 
makes it more use in certain kinds of jobs, such as advertising jobs played on trucks." 
 
When asked about the qualities of a good style in a band, Jim stated: 
 
"The time. The ability of the band to keep steady tempo. That is the most important 
element of good band style." 
 
As the early bands usually did not read music it is difficult to compile a repertoire of 
early jazz tunes or how an early band job was run. Just how many numbers did the 
bands have in their repertoire? Jim speaks on that: 
 
"Sam Morgan played a lot of numbers. Only time he would repeat a number was 
when the applause of the dancers demanded an encore, which the band would play 
immediately." 
 
Jim liked to play in the taxi dance halls rather than the larger clubs and tells why: 
 
"The taxi dance hall jobs (the Budweiser and La Vida) were not as hard as "Paddocks 
and the Famous Door - the latter two having no dancing). In the taxi dance halls the 
piano or guitar could start a number, giving the horns a rest. At the larger clubs the 
horns didn't get a chance to rest." 
 
When asked about is favorite trombone players, he replied, 'all of them.' He did list 
some of his favorites, good clarinet and trumpet players: 
 
"A lot of good clarinets; George Baquet, Jimmie Noone, Johnny Dodds, Sidney 
Vigne, Sidney Bechet. Trumpet players: Hypolite Charles, Willie Edwards, Louis 
Dumaine, Amos Riley, George McCullum. They all could read music. But none of the 
listed trumpet players could finger as fast as Buddy Petit." 
 
In looking back when he first played trombone, Jim recalls: 
 
"I think the first tune I learned on trombone was 'Home Sweet Home.' I learned it by 
following the violin lead provided by my nephew, Sidney Brown." 
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Robinson would have been able to play a number of tunes before he learned 'Home 
Sweet home,' as he didn't play trombone prior to joining the Army. It would have to 
be when he returned home. It was the first tune he might have learned upon 
returning home from France. He mentions that most of his knowledge of the 
trombone came from playing with the Panola at the house of his sister-in-law. He 
remembers he could play 'Till We Meet Again' on the trombone when he came out of 
the service. 
Jim Robinson, when performing displays a good jazz feeling with appropriate jazz 
phrasing along with a firm brass tone. Simplistic rhythm and melody contour, with a 
limited use of syncopation are characteristics of Jim's jazz style of playing. 
Robinson loved the trombone and trombonists. It seemed unnatural to see him 
without a trombone in his hands. There is a story that is told that Jim slept with his 
trombone. It is of course fiction but that was the way Kid Rena found Jim one day 
when he needed a trombonists: 
 
"In 1940, Kid Rena desperately needed a trombonists for a recording session with 
Delta. Jim Robinson was found sleeping in front of a barroom, cradling his trombone 
in his arms, spent from a day of playing in a parade." 
 
Robinson loved to play New Orleans jazz and he loved life. Robinson died May 4, 
1976 and his funeral is described thusly: 
 
"They cut Jim Robinson loose at the Orleans Avenue entrance to Interstate 10. The 
funeral cars had to go on to Providence Memorial Park Cemetery in Metairie and the 
marchers couldn't be trooping that far. But Robinson didn't go easily; he wouldn't 
leave 'his town.' Halfway up the highway entrance the hearse broke down. Hapless 
funeral directors peered vainly into its hood. 
     The crowd grew restless. 'Cut him a loose! They yelled. 'Cut him a loose! Let him 
go! By and by! But the hearse wouldn't budge. 
Finally the bands, (Olympia Brass Band and another pickup band) obedient to the 
crowd's will, cut loose, despite the stranded cortege. "Oh Didn't He Ramble," played 
the band, and the people danced and jived and whooped it up. Jim Robinson couldn't 
tear himself away from the fun." 
 
And, we all know that Jim Robinson didn't die, he is as close as one is to a 
phonograph. 
 
Harrison Barnes 
by  
Karl Koenig, Phd 
 
 
Harrison Barnes was born on Magnolia Plantation on January 13, 1889. His father 
was foreman of the plantation. Harrison had one sister and three brothers, all of 
whom were musicians and played in the Magnolia Eclipse marching bands; Alfred-
clarinet, Thomas-cornet, and Fred-baritone. Harrison used to watch band rehearsal 
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while still young, observing his brother finger the baritone. When his brother would 
return to work in the fields, Harrison would pick up the horn and: 
 
"Get the music down by ear. I would take the same piece of music and ah they already 
had the fingerings on the baritone, ya know...and I would work on it, and play it ya 
see." 
 
Harrison continued playing this way on his own and like a 'black Paganini' one day at 
a band rehearsal, Harrison surprised everyone by sitting in and playing the baritone 
along with the band: 
 
"Started on baritone, had Eb cornet there, too, ya know, and after I learned good, 
they would go to rehearsal, so one night they were rehearsing - my brother he wasn't 
there - I had his instrument, waiting for him, ya know, and he didn't come - and they 
played a couple numbers and I just went right on ahead and played; they was 
surprised, ya know, but I had my ear and I had been practicing along, too. So that 
made me watch the notes like that and I knowed where to, how to play 'em, ya know, 
so I didn't need, I didn't need that, ya see...Only thing I had to learn there the key, 
see...and I could always, I got that down when they're playin' in Bb or what ever, was 
one flat, 2 flats, and so on...well I knowed how to figure that and we went along." 
 
Unlike the ante-bellum Southern Plantations, there wasn't much music on the 
plantation after the Civil War. Harrison Barnes, Jim Robinson, and Sunny Henry 
gave similar answers when asked about music on the plantation: 
 
"Father didn't play music. Wasn't much music in that time around that part of the 
country...now and then you'd see a fella with a mandolin or something like 
that...nothin' down my way there where I lived at, there wasn't much. Harmonica was 
the biggest thing there and old Jew's Harp and things like that." (Barnes) 
 "There was singing and whistling in the fields, or whatever they want to do." 
(Robinson) 
"Yeah there was some singing while working - sing any kind of a church hymn, 
anything you want. Yeah, yu could sing, yu could do anything you want down there." 
(Henry) 
 
From their description it didn't sound like the organized field shouts and work song 
noted in the early slave days. But, Negro music still existed, being heard in the church 
and church socials. From Barnes descriptions, the church's music remained the same 
exuberant and emotional spiritual music that was heard and sung by the early slaves 
in their church services. Barnes wasn't with a church while he lived at Magnolia but 
he heard the music of the church: 
 
"No piano, just sing anthems, jubilees. They'd word it out, then they'd sing that 
strain. Then they'd word it out again and sing some more. (Sic: this sounds much like 
the New England 'lining out') Jubilee songs - fast. Sometimes when they, sometimes 
they would start to clapping their hands on the jubilee, yeah. Sometimes the sisters 
would shout, you know? Just a like a person would dance there. At socials they would 
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be shouting. I don't know what they call it; it wasn't dancing, but it was so near 
dancing I don't know what it is." 
 
Barnes, later in life joined the Free Mission Baptist Church, playing on the trombone 
with Remus Matthews on snare drum, accompanying the church choir on hymns. 
Harrison talks of his job on the plantation stating that he was skilled labor, hoeing the 
straight lines necessary for planting. Magnolia had a large bell to wake up the 
workers and to toll the important hours. Harrison doesn't talk about all the times the 
bell rang, but he does mention that it tilled at 4:30 A.M. in the morning and then 
fifteen minutes later at which time they left for work. While working in the fields, the 
workers heard the breakfast bell ring at 7:00 or 7:30 at which time a boy would bring 
breakfast for them, a half hour being allowed for its eating. This bell must have been 
a large one. In an interview in the courthouse in Point-a-la-Hache, it was remarked 
how the interviewee remembered hearing the Magnolia bell across the river from 
Magnolia. 
When Jim Humphrey came to the plantation his music lessons were confined to brass 
band rehearsal and not private, individual instrumental lessons. Barnes says he only 
took four lessons with Humphrey in concert rehearsal. The Negro musicians in the 
band helped each other out teaching each other what they knew. There is much 
evidence of this. In the oral histories at the Jazz Archives at Tulane University there 
is stated many times how one musician would help out the other. The Magnolia Band 
at one time had Effie Jones as leader. There is also evidence that Sunny Henry also 
taught the band, and Harrison Barnes talks of teaching the band: 
 
"Now by me getting that ah from ah H. N. White and setting down...I don't have 
nothin' to do but concentrate and trying to figure on that music - I give the band 
couple lessons, let them play it. I commence teachin' them instead of sending to the 
city (Sic: New Orleans) Well I was gettin'' my part down good and I had a cousin that 
I used to be show him. Well we had that lead. Then my brother, I used to show him, 
the baritone part. I got him so he didn't need to be puttin' them fingers and things on 
there (Sic: writing down on the music the valve combinations that produced each 
note. I think this practice of putting down the fingerings on top of the notes is done by 
beginning band students in school today when they can get away with it). We had 
several numbers and that Sunny Henry, he left and came to the city here and he 
brought a couple numbers out there and he, he gives the band a couple of numbers. I 
used to play some of them, well some of the, I wouldn't need somebody to help me, if I 
played that; it would come in certain divisions - the syncopated notes and things, now 
I commence learnin' them, you see." 
 
Barnes, like so many of the Negro musicians of his day, many times had to teach 
himself to increase this musical knowledge. Barnes tells of how he taught himself: 
 
"...But the chorus and things like that, (Sic: talking about band music) I learned that, 
but I never gave them to the band but I used to play it myself. Then I had a big 
method (Sic: an instruction method) with a whole lot of songs in it...three or four 
lines, things like that (May have been Arbans Instruction Book?) Well, I used to play 
some of them. 
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I changed to trombone - there was a demand for trombone players. (Barnes used 
Sunny Henry's old trombone) Got a method and learned the positions. I went along 
slow but I had the music in me and when I commenced to getting that time, I could 
play by ear and when I learned the instrument then I learned the notes, and the 
trombone players, the few they had here at the time, they wasn't readers. And ah, 
Uncle Sam taken most of them and the better orchestras playin' without trombones." 
 
Harrison Barnes came to New Orleans in 1913. The Magnolia Plantation had began 
growing rice. Once when it was raining, Harrison was told to go out and work. In the 
past Harrison was not used to working in the rain with sugar cane. Harrison did not 
like working in the rice fields. In New Orleans he secured a job as a welder, working 
for 17 years while he played music 3 or 4 times a week. 
One of the jobs Harrison played was a place on old Howard Street, now LaSalle 
Street called "Sans Souci." Harrison said of the leader: "The boss couldn't play 
nothing by ear, but he was a good reader, and he believed in buying music."  
It was about this time that Harrison joined the musicians union. Most of the New 
Orleans musicians at this time had day jobs. In one group Barnes played in, Sam 
Dutrey Sr. was made the leader. Sam didn't have a day job. This gave him the time to 
go around looking for jobs for the band. Pete Locaze was in this band and also 
worked a day job. The band had a large repertoire and a huge 'pile of music.' Barnes 
played there, in his own words, 'about a year or two.' 
In the defense of his musical education and the ability of the number of country bands 
that played in the city Henry states: 
 
"The country bands could play anything any other band could play. That's why when 
I came here (New Orleans), I knowed as much as I know now. I learnt in the country 
(Sic: from Professor Humphrey). 
 
There were lodges and burial societies in the country also. Mention is made about the 
country bands playing for them. Most of the men interviewed expressed the fact that 
there were very few marching funerals in the country. Henry also expressed this 
view: 
 
"The funeral in the country: they'd leave church and go on back to the cemetery and 
come right back." 
 
The only mention of the name of one of the country social clubs is made by Henry: 
 
"The church on Magnolia Plantation was a Baptist Church, the Macedonia Baptist 
Church. The society on Magnolia was the Morning Light." 
 
Henry, like many of the early brass musicians, could transfer to other brass 
instruments and play them in parades. Coming to the city, Henry changed to the slide 
trombone, which was gaining in popularity over the valve trombone. He is said to 
have also played bass when needed. Henry continued to be interested in playing in 
brass bands where he could continue to read music. 
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The importance in the history of jazz of musicians like Sunny Henry was his influence 
on younger musicians of his ideals, dedication, high musical standing and the 
importance of getting a good background in their musical training. Henry set high 
standards for the young musicians in his ability to read and his unwaving dedication 
to perfection in music. These younger musicians could, buy example and practice, see 
the traditions of New Orleans brass bands and the musicianship of its performers. 
The older musicians would guide the younger ones through the heavy parts and, like 
Henry, were always willing to help those that really wanted to learn. 
In the transitional years of jazz one cannot think of any 'jazz' musicians that did not 
play in the brass bands. The only exceptions would be those that were blind or lame 
like the guitarist Mumford. The influence of good musicianship helped the rough, 
young Negro musicians who needed training on their instruments before they could 
express their full potential in beginning jazz music. People like Jim Humphrey, Sunny 
Henry, Harrison Barnes and so many others, taught the correct embouchure and 
breathing techniques that enabled the early jazz musicians to develop their full 
potentials. The brass bands gave them opportunity to play with well-trained 
musicians and exposure to the diatonic harmonic background of the marches 
necessary for jazz improvising. Jazz might have developed in a different way and not 
in the New Orleans contrapuntal style if not for the brass bands. They influenced the 
form of ragtime with the popularity of the march which in turn influenced early jazz 
rhythms and styles. It was musicians like Sunny Henry, who, through his talent, 
dedication and performance of all styles of music, greatly influenced the direction of 
early jazz music. To him the world owes so much. 
When Harrison first came to New Orleans he didn't think he played well enough to 
play with the New Orleans musicians. He was asked to play with Henry Allen Sr.'s 
Band as a substitute on Eb alto horn. Called again as a sub., he played baritone, and 
then trumpet. In talking about Henry Allen Sr., Barnes recalls that Allen had to put 
up his card (music) and that he couldn't play by ear:" He (Henry Allen Sr.) wasn't the 
greatest musician,' said Barnes. 
Barnes found out he could play with the New Orleans musicians and in fact was a 
better reader:  
 
"I used to think the fellows here was above me, and I didn't find out 'till I got in the 
W. P. A. Band, and it come down where they had to put that music up there, and I had 
much chance as them. They ain't knowed nothing. I had to teach them." 
 
At first Barnes worked with a band led by Johnny Brown, a clarinet player who used 
4 or 5 pieces on a job. He again recalls: 
 
"You didn't have to do too much with a trombone in them times, you mostly vamp, 
and that two makin' run, well with one bein' kind of experienced we could do a little 
bit more than other fellows, I, by knowing trumpet, could 'lead on the trombone.' 
 
When the trumpet player of the Brown Band left, Barnes mentioned Chris Kelly to 
Brown and Chris was hired as the replacement for Edward Clem (a country 
musicians whom Barnes described as: "He's not a blast trumpet player and he wasn't 
full of jazz but he had a nice swing."). 
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Chris Kelly is described by Barnes: "He was full of the old blues and we used to call it 
jazz music." As time progressed Chris's influence grew. Johnny Brown was a reading 
musician: "He couldn't play "Nearer My God to Thee" without his music," Barnes 
said. Brown couldn't write his music. The character of the band changed as Chris's 
aggressive trumpet (always a cornet) began to expand into more jazz orientation. 
Soon Johnny Brown was replaced by Emile Barnes. Chris was very popular and 
became the main attraction. He became so popular that he was, many times, getting 
two jobs on the same night. Chris would often send a substitute for himself on one job 
and play the higher paying job. Harrison and Chris were at a job at Eagle Eye Hall in 
Algiers, when Chris came late one night, had an argument resulting in Harrison 
leaving the band. It was now Chris' band, a band that was to become one, if not the 
most popular and 'hottest' band in New Orleans. 
Sam Dutrey Sr. leader of a band that Barnes played in began asking for a higher total 
band fee, hoping for higher leaders' fees. Harrison thought the price set was too high 
and decided to leave the band. He joined the leading reading/legitimate orchestra in 
New Orleans. The John Robichaux orchestra. "Robichaux played nothing by ear, 
nothing at all" remarked Barnes, "and he (Robichaux) had a house full of music." 
Many of these are now in the Jazz Archives at Tulane University. 
As to the type of jobs Barnes played with Robichaux, Harrison says: 
 
"We used to play at Country Clubs, Saturday night. We got all the high class jobs. 
Carnival Balls, Athenaeum Country Club. On Sunday we played on the boat to 
Mandeville "Susquehanna." They danced during the ride which was 2 nights a week. 
Played for a special party at Antoine's one night with a 10 piece band. When John 
received a request he usually could do it, looking through a large pile of music he 
carried on the job." 
Harrison Barnes was truly a remarkable musician, being mostly self taught, but with 
good basic, fundamental brass technique. He played in both the most respected 
legitimate band in New Orleans (Robichaux) and the most popular band of the new 
jazz style (Chris Kelly). It was the trained/ear musicians, many coming from the 
country and many having Professor Humphrey as a teacher, that forged the direction 
of early jazz music. Harrison Barnes was one of these men. 
Barnes' late life was filled with problems of health. It was difficult playing his 
trombone (the same trombone he had used for years). He had bad teeth, and 
developed a tumor on his hip which necessitated an operation. There were other 
assorted medical problems that further deteriorated his body. He spent his last years 
playing his trombone for church services. He died in New Orleans in 1960. 
 
Charles "Sunny" Henry 
by 
Karl Koenig, Phd 
Charles "Sunny" Henry was born on Magnolia Plantation November 17, 1885. His 
career as a trombone player in the leading New Orleans brass bands extended from 
almost the end of the 19th Century band tradition to well into the 20th Century, 
dying in 1960. 
Sunny began his musical training, like so many other young black field hands on 
Plaquemines Parish Plantations, as a pupil of Professor James Humphrey, along with 
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such names in New Orleans jazz as: Chris Kelly, Sam Morgan, Jim Robinson and 
Harrison Barnes.] 
On Magnolia Plantation there were large families working and living. Chris Kelly's 
family had 8 children; Harrison Barnes,  five. Sunny Henry also came from a large 
family. One of his brothers, Willie Henry, played the alto horn in the Magnolia 
Plantation's Eclipse Marching Band. Sunny, after being schooled by his brother for 
playing his alto horn while he was away working in the fields, borrowed Effie Jones 
trumpet. Sunny explains his acquiring of his first trumpet: 
 
"I got so I was starting playing and then the trumpet was taken away. And so my 
father, I told him about it - and so he said, 'You go to the store (Magnolia Store, just 
across the Highway from the main house) and you tell the storekeeper to send you - to 
go ahead and get you a trumpet. On the train that morning - I run to the train by the 
road there, and I told the storekeeper and he said, "Okay Henry, I'll have it here for 
you tonight. Train came that night, and there it was." 
The Magnolia Plantation store is still standing today along side of Highway 23, but is 
very old. It is no longer open for business. The steps to the porch are weak and one 
cannot put any weight on them. The sign "Magnolia Store" is faded but one is still 
able to read it. Highway 23 runs directly in front of the store and one can imagine 
Sunny Henry waiting on the porch of the store until the train was in sight. 
Sunny began studying with Professor Humphrey when he was around 15 or 16. He 
would have eleven years of study and work at Magnolia Plantation before he and 
other musicians moved to New Orleans in 1913. Sunny did receive an education 
although he only went to the 7th grade, at which time he began working in the fields 
at Magnolia. Sunny describes the Magnolia Band as being about 16 strong and 
discusses the teaching of Jim Humphrey. A number of country musicians from 
Plaquemines Parish went to New Orleans, some becoming manual laborers while 
playing music on the week-ends. One can find names of these musicians in the leading 
ragtime orchestras of the city and most of them played in one of the brass bands of 
the city regardless of whether they played in dance groups or not. Sunny Henry loved 
brass band music and its tradition in New Orleans. 
He did play dance jobs but his interest remained with brass bands. 
While Sunny may have played in other brass bands, the principle ones he was 
associated with are listed below: 
Eclipse   Young Tuxedo 
  1903 to 1913     1940's to 1947 
Excelsior   Eureka 
  1913 to 1920     1947 to 1960 (died) 
W.P.A. Band   Allen Band 
  1930's     1907-1940's 
 
Sunny played in the Amos White dance band during the early 20's. He worked with 
John Robichaux's society orchestra at the Lyric Theater for a number of years until 
1927. For years Sunny worked in a taxi dance hall located at Carondelet and Canal 
Streets. In the 390's he played in a large semi-concert/dance orchestra, the Lincoln 
Band, a title used for bands lead by Pinchback Touro, who was director of the WPZ 
Band in which Sunny played first trombone. He played for dances at Spanish Fort 

 



124 
 

with the New Orleans Creole Jazz Band in 1925. He was playing in the emergency 
Relief Administration Band, being pictured with this band in a snapshot taken on 
January 15, 1935. Sunny's career was of a well-rounded professional musician, able 
to play in the leading marching bands, the leading dance orchestras and professional 
concert bands of the city. In speaking of the abilities of the old marching brass bands 
Sunny says: 
 
If you couldn't read, you'd be in a heck of a fix. Celestin used to bring the music, and 
sometimes on the job, like that there. We used to play it. Course my kicks, I was 
getting my kicks off that, when he'd bring it on the job, he'd tell me - I look at it - I 
use to look at it and laughed. Man, say, "You better look at it," I say, man, let's go 
play." 
 
Sunny Henry was a very good reader. He read both treble and bass clef form 
trombone. Trombone music, during the early 20th Century, was many times written 
in treble clef. Henry didn't play by ear. This does not mean he didn't improvise in his 
later career. He felt it was important to learn to read and advised young musicians to 
do so: 
 
"Didn't want to play by ear. In the first place I wanted to learn the right way. But now 
if I'd have jumped out the first time going by head, I'd have been putting the horse 
behind the wagon. I was taught the right way. Now I found out that I did go the right 
way. In WPA band only four out of 24 trombone players were good readers."(The 
three included Harrison Barnes) 
 
Henry always emphasized the necessity for careful reading and how it was that way in 
the older bands: 
 
"When you get in there - let me tell you; in the Excelsior Band, the Onward Band and 
the Tuxedo Band - well, I'll tell you - and the Allen Band too - you know, then, you 
just had to know your stuff or else - you get to have a mighty good head to play in the 
band if you couldn't read. Course, if you could read some, well, you could make out, 
you understand. But them people, you used to put them old heavy marches on you, 
you had to jump." 
This "Jumping" meant that you had to fake your way through some difficult passage 
work found in the old marches. Harrison Barnes speaks of this as "heavy" music. 
Sunny Henry in his later life did not play for the money a bandsman received. It was 
because he venerated the music and the tradition. Henry, in talking about the bands 
role in the various ceremonies and the weight of tradition felt: 
 
Only old, well-organized bands and the older bandsmen played the music properly. 
They (the hastily constituted "jump-up" bands) don't play no dirge. They might play, 
sometimes, like what you call that - "Closer Walk with Thee" and something like that, 
something slow by head. They play "God Be With Us Till We Meet Again;' well, they 
play all them things by head, but when you come down to them real dirges, you 
understand, they can't fool with that, see." 
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Commenting on what was played coming back from a funeral, Sunny said: 
 
"Sometimes, some of the guys in the parade, they ask for them (Sic: the blue) things, 
you see, of course what they ask for, we play the blues. The march back was not at a 
breakneck tempo but a comfortable walking pace; well you couldn't play too fast. Play 
in the March tempo little faster than the dirge." 
 
Sunny Henry played numerous funerals and talks about the actual pay a bandsman 
would receive: 
 
"At the turn of the century, bandsmen were paid $2.00 to $2.50 each for a funeral, 
and by the 1950's they received $6.00 each, with a little more to the leader." 
 
Hardly kingly wages for the long days work, marching in all kinds of weather through 
miles of city streets and country roads, Sunny, when asked to describe the routine for 
a funeral stated: 
 
"The band is notified by the Grand Marshall, he notifies the leader or manager. The 
leader notifies the members of the band. The Grand Marshall is in charge of the 
music for the band. When they turn it over to him he has full possession of it. 'The 
club would choose which band they wanted. The meeting place? Any place that they 
tell you to meet, preferably near a corner bar. Might meet at church or funeral 
parlor. Usually meet about 8 or so blocks from the church, the march to the church. 
The order? Band in front, members next to us, then the hearse and things next to the 
members. The Grand Marshall, of course, leading the band. Route figured out 
already. The route depends on where the body is." 
 
Anita Gonzales & the Untold Story of 
Jelly Roll Morton’s Final Years 
by 
Floyd Levin 
Winter, 1982 
 
The cold details on the California Death Certificate No. 9682 appear in bold black 
type on the official document: 
 
FULL NAME: Ferdinand Morton 
DATE OF DEATH: July 10, 1941 
PLACE OF DEATH: Los Angeles, Calif. 
CAUSE OF DEATH: Cardiac Decomposition 
BIRTHDATE: September 20, 1889* 
OCCUPATION: Musician 
BUSINESS: Victor Company 
FATHER’S NAME: Edward Morton** 
MOTHER’S NAME: Louise Monette 
WIFE: Anita Morton 
INFORMANT: Anita Morton 
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*    This is an error, Morton was born in 1885 
**  Another inaccuracy; his father’s name was F. P (Edward) Lamothe 
 
The last name on the document, Anita Morton, brings to mind several almost 
forgotten segments of the colorful life of Fredinand La Menthe, better known to jazz 
lovers throughout the world as Jelly Roll Morton. 
Anita Johnson Gonzales Morton Ford was the inspiration of Morton’s landmark 
compositions “Sweet Anita Mine” and the subtle tango “Mama ‘Nita”. She was a 
beautiful Creole woman whose relationship with Jelly dated back many years - 
probably prior to his departure from New Orleans shortly after the turn of the 
century. She was very influential in the jazzman’s career here in California during a 
mostly undocumented period around World War I.  
My contact with Anita Morton took place 9 years after Jelly’s death. She was about 
60 years old at the time. She had remarried, and was involved in a new career, but the 
memory of her early lover was still alive. Anita spoke his name in tender loving tones 
and brought forth a small tear on several occasions as she spoke about the New 
Orleans pianist who died in Los Angeles on July 10, 1941. 
“He died in my arms”, she sobbed, “I cared for him . . . nursed him during a terrible 
illness. He came back to me when he knew his time was short. I was the only woman 
he ever loved!” 
But I’m getting ahead of my story . . .  
Serious students of New Orleans jazz have carefully sifted through the complete 
documentation of jelly Roll’s tragic final years as researched by such stalwart 
historians as Roy J. Carew, Alan Lomax, and William Russell. After the passing of 
thirty years, it seems that many heretofore undisclosed facts regarding the final 
segment of the eventful Jelly Roll Morton saga should now be revealed. 
Most of us are familiar with the details of Morton’s triumphant emergence from 
obscurity amid the brothel parlors of old Storyville. He achieved great prominence 
and wealth as leader of the famous Red Hot Peppers, probably the most thrilling 
recording band in the history of New Orleans music. He was a musical genius with a 
stash of $1000.00 bills, and diamonds in every pocket. He was equally adroit at the 
keyboard and the pool table, with an enormous penchant for braggadocio. 
Jelly never allowed modesty to hamper his self-esteem; he proudly claimed that he 
personally invented jazz one steamy afternoon in a basin Street saloon - perhaps he 
did! His business card pompously announced: “JELLY ROLL MORTON - 
ORIGINATOR OF JAZZ AND STOMPS - VICTOR’S NO. 1 RECORDING 
ARTIST - WORLD’S GREATEST HOT TUNE WRITER.” 
But by 1930, the jazz era was nearing an end. Victor had not renewed Morton’s 
recording contract and bookings for the Red Hot Peppers slowed and finally stopped 
completely. These were the lean years for jazzmen who struggled to compete for the 
few entertainment dollars available in the depression era. Jelly was down to his last 
diamond, the half carat gem imbedded in his front tooth. In 1934, he endured the 
ignominy of playing on an abortive Wingy Manone record date. His piano is heard 
briefly on one uninspired solo. On the tune, “Never Had No Lovin’”, Wingy 
neglected to mention Morton’s name as he happily introduces such improbable 
sidemen as Artie Shaw, Bud Freeman, and John Kirby. Columbia wisely chose not to 
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issue the records and held them for almost 20 years before releasing them on their 
Special Edition collector's series. 
The burgeoning swing craze had put a final coda to Morton’s golden era, and small 
groups like the Red Hot Peppers seemed passé’ to younger listeners who ironically 
acclaimed the popular recorded swing versions of Jelly’s tunes and riffs, Benny 
Goodman’s “King Porter Stomp” became a big hit and Lionel Hampton’s “Shoe 
Shiner’s Drag” reprised another earlier Morton tune. To add to the irony of the 
situation, Morton should be credited with the actual innovation of the use of the word 
“swing” which dates back to his 1928 recording of “Georgia Swing” wherein he 
anticipated the craze by a decade. Despite the popularity of his tunes during the swing 
era, a disagreement with A.S.C.A.P. limited his royalties and Jelly failed to receive 
proper financial recompense from the record sales. He was aware that the major 
focus was on a style he had helped create; but the musical world seemed to overlook 
the important role he played in the establishment of the art form then creasing in 
popularity. 
Desperation and bitterness, augmented by failing health, added to Jelly’s frustration. 
He surfaced briefly in a small club over a hamburger stand on U Street in 
Washington, D. C. Only a few faithful ventured into the seedy Jungle Club in 1938 to 
hear him play. The historic Library of Congress recordings led to a final Victor date 
in 1939 and a brief flurry of renewed recognition. The small General Record 
Company timidly released several Morton piano solos and some band numbers that 
could have sustained this success; but the poor distributional channels available to 
the independent label severely hampered Jelly’s last effort. 
In the Fall of 1940, Jelly Roll Morton, broken in spirit and health, decided to head 
West. His cross country treck to the warmer climate of Southern California was the 
jazzman’s final desperate surge to regain his health and to seek newer horizons for 
the music still surging through his productive mind. The sad story of his final odyssey 
is dramatically recounted in Alan Lomax’s “Mister Jelly Roll”. Lomax graphically 
describes Morton’s tandem trip with his Cadillac chained to the rear of his battered 
Lincoln. He was forced to abandon the Lincoln in an Idaho snow drift and he 
continued in the Cadillac loaded with his clothes and faded mementos of past glories. 
His goal was Los Angeles and an anticipated recording contract which he hoped 
would, once again, bring the recognition and monetary rewards that had been denied 
to him during the previous decade. Waiting in L.A. were New Orleans ex-patriots, 
Kid Ory, Mutt Carey, Bud Scott, Minor Hall, and Ed Garland. Morton had 
completed a dozen new musical arrangements in which he planned to feature the New 
Orleans veterans within a framework of seven brass and five reeds. This would be his 
entry into the swing era to compete with the younger bands that were reaping 
fortunes playing a hybrid form of a style he had created a dozen years earlier. 
The band was assembled by Ed Garland, but Jelly’s physical condition had seriously 
deteriorated. He valiantly attempted to rehearse the group at a Central Avenue loft 
with Buster Wilson recruited to play the piano parts. Unfortunately, the recording 
date never took place. The rehearsals ended abruptly when Morton was forced to 
enter a convalescent hospital on Vermont Avenue on June 29, 1941. His death on 
July 10th, shortly before his 56th birthday, ended his dream to regain a prominent 
position in contemporary popular music. 
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Jelly’s hand-written scores remained in Buster Wilson’s home as late as 1952. They 
were in a large trunk in Buster’s small house on Central Avenue. “The trunk was 
draped with a silk Spanish shawl on which stood a tarnished brass lamp with a beaded 
shade. Buster was in poor health in 19552, but he promised to sort through the old 
trunk “one day” and wanted me to have those old manuscripts. I repeatedly reminded 
him of his offer, but he never managed to open the trunk. After Buster died, his 
widow moved from the city and several attempts to obtain the promised legacy 
proved fruitless. It is regrettable that Jelly Roll’s last writings will probably never be 
located. 
Morton’s death was a great loss to jazz. The golden era of our music had heard the 
last of Jelly’s creativity - and the world hardly noticed. 
When Jelly Roll Morton was buried in Calvary Cemetery on L. A.’s Eastside, the 
omnipresent diamond was missing from his front tooth. Pall bearers included Kid 
Ory, Papa Mutt Carey and Ed Garland. David Stuart of the Jazz Man Record Shop 
was the only white man attending the Catholic funeral. A story in down Beat 
Magazine reported that both Duke Ellington and Jimmy Lunceford, the two most 
prominent Negro band leaders of the day, were noticeably absent from the burial 
services. At the time, Ellington was appearing at the Mayan Theater in his “Jump for 
Joy” and Lunceford led his band at the Casa Manana in nearby Culver City. 
Jelly’s grave, Number 4, Lot 347, Section N, is on a gently sloping grass covered hill 
at Calvary Cemetery. It remained unmarked and unattended for almost 10 years 
while the music world seemed to forget the genius buried there. When I first visited 
the site, the weeds had grown tall and the surrounding area had been sadly neglected 
since the fees for perpetual care had never been paid. 
Early in 1950, the fledgling southern California Hot Jazz society learned about the 
unattended grave and decided to raise the funds necessary to purchase a marble 
marker and arrange for perpetual care. This appeared to be a formidable task. The 
sum of $250.00 seemed unattainable in those pre-inflation years. But, fired by youth 
and enthusiasm, we optimistically invested the Society’s entire treasury to print a 
batch of tickets for a benefit performance that was scheduled for Saturday, 
September 30, 1950 at the Maynard Theater on Washington Blvd. The price of 
admission was sixty cents! 
As president of the SCHJS, it became my task to appear before the board of directors 
at the Musician’s Union for the coveted permission to feature union members 
without payment so that all funds raised could be used for the marker. At that time, 
Los Angeles had segregated Musician’s Unions. The colored local was housed in an 
old converted residence on Central Avenue in southeast L.A. The union had a large 
mounted cut-out figure of Jelly Roll in their outer office. It was a full-size likeness of 
Morton in a blazer jacket and white pants. His arms were outstretched as he 
conducted an unseen orchestra. (Obviously, Mr. Jelly Lord had not been forgotten in 
the halls of Musician’s Union Local 767 AF of M!) 
Drummer Alton Redd presided over the board meeting as I nervously made my plea. 
He enthusiastically recommended approval and the board voted unanimously to 
sanction the benefit performance. The young southern California Hot Jazz Society 
was now ready to mount a campaign to raise the money necessary to purchase the 
marker for Jelly Roll’s grave. 
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With the help of Rudi Blesh, we obtained a 16mm print of the vintage Bessie Smith 
film, “St. Louis Blues” which had never been seen in Los Angeles. Blues singer 
Monette Moore, a contemporary of Bessie’s volunteered to perform. Albert Nicholas, 
Zutty singleton, and Joe Sullivan were added to the bill. Young Johnny Lucas, 
original hornman of theFirehouse Five plus Two, offered to join the list of 
entertainers. To assure a full program worthy of the 60 cents admission price, we 
asked Conrad Janis to bring his Tailgate Jazz Band which had recently won The 
Record Changer Magazine'’ amateur jazz band contest. The program was set, and we 
began selling the tickets for the benefit show. 
At the time, Bob Kirstein, vice president of the SCHJS, and I, had weekly radio shows 
on a small local FM station. We took advantage of our air time to ballyhoo the 
concert to those few listeners who had radios that could receive our weak signal in 
those early days of FM. The tickets began to sell slowly; but, by mid-September, it 
looked like we might have a full house. That’s when Anita Gonzales appeared on the 
scene! 
The radio station manager received a phone call from a woman who identified herself 
as Jelly Roll Morton’s wife. She demanded to know why we were advertising an event 
for the purpose of marking her husband’s grave! She was irate and insisted that we 
immediately discontinue the activity. The message was given to Kirstein one evening 
as he was playing his Morton Library Of congress records on the air. He phoned me 
immediately with the devastating news. 
We promptly returned Anita’s call. She emphatically informed us that she would not 
permit the Jazz society to buy the marker. She, in fact, was going to purchase the 
plaque herself and would not allow a charitable effort to embarrass the memory of 
her departed husband. Bob and I, in a effort to placate her wrath, asked if we could 
meet her so we could properly explain that our effort was a sincere tribute from 
Jelly’s fans and, in no way, could be construed as charity. We resisted the temptation 
to inquire why she had waited ten years to purchase the marker! She agreed to see us 
and invited us to visit her at The Topanga Beach Auto Court, a small motel she 
operated in nearby Malibu Beach. 
The following day we drove to the motel on Pacific coast Highway. Anita lived in the 
first small cottage facing the ocean. She greeted us with a friendly smile and 
introduced her husband J. f. Ford. She called him “J.F.” and never mentioned his full 
name. Ford left shortly after we arrived and we never saw him again. 
Mrs. Ford was a rather large buxom woman with a pretty face and a smooth olive 
complexion. Despite the acrimonious tone of her telephone conversation, she seemed 
genuinely pleased that we had called upon her. Her voice was warm and she spoke 
with a touch of southern accent reflecting her New Orleans heritage. Anita moved 
gracefully and smiled as she spoke. We were primed for a bitter exchange, but her 
affable manner suggested a conciliatory attitude - this later proved to be an incorrect 
assumption! 
The living room of the small cottage was very modestly furnished. A portable record 
player and several tick albums stood on a bookcase near the door. I wondered if any 
of Morton’s rare 78’s were in the albums. A large theatrical poster of a near-nude 
girl was hanging on one wall. Noticing my interest in the photo, she said, “That’s my 
daughter. Her name is Aleene. She’s a striptease dancer at the Follies Theater.” 
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“I’m fixing a batch of fried chicken,” she announced, “Please stay and have some. I’m 
famous for my fried chicken!” We had noticed the delicious aroma coming from the 
tiny kitchen and immediately accepted. 
Anita continued talking as she attended the chicken. “I used to sing, you know. Not 
really as a professional - but I had a good voice and knew all of the old songs. I 
pleaded with Jelly to let me sing with his band, but he never let me. He was very old 
fashioned. He didn’t want me to work. When I ran a hotel years ago - 1918, I think, he 
made me hire people to clean and rent the rooms. He refused to allow me to do any of 
the work.” 
She brought us each a plate of steaming fried chicken and a cold bottle of beer. Bob 
and I wondered how we could broach the subject of the grave marker amid such 
warm hospitality. As we munched the chicken, Anita continued talking about Morton. 
“We were sweethearts years ago back in New Orleans. My brother, Dink Johnson, 
reintroduced us here in L.A. he came to town playing drums with The Creole Band at 
the Orpheum Theater before the first world War. Dink lives in Santa Barbara now, 
but I seldom see him.” 
Seemingly enjoying her reflections, she continued, “Jelly and I traveled a lot in those 
days. We went up the coast to Oregon for a while - even into Canada. Every place we 
went, people loved his music. Did you know he wrote a tune for me? I used to have a 
lot of Jelly’s records but most of them were broken over the years. He made a record 
here in Los Angeles long ago but I don’t know if it ever came out. Jelly made lots of 
records after he left to go back east. He sent many of them, but they usually arrived 
cracked.” 
Although I hated to interrupt her reminiscing, I finally generated the courage to 
bring the conversation around to the business at hand. I explained that the SCHJS 
concert was scheduled for the following week. Since we were raising the money for 
the marker, we felt it should be used for that purpose. 
Her mood changed. She became quite adamant. “I cannot allow strangers to buy the 
marker for my beloved. Tomorrow I plan to visit the cemetery to purchase the 
plaque. I’ll have it no other way!” From the tone of her voice, it was evident that she 
was determined to halt the project we had worked so hard to complete. 
“I realize that you are trying to do something nice”, she continued, “but Jelly would 
never forgive me if I allowed this to happen.” 
Bob Kerstein suggested that perhaps the Jazz society should give her the proceeds 
from the benefit show. In that way she could purchase the marker and we would have 
an outlet for the funds we had raised. She refused. We explained that the tickets had 
been sold and there was no way to cancel the performance. We had guaranteed the 
musician’s union that all profits would be used for purchasing Jelly’s grave marker. 
The people who had bought the tickets also expected the proceeds to be used for that 
purpose. 
Anita shook her head. “I’m buying the plaque tomorrow,” she said. 
Finally, in a desperate attempt to solve the problem, I asked Anita if she would allow 
the SCHJS to place a second marker on the grave as tribute from Jelly’s fans. In that 
way, I explained, we could fulfill our commitment to the union and spend the profits 
for the purpose they were intended. 
She considered this suggestion for a long time. Finally, our tension was relieved as 
her serious expression gradually changed to a broad smile. She agreed to allow us to 

 



131 
 

place a second marker on the grave. At last, we felt that our mission had been 
accomplished. As a parting gesture, Kirstein invited Anita to appear on his radio 
program the following Saturday just one week prior to the fund-raising event. She 
accepted the invitation and we left with a feeling of great satisfaction. Our brief 
elation was completely shattered the following morning when a director of the 
Calvary Cemetery informed me that it was contrary to their policy to permit more 
than one marker on the grave. Furthermore, they told us that no one could mark a 
grave without the permission of the nearest relative. Their records indicated that 
Anita Ford was the only person who could grant this permission. 
We called an emergency board meeting of the southern California Hot Jazz society to 
ponder our insurmountable problem. Our options were extremely limited. To cancel 
the show, we would encounter a great loss for the theater rental and the cost of the 
film which had been flown in from New York that afternoon. We also considered the 
disappointment for the 350 patrons who would arrive to a dark theater. If we 
proceeded with the event, we felt that we were betraying our pledge to the union and 
the performers. There seemed no satisfactory way to handle the situation. Finally, 
board member Ethel Hiett proposed that we continue as planned with the hope that 
our next meeting with Anita Morton at the Kirstein broadcast might soften her 
determination to destroy our well intended plan. 
It was decided that we should entertain Anita after the radio show. We made 
reservations at Mike Lyman’s on Vine Street, where the Kid Ory band was 
appearing. Perhaps after a social evening, she would respond more favorably to our 
appeal. During the next five days, we all worried about the outcome of our Saturday 
date with Morton’s wife. 
Anita arrived at the KFMV studios about thirty minutes before air time. She was 
very attractively dressed and wore a beautiful fur coat despite the warm September 
weather. Perhaps she felt that the radio broadcast was before a studio audience; she 
seemed quite surprised when the three of us crowded into the tiny broadcast booth. 
Her interview with Bob Kerstein went quite well. Between Morton records, Bob 
asked her to talk about her previous husband. 
“You know,” she remarked after listening to Jelly’s “New Orleans Joys”, “He had a 
special touch that was unique. Somehow, when Jelly played, he got a different sound 
from the piano - maybe it was because he loved the music so much.” 
After a long pause to gather her thoughts, she continued, “The world had forgotten 
him - but I always remembered what he had done. Without Jelly, we’d still be doing 
the waltz! He mixed all music together - rags, symphony, marches. That’s how jazz 
started - and Jelly did it! Someday, he’ll get the credit.” 
Noticing that tears were welling within her eyes, Kirstein very wisely introduced 
another Morton record. 
When the record ended, Bob asked Anita when Morton last played in Los Angeles. 
“When he arrived the last time, he was too sick to play - he kept thinking he would get 
well enough to take some of the jobs he had been offered. He never could take any of 
those jobs.” 
“I think the last time he actually played in L.A. was back around 1936. He came to 
town with a colored burlesque show called “Brown Skin Models” and they played at 
the Burbank Theater on Main Street down on skid row. The girls didn’t strip - they 
did a lot of posing behind sheer curtains. It seemed quite risqué at the time. Peg Leg 
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Bates was the headliner. Jelly’s name was not used in the advertising. He only played 
in the pit and was not featured at all - what a waste. But these were the depression 
years; and Jelly was glad to have the work.” 
(This is probably the first reference to Morton’s participation in The Brown Skin 
Models - a seedy touring company of Black artists who played the second rate 
burlesque circuit during the ‘30s. I can personally vouch for the authenticity of the 
Gonzales statement. My great-uncle, the late Jack Rothshild, co-produced BSM with 
his partner, Irvin C. Miller, a brother of Flournoy Miller a famous member of the 
Miller & Lykes vaudeville team of the ‘20s. 
I recall, as a young school boy, seeing the show on various tours to Los Angeles. On 
one trip, Uncle Jack had booked the Models for a week at the Million Dollar Theater. 
Knowing of my embryonic interest in jazz, he invited me downtown to hear, “the new 
piano player in the show - Jelly Roll Morton”. At the time, I was more interested in 
Benny Goodman and Artie Shaw. To my everlasting dismay, I did not take advantage 
of an opportunity to actually see Jelly Roll Morton!) 
The radio program ended with the Red Hot Pepper’s Victor gem, “Cannonball 
Blues”. Anita reached for her purse and handed me an envelope which contained a 
brittle photograph of Morton. “That was taken before 1914.” She told me, “I am sure 
of the date because that picture is of Jelly in blackface during a vaudeville act that he 
left in 1914.” On the back of the old photo, in Morton’s bold hand, was written, “To 
dearest godmother, Ferd.” 
After the broadcast, as we left the studio to drive the few blocks to Mike Lyman’s, 
Anita suggested that we take her car which was parked at the curb. 
“Would you like to drive Jelly’s Cadillac?, she asked me. Would I like to drive Jelly’s 
Cadillac? I certainly would! There it was - directly in front of the station, gleaming 
beneath a bright street light. It was about a 1938 model sedan, long and black with 
maroon leather seats. This was the car that Morton had driven across the country ten 
years earlier. 
I slid behind the wheel and we headed down sunset blvd. It was a great thrill actually 
driving Jelly Roll Morton’s car. The trip to Lyman’s was very short and I hated for it 
to end. (The February ’51 issue of Jazz Journal published my sophomoric prose 
beneath the bold caption, “I Drove Jelly Roll Morton’s Cadillac!” The article was 
illustrated with the rare blackface photo Anita had given to me.) 
Shortly after we entered Lyman’s the set ended and the Ory band came to our table 
to see Anita. Drummer Minor Hall and Ory told me that they had known Mrs. 
Morton in New York back in the ‘20s and they were anxious to see her again. 
The conversation during intermission was about Morton exclusively. Kid Ory 
recalled the details of the many Red Hot Pepper sessions in which he had participated 
more than twenty years earlier. “He was a very tough man to work for,” he recalled. 
“He knew what he wanted and would not permit any variation from the arrangements 
he had written. They were tough to play - the tempos were difficult - lots of key 
changes. But he was right. The records sounded great!” 
Throughout the conversation, Ram Hall had a perplexed expression on his face. 
Later, he called me aside and said, “That’s not Mrs. Morton. I used to go to her 
house in New York for gumbo - but that’s not the same woman! Who is she?” 
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During the final intermission, Kid Ory repeated Ram’s observation. “I never saw 
that woman before in my life. I knew Jelly’s wife very well. Why did you bring her 
here and introduce her as Mrs. Morton?” 
(Evidently Kid Ory and Minor Hall had known Mable Bertrand, a former dancer at 
the Plantation Club in Chicago who had shared many years of the pianist’s life during 
the period from 1927 until his ill-fated trip to California in 1940. As he did a decade 
earlier with Anita'’ name, Morton immortalized this lady also with a brilliant Victor 
recording titled, “Fussy Mabel”.) 
Dismayed by the unexpected turn of events, we left the club to return to our cars 
which were parked back at the radio station. I made no mention of the very 
disturbing conversations I had with Ory and Hall. While enroute to the station, I 
made a final effort to persuade Anita to allow the Jazz society to pay for the grave 
marker. 
“I ordered it yesterday,” she snapped, “and it will be placed on the grave next week!’ 
Our evening with Anita Gonzales ended with that dismal announcement. She dropped 
us at the station and sped off in Jelly’s old Cadillac. That was the last time I saw her. 
(I have recently learned from William Russell that Anita died on April 24, 1952 about 
a year and a half after our encounter. The copy of the death certificate he sent to me 
indicates that she also is buried in Calvary Cemetery. The Topango Beach Auto 
Court was razed many years ago to make room for a high rise apartment building 
that now occupies the ocean view site.) 
The concert presented by the Southern California Hot Jazz Society was a great 
success. Every seat was sold and the audience was warmed by the thought of having 
contributed to our very worthy project. The embarrassed SCHJS treasurer, Mill 
Miskell, quietly deposited the earnings in the California Bank in an account titled, 
“The Jelly Roll Morton fund” where it remained untouched gathering interest for 
many years. 
Eventually, the Morton fund was put to good use. In 1966, we were all saddened by 
the death of Johnny St. Cyr who had played banjo on many of the Red Hot Pepper 
recordings. Johnny had moved to Los Angeles earlier and made many friends among 
the jazz fraternity and eventually became president of the southern California Jazz 
society. The Jelly Roll Morton Fund paid for Johnny’s tomb stone. Out of respect to 
St Cyr’s widow, this activity was not publicized and is being disclosed here for the 
first time. 
Shortly after the Maynard Theater concert, Bob Kirstein and I paid another visit to 
the Calvary Cemetery. As we climbed the slight knoll to the grave site, we could see 
that the grass had been neatly trimmed and a small bunch of fresh flowers stood in a 
bronze urn at the foot of the grave. A new marble plaque gleamed brilliantly in the 
afternoon sun. Handsomely carved in the black marble were the words, 
FERDINAND MORTON - JELLY ROLL - 1890-1941. (It is interesting to note that 
Anita Gonzales’ final tribute to her husband again incorrectly identified his 
birthdate!) 
We placed a large garland of flowers on the grave. The gold letters on the bright red 
ribbon read “Mr. Jelly Roll”. After taking several photos, we left the cemetery with 
the comforting awareness that our efforts had culminated with a long awaited marker 
finally identifying the final resting place of one of jazzdom’s greats - albeit not exactly 
in the manner we had intended! 
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Now, three decades later, as these facts are finally being revealed, Morton’s influence 
on the world of jazz is still strongly felt. While he might not have personally invented 
jazz as he loudly claimed, the impression he made on this young art form is lasting 
and most important. With the possible exception of his fellow New Orleanian, Louis 
Armstrong, jelly Roll Morton undoubtedly was the most creative figure in the history 
of traditional jazz. 
 
Meaning and History of the Name “Second Line” 
October, 7, 1955 
 
Days that are fast slipping into limbo of all good things of yesterday are catching up 
with the marching bands of New Orleans. What used to be a daily occurrence 
(sometimes several times a day) was a New Orleans street parade. Many times, the 
occasions were festive. More often, however, a funeral procession was the reason for 
a marching band. 
Historians love to embroider this phase of early New Orleans music. For as many 
years as old-timers can recall the marching bands of New Orleans, they also 
remember the string of youngsters who followed the bands along the streets. These 
kids welcomed the opportunity to act as “caddies” to the celebrated musicians, being 
proud and happy to carry the instruments for them when they were not playing. A 
famous name like Buddy Bolden provokes memories of several beautiful young girls 
fighting each other for the privilege of marching beside their great hero, just in order 
to carry his cornet! 
However, this business of harassing the bands in formation became objectionable and 
often threw the bands out of step. 
It was finally ruled that no one would be allowed to march in formation with the 
musicians. But the kids were not discouraged that easily. The thrill of listening to the 
music and watching the bands and Officers of the organization strut with their 
waving plumes, sparkling swords and elaborate sashes glittering in the sunlight of the 
hot New Orleans afternoon was too much for them to abandon without a struggle. 
Prevented from walking side-by-side with the strutting bands, the youngsters formed 
a marching group on the sidewalk, just alongside the band. They kept step with the 
band, imitating every move, and mimicking the proud attitude of the leaders. Many 
of these children carried toy drums, tin pans, harmonicas, “bones,” penny-whistles, 
mouth organs, and rattles - and even attempted to play, at the same time as their 
elders, the tunes which have been indelibly handed down by ear, generation to 
generation. 
To these youngsters was applied the name, “the second line”, in contrast to the “first 
line” the actual adult marching unit. As years went along, this band of followers was 
not limited to children, but to anyone who felt the beat of the music and the urge to 
parade and strut. Men and women, colored and white, anyone who joined in the 
sidewalk parade were all included when reference was made to “the second line”. 
The New Orleans Jazz club had been in existence for two years, (sic: in 2000 it will be 
near 54 years old) when it was decided that a club bulletin was necessary. In April of 
1950, Myra Menville typed out the first copy, eight mimeographed pages, seven of 
which contained news and short articles. A contest of sorts was announced which 
promised some records for the best name submitted for the new rag (sic: magazine). 
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Over two hundred names were submitted. The winner was our secretary, Myra 
Menville. 
The Club was then in a dilemma! We feared that if one of the incumbent officers was 
awarded the prize, favoritism would be claimed. After much discussion among the 
Board, it was decided that the name THE SECOND LINE for our magazine was 
much too perfect to discard. And hence, all of us who follow New Orleans music are 
naturally in ‘the second line”. 
Shep Pleasants, of the New Orleans Item, drew up the present front page format for 
the magazine, and we switched over to “offset” 
 (A photographed form). The format in offset continued until March, 1952, when it 
was decided to use ‘slick paper’. The increasing local and national and even 
international membership necessitated improvement in the type of material in 
general required to keep step with the healthily growing organization…… 
 
Does Jazz Belong to Art? 
By 
George Gershwin 
(Reprinted from ‘Singing’) 
July, 1926 
 
No student of singing can afford any longer to ignore jazz music or to sniff at it as a 
thing of low estate and of negative cultural value. The study and practice of jazz has a 
very important contribution to make toward the complete training of any modern 
disciple of the musical art. It can be of positive benefit to the vocalist in every 
department of his profession. The new understanding of rhythm which it imparts will 
simplify and amplify all his repertoire. 
*      *     *     * 
In the above sentences I have been bluntly dogmatic, purposely so, because I believe 
the time has come when these statements can be made flatly and without apology, as 
matters of proved truth. I have no intention of “defending” jazz. I am no 
propagandist, and I have no time to waste in “converting” those who hide their heads 
in the sand like the ostrich, and decline to see things as they are. 
Let jazz speak for itself. It is here, and all the tirades of our musical Jeremiahs cannot 
take it from us or abate its profound influence on the music of the present and future. 
There has been too much argument about jazz - most of it from people who are not 
even clear in their terminology. To condemn jazz, for example, because there is much 
bad jazz in the world, is as absurd as to condemn all music because much bad music 
exists. I hold no brief for those compositions of the Dada School, which employ the 
instrumentation of electric fans or couple fifty synchronized electric pianos in a riot 
of noisy cacophony. That is not jazz; it is merely delirium. 
But if you take the best of our modern serious jazz music and study it, you can come 
to only one conclusion - that it is, in the words of Madame d’Alvarez: “America’s 
greatest contribution to the musical art.” 
The most vicious opponents of jazz bring the impartiality of complete ignorance to 
their judgment seat. “Of course I know very little about music,” naively remarked 
Dr. John Roach Straton at the Town Hall Club, “but I am sure that jazz singing 
comes from the devil and will have no place in the heavenly choir.” 
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A few days later, a distinguished scientist, president of one of our greatest 
universities, ventured to deliver a commencement address before his University 
School of Music. For the greater part of his address he stuck to his own bailiwick and 
talked paternally, but sensibly, about science. But finally he slipped into the abyss of 
trying to speak with equal authority on a subject outside his ken. 
“My dear children,” he said over his spectacles, “beware the dreadful jazz. Cultivate 
good music. While there may be art in these modern rhythms, it certainly is a 
different art than that portrayed in the established and recognized classics. Hold fast 
to that which has been proved by time.” He continued with a great deal more of the 
same kind of twaddle. Words, empty words, revealing nothing save a complete 
ignorance of his subject. 
What would the learned Prexy say if a musician of note should rise before the 
commencement class in his Scientific School and declaim: “Boys and girls, beware the 
modern in science. Shun evolution and the studies and investigations of recent years. 
Give your time to Lucretius and the established classics of the golden age of King 
Tut. There is no such thing as progress. All that is good is old. All that is new is bad.” 
Rhythmic Difficulties 
Every musician who has studied modern music knows that jazz already has made a 
real contribution to our art. How much this contribution will mean in the next decade 
nobody can predict, but assuredly, its part will be large and important. Every 
composer of the present day has given a great deal of time and study to this musical 
development, although many of them cannot themselves write jazz successfully. 
The successful jazz artist, whether he be composer, instrumentalist or singer, should 
get the rhythm into his blood early in life. Acquisition of the jazz art in one’s riper 
years is always difficult and sometimes impossible. One of our most distinguished 
American singers, who has made a profound study of jazz and who sings a great deal 
of it, has never been quite able to get the genuine rhythm of it. He comprehends it 
intellectually, and it delights him, even though the complete thrill and abandon of the 
composition is somehow lacking. But he has deliberately specialized on the 
intellectual interpretation of jazz, and his contribution has been unique and 
important, because he has been able to show that there is a real musical soul in jazz, 
entirely apart from the powerful reaction of the native rhythms. 
The late Amy Lowell, great New England poet and seer, was one of those who loved 
jazz, although she could neither sing it nor play it nor dance it. “I can only move my 
toe to it,” she told me once, “but if I couldn’t do that, I think I should burst with the 
rapture of it.” 
Jazz had a hard row to hoe in England for many years. The English are conservative 
to a fault, and they dislike to make even the slightest effort to comprehend anything 
which is new to their experience. But jazz has at last won its way to their hearts, and 
today, I think the English understand its essential musical virtues better even than we 
do in America. Paul Whiteman last year packed Albert Hall fuller than it had ever 
been before in its musical history, and his audience was symptomatic of a change that 
pervades every stratum of English musical appreciation. 
“Jazz is the music of the street,” said a learned divine the other day, apparently 
feeling that this was the final word in condemnation. It is true that many of the street 
songs of today are jazz in character, but our best jazz is far too good musically to be 
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popular in the street. Practically none of my own songs can boast of that wide 
popularity which entitles them to be called “songs of the street.” 
In the very dignified and sedate program which I shall give with Mme. D’Alvarez in 
the Hotel Roosevelt recital series this fall, my own part will consist of selections from 
the “Rhapsody in Blue,” supplemented by two or three jazz “Preludes” on which I am 
now working and which will come before the public for the first time on that occasion. 
Later in the program, I shall accompany Mme. D’Alvarez in several songs selected 
from my later musical comedies, such as “Lady Be Good” and “Tiptoes.” 
Not one of the numbers on that program will be cheap or trashy in character, I am 
sure. They are all of sound musical value, and worthy of a place on any sober and 
dignified program. This partnership of Mme. D’Alvarez and myself in support of 
modern music comes as the result of her recent defense of jazz in a debate with the 
Rev. John Roach Straton. She sings jazz better, I believe, than any other great singer 
on our concert or opera stage today, because she interprets with fidelity and 
enthusiasm, not merely the notes, but the spirit and the rhythm of the music. 
It is marvelous what a really great voice can do, musically speaking, with a good jazz 
air. The greater the voice, the greater its effectiveness in jazz interpretation, 
provided only that the singer has a superlative sense of rhythm. Rhythm is the very 
life of music. “Without perfect rhythmical feeling,” we are told, “you can never move 
an audience to tears nor stir an army to action.” 
Jazz is no child’s play. Good jazz music needs as much effort and ability for its 
mastery as any other music. I suspect that many first-class musicians are forced to 
adopt an air of supercilious contempt toward it because they cannot master it. 
Perhaps they started too late; perhaps they never started at all; perhaps they lacked 
the “divine spark” which, after all, is an essential of good jazz performance. If you 
think that jazz is easy, try Kern’s “They Didn’t Believe Me” as a studio exercise; 
there are some passages in that song that will prove difficult hurdles for any voice. 
I have been asked to recommend a list of jazz songs which a concert singer might 
study, either as an introduction to jazz rhythms or with a view to public performance. 
The appended list comes to my mind as I pack my bag for a hurried trip to Europe, 
and is presented without any pretense that it is either complete or the best possible 
list for the purpose; 
For any singer, an excellent training in jazz rhythms is the study of the phonograph 
records made by singers like Marion Harris, Al Jolson and the Revelers. The quartet 
singing of the Revelers is marvelous, not merely in their perfection of rhythm, but 
also in their unique ability to get unusual and skillful orchestral effects with the voice. 
There are some singers who will not find, in the present jazz vocal repertoire, 
anything which they will desire to add to their platform programs. But there are none 
of them who will not benefit greatly, in the broad sense of musical culture from the 
serious study and practice of the rhythmic gymnastics which jazz supplies. 
I close with the moral of this little tale: If you are a singer, don’t ignore jazz music, 
study it. Love and cherish it, give it free rein in your heart. It will repay you a 
hundred fold. It will help you over many tough spots in your classics. It will add a new 
rhythmic meaning to your whole repertoire, old and new. It will be your good friend 
and companion through sunshine and shadow. 
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Don’t condemn jazz on the say-so of any old fogy. Avoid musical snobbery. Think for 
yourself. Live in the musical present, and the past will be even more significant and 
precious. 
 
Mr. Gershwin’s Selection of 11 Jazz Song Suitable for Concert Use  
 
“Siren song”   Kern 
“Japanese Sandman” Whiting-Egan 
“St. Louis blues”  Handy 
“The Jazz City”  Souvaine 
“International Rag”  Berlin 
“I Want to Be Happy” Youmans 
“Carolina in the Morning” Donaldson 
“They Didn’t Believe Me Kern 
“Stairway to Paradise” Gershwin 
“Suwanee”   Gershwin 
“Nashville Nightingale” Gershwin 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Question of King Oliver’s Birth Date 
by 
Gilbert M. Erskine 
Winter, 1978 
 
….. It was with more than casual interest, then, that I read Whitney Balliett’s review 
(the New Yorker, 4/25/77 of the recent Smithsonian Collection reissue of various 
King Oliver items from the 1920s. Mr. Balliett tells of a chance remark that Joe 
Oliver had made to trombonist Clyde Bernhardt in 1931: 
“I (Bernhardt) gave him a pack of cigarettes on his birthday, in May, and he was so 
pleased. ‘The rest of (the band) didn’t give me a damn thing,’ he said, ‘but you did, 
and that feels good to an old man of fifty-four.’” 
54 years old in 1931! The biographies and standard references all list Oliver’s birth 
year as 1885, and Bernhardt’s birthday gift should, by that reckoning, have gone to a 
man who had just turned 46. 
Balliett discusses the matter further; “Clyde Bernhardt’s belief that Oliver was eight 
years older than had been thought explains a good deal. To wit: why his teeth and 
gums and embouchure began to weaken in the mid-twenties, when he was supposedly 
just forty . . . why he repeatedly called himself an ‘old man’ in his letters to his niece 
and sister; why he was so slow to adapt to the new music around him; why his bands 
played what they did . . “ 
To this, one might indeed add the whole question of Oliver’s invitation to Armstrong 
in 1922 to join the Creole Jazz Band in Chicago. If Oliver felt his technical capacities 
were diminishing with advancing age, and wanted the band to have another 
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supporting cornet, the invitation is reasonable; if not, the invitation is eminently 
unreasonable, given the nature of Armstrong’s talent, and the rampant jealousy of 
New Orleans musicians. Oliver was billing himself as “king” of the New Orleans 
cornetists; why would he bring such a threat to his reign right into the middle of his 
camp? 
Louis Armstrong, a reform school kid who was anxious to succeed, was diffident and 
pliant, and he idolized Joe Oliver. With the shrewdness of age, Oliver must have 
calculated that he could keep little Louis under his thumb, and he almost succeeded. 
Armstrong had praise for Oliver all of his life, but Lil Hardin had managed to break 
the dominance - it was she who sprung Louis free. In any event, the fact that Oliver 
sent a telegram to Armstrong in June 1922, inviting him to join the CJB, gives weight 
to Clyde Bernhardt’s remark that Oliver was 8 years older than generally believed. 
(Sic: It is known that Oliver’s first choice was Kid Rena) 
There are, of course, serious arguments against this assumption. Joe Oliver’s mother 
reportedly died in 1900, and he was said to have been left to the care of his half-sister, 
Victoria Davis. This is not likely for a man who would have then been 23. And bunk 
Johnson has reported that Oliver began his cornet lessons with Mr. Kenchen in 1899, 
and he would have been 22; again, very unlikely. But the matter certainly deserves 
more research. 
 
 
What is Dixieland? 
By 
 James E. Peck 
Fall, 1977 
 
Those of my generation (1910-    ) have referred to the term “Dixieland” a good part 
of our lives. At times it was even shortened to “good old Dixie”. After some research 
it is interesting to find that there is no one definition of the music called “Dixieland”, 
but various authorities do agree on some meanings. The reason may go back further 
to the term “Jazz”, one of Dixieland’s parents, and the lack of a standard answer to 
“What is Jazz?” Leonard Feather has mentioned “the definition of the term (jazz) 
itself has defied the efforts of experts for several decades. Ask any ten musicians or 
critics to define the word “jazz” and you will get ten vastly different answers; and 
because of the accelerating changes in its nature the same respondents may offer a 
heavily modified definition a few years from now”. 
Five different definitions of “Dixieland”, advanced by various authorities, have been 
found. (Perhaps there are more.) All five definitions appear to have some foundation 
for their meanings. Background quotes are used here, sometimes at length, to bring 
out the reasons for the different definitions, and for their historical interest. 
The five meanings follow: 
 
That music pertaining to traditional jazz played by white musicians. 
 
Leonard Feather wrote: “ . . . fundamentally the music, generally          known now as 
New Orleans jazz, is no different technically from what was being played by the white 
groups, whose performances have been pigeonholed as Dixieland Jazz”. 
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Marshall Stearns said: “European and African music continued to blend, of course, 
but something unusual had occurred. From the previous blending, a music had 
evolved in New Orleans with a distinct character of its own. It struck the public, and 
quite rightly, as something entirely new, and it began to spread, grow, and influence 
all American popular music. The general style later became known as ‘Dixieland’, 
especially when played by white musicians, and it spread fan-wise to the North until it 
became the rage of the Jazz Age”. 
Association with the Original Dixieland Jazz Band 
In his auto biography, Pops Foster stated; “Shields, Brown, Fisher, and the band went 
on to New York and made some records and were the first New Orleans musicians to 
do that. That’s how everyone got to calling our music Dixieland because of the name 
of their band”. 
 
1 and 2.  It is interesting that Sidney Bechet, in his auto biography “Treat It Gentle” 
attributes the derivation of Dixieland to both (1) and (2) above: “some of the white 
musicianers had taken our style as best they could. They played things that were 
really our numbers. But, you understand, it wasn’t our music. It wasn’t us. I don’t 
care what you say, it's awful hard for a man who isn’t black to play a melody that’s 
come deep out of black people. It’s a question of feeling. But these musicians, they all 
showed up in New York. The record companies sent for them to come and make their 
records. The people had come wild about this music and the companies were giving 
what they had closest to it. They couldn’t call it New Orleans; it just wasn’t New 
Orleans. But they had to have a name for it, so they called it Dixieland. And that was 
the Original Dixieland Orchestra. Larry shields, he was one of those musicianers”. 
3.Having to do with white musicians and the size of the band. 
Ross Russell wrote: “In New Orleans and Chicago, the two centers of jazz style 
before Kansas city, jazz first appeared as a cultural expression of the black 
community and, within a generation or less, evoked a powerful response from white 
musicians in the same areas. In New Orleans the first generation of white musicians 
included Leon Roppolo, George Brunis, Paul Mares (New Orleans Rhythm Kings), 
Nick LaRocca, Larry Shields, Eddie Edwards (Original Dixieland Jazz Band), Sidney 
Arodin, and a number of others. Their styles grew out of the rich musical culture they 
heard around them. White jazz in Chicago evolved as an intense response to the 
imported music of King Oliver and other New Orleans bands that began playing 
there soon after world War I . . . In a surprisingly short period of time, perhaps five 
years, Chicago (white) style had become a reality . . . From this cadre of jazzmen 
came the key musicians of both the Dixieland (small band) movement and the major 
white swing bands of the thirties (Goodman, Miller, Krupa, and others).” 
Ragtime 
A drawing portraying “the evolution of big sound”, on page 92 of an issue of Life 
Magazine of which unfortunately the issue number was lost, shows “Dixieland Jazz” 
having evolved from “Marching Bands” and “Ragtime” in 1917. 
In discussing Ragtime, Marshall Stearns mentions: “Actually, elements of ragtime 
continued to be played under the new name of ‘jazz’, and it is played to this day as a 
prominent part of a repertory associated with the Dixieland style . . .With the 
exception of an occasional blues, Dixieland is largely orchestral ragtime, formally 
simplified and rhythmically complicated”. 
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Martin Williams wrote: “The truth is that jazz started in New Orleans, depending 
entirely on what you mean by jazz’. Obviously, the word was first coined (or rather 
borrowed, and rather obscurely borrowed, it would seem) to describe a music that 
came from New Orleans. (Many New Orleans players detest the word, and Sidney 
Bechet, for one, continued to call the music ‘ragtime’ all his life).” 
Having to do with primary emphasis on solos. 
Keepnews and Grauer have an interesting write-up on the evolution of Dixieland in 
their “A Pictorial History of Jazz”. “These (white) Chicagoans, so-called, actually 
spent comparatively few years playing in their home town. They were in and out of 
New York for several years and finally, in about the middle 30’s, they made it their 
headquarters. In those depression days clubs were apt to be shuttered and steady 
mobs few (except for the handful of musicians who were both able and willing to fit 
into big Swing bands). So, some place along the line, that informal, after-hours, for-
musicians-only gathering known as the “jam session” was converted into a public 
institution and a livelihood. At night clubs that needed an off-evening shot in the arm, 
and then with increasing frequency on the stage of staid Town Hall, causally shifting 
groups played the jazz standards. (It was basically a white personnel, although 
actually the color line was breached here more quickly and lastingly than ever 
before.) Inevitably, this kind of playing had a permanent effect on their style; the 
repertoire had to remain unchanging, the ensemble portions formalized, the primary 
emphasis on solos, so that any or all of them could fit into a given band at any time. 
Describing this style as Dixieland makes it at least the third to bear this confusingly 
over-used name. The three are closely enough linked, though. In a sense, it's a neat 
rejoining of the pattern that began with early white New Orleans jazz: the Original 
Dixieland Jazz Band was a strong influence on the Red Nichols-Miff Mole crowd, who 
were the first New York Dixielanders. The New Orleans Rhythm Kings contributed 
greatly to the initial musical education of the Chicagoans. And it has all meshed 
together into a music that, if it is by now rather static, is strictly and solidly 
professional, never less than highly competent, and to a great many people still 
capable of being among the most exciting and stimulating of all jazz forms”.  
 
This research contributes nothing original. On the other hand it would appear to 
show that: 
The tern “Dixieland” has different meanings to different individuals, groups and 
regions. 
There would appear to be no need to attempt to standardize the meaning of the term, 
as long as it is realized that there are different meanings, and that in several cases 
they overlap. 
New students of jazz can rightly become quite confused if they attempt to pigeonhole 
the term “Dixieland”. 
 
 
 
 
 
The Original Hot Five 
by 
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Johnny St. Cyr 
Sept.-Oct., 1954 
  
It happened in 1926 King Oliver completed his contract at the PLANTATION night 
club and decided to go to New York. Louis Armstrong, who was a member of his 
orchestra, decided to stay in Chicago and organize the Hot Five, which was only a 
recording combo as each man was with a different orchestra. 
 At the time I was working with Charley Cooke’s orchestra. Johnny Dodds had 
his own combo at KELLY’S STABLES. Kid Ory was gigging with different bands. 
Lil Hardin, the pianist in King Oliver’s orchestra, having married Louis, naturally 
remained in Chicago with him and became a member of the Hot Five. 
 Having recorded on numerous occasions with King Oliver for the OKEH 
label, Louis became well known to Mr. Fern who was the recording engineer for that 
company at the time. Louis had no trouble getting a date for the Hot Five. Mr. Fern 
insisted that Louis record only his won compositions, and persuaded him to sign a 
five year contract, which Lil and I had advised Louis not to do. The first four 
numbers were recorded were; “I’m In the Barrel”, “Potato Head”, “Gut Bucket”, 
and “Oriental Strut’, which was my own composition. From this first recording date 
the Hot Five became staff artists for the OKEH Company.  
 At that time we were only allowed two minutes and forty five seconds per 
record. Three minutes was the longest but that was only for special arrangements and 
that was a special privilege allowed staff artists. All bands that were not staff artists 
had to stick to the two minutes and forty five seconds limit. If the number ran over 
time the engineer would have to cut out a chorus or two to reduce the recording to 
the allotted time. We could not play at ease as the musicians do now as we had no 
microphones then, and we had to play into a horn which was attached to the 
recording machine. There were several of them, one to the piano, one to the reeds, 
and one to the brass, and one to the banjo. I would be sitting on a small ladder, or on 
several packing cases stacked on top of one another. Boy! We did it the heard way, 
but it was fun. Johnny Dodds could not play real hot without patting his foot so Mr. 
Fern got a pillow and put it under Johnny’s right foot which was the one he used 
when he got hot. The band really got a kick out of that. 
Boyd Adkins, who was not a member of the Hot Five, composed the “Heebie Jeebies” 
and he asked Louis to include it in our recordings, offering Louis an interest in the 
number, which was not necessary as Louis was always goad to do anything he could to 
help his fellow man, without compensation. It was while recording this number that 
the band got more kicks. The composition was only an instrumental and Mr. Fern 
insisted on a vocal chorus, so Louis wrote some words which he did not have time to 
rehearse or memorize, and he had to read them when it came time for him to sing. 
We were recording on wax discs and we had to cut three test records and one master. 
On the “Heebie Jeebies” when we were recording the master and it was time for 
Louis to do the vocal he sang half of the words and the paper dropped from his hand. 
To avoid spoiling the record and having to do it all over again, he just gave out with 
some queer sounds such as Boo Boo Pa Doop, Boo Boo, Frinie, Nacki, Sacki, and 
others that do not make sense, which was later known as the Scat theme. 
Nevertheless, we got a good laugh out of it. 
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On one of our recording sessions we had rehearsed only three numbers and after we 
had cut them Mr. Fern wanted a fourth and he asked Louis to do a blues, to complete 
the recording, and Louis said “Man, we have made so many blues and they all sound 
mostly alike!” So I suggest that I start the blues with a few bars on the bass strings 
and the banjo. So we made a short rehearsal and cut the number. When Mr. Fern 
asked “What shall we name it?”, Louis thought for a while and then said “Call it The 
Gut bucket”. Louis could not explain the meaning of the name. He said it just came to 
him. But I will explain it. In the fish markets in New Orleans the fish cleaners keep a 
large bucket under the table where they clean the fish, and as they do this they rake 
the guts in this bucket. Thence The Gut Bucket, which makes it a low down blues. 
Louis was a wonderful band leader. One felt so relaxed working with him, and he was 
very broad minded. He always did his best to feature each individual in his combo. It 
was not Louis Armstrong; it was the Hot Five, if you get what I mean. We got to the 
place where we would rehearse and time the numbers to be recorded, thus 
eliminating the tests, and making masters at the first recording. This was the original 
Hot Five. Later, when Louis became a member of Carroll Dickerson’s Orchestra, 
Carroll persuaded Louis to use members of his band to record the Hot Five - and so 
ended the Original. 
I cherish the memories of my associations with Louis and the Hot Five. I have never 
worked with a nicer guy. He was very considerate of his men and always had 
something humorous to say, keeping his band in good cheer at all times. He was very 
modest and he had a comforting appreciation for whatever little the other fellow did. 
He was always open to suggestions and eager to try them out. He is a great guy and 
we did our best to make our recordings a success. We made money and we had lots of 
fun.  
 
 
The Backroom Boys 
by 
Edmond Souchon, M.D. 
July-August, 1958 
 
 Let us talk about some unsung heroes. I refer to those musicians who, night 
after night, recording session after recording session, only get their names on the lists 
of ‘personnels.’ Seldom do they find any special bouquets on the jacket blurbs, and 
hardly even do the critics even mention their names. In short, the pianists in the small 
six or seven piece bands. 
 Not the swing-band pianists or big group bands who frequently have a 
‘celebrated’ name-pianist to front the organization. These we discard with a sweeping 
gesture, classifying them either as frustrated long haired artists who find the dimly lit 
atmosphere of the plush hotel salons a much more lucrative filed than that of the 
seldom employed concert artist, or trick pianists whose then highly trained fingers 
are expert at running up and down the ivories - but all to no avail. I think you all 
know the types of which we speak. 
Parlour Piano 
 Let’s get down to cases. It’s the pianists usually referred to in New Orleans as 
“backroom boys” I’m talking about. The derivation of this term stems from old 
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Storyville, where it was the custom for the better brothels to always have an 
entertaining pianist on hand for the customers. The front parlour was usually 
reserved as a reception room of sorts, and it was in the ‘back room’ that the piano 
‘professor’ entertained with ragtime and a repertoire of songs. 
In 1917 Storyville closed and the backroom pianist was out of a job. But not for long, 
for soon after, prohibition was enacted, and with that noble experiment the speakeasy 
blossomed. The backroom boys were back in business after an absence of a couple of 
years. Once again we found our ‘professor’ ensconced upon his piano stool. But, 
instead of the special tailor-made square-cut clothes and splendiferous diamond 
horse-shoe stickpin which he wore in the old days, he was usually a slightly 
dilapidated gentleman whose only recompense for his labour was the small, tip, or 
drinks, which the customers threw his way, or which the proprietor grudgingly 
allotted at the end of a hard night. This is the new individual that took over at the 
beat up old upright, front removed, beer-stained and out of tune. 
In either case, reference to ‘backroom piano’ meant a style which was strictly low 
down; and usually very blue in character. 
Origins 
 Actually, the piano only came into being as a jazz band instrument when 
marching bands marched off the streets and into the dance halls to entertain. This 
was long after the strictly orthodox dance band composed of three horns backed up 
by a string bass and either guitar or banjo. 
When a more ‘full’ sound was required in order for the front line to perform for 
larger crowds in a much larger hall, the softer guitar sounds were discarded to be 
replaced by a piano. 
 Through the miracle of recorded sound we can now look back some 37 years 
and learn much about the importance of the piano within the small band. In fact, for 
actual study, this canned music is much the best way to evaluate what was, and is, 
going on. In the fleeting moments of a ‘live’ session much is forever lost of what 
might otherwise be an immortal performance; and they can never do it again the way 
you thought you heard it! 
 Without referring to any of the books of reference, it is almost impossible to 
recall off hand the name or names of a single jazz pianist who fronted a real 
Dixie/New Orleans style combination, or whose fame outshone or equaled the 
members of the ‘front-line.’ 
In my humble (?) opinion, possibly the only two exceptions are Jelly Roll Morton and 
Art Hodes. 
Small Band Jazz 
 If you listen carefully to any good small band record you will quickly see just 
how very much a jazz pianist assists the front line players to display their wares; and 
how very necessary he is in blending the entire group into a pleasing sound. Also, how 
harsh and ‘naked’ the other instruments sound when the piano is removed. (Have you 
ever heard a band start without the pianist - if he happened to be late and it was time 
for them to take the stand?) 
 On the other hand, an incompetent pianist can destroy the sound of a band 
more than any of the other instruments combined - with the possible exception of the 
drummer. Yes, the virtues and requisites are many and varied to qualify as a good 
jazz band pianist! 
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 Primarily he has to be sound musically. That is to say he must be well 
grounded in his chords and progressions. He must have a rock-solid beat to his 
rhythm. He must be a great percussionist in his own right, for next to the tympani, his 
tempo sticks out like a sore thumb. 
Formal Training 
 We must remember at this juncture that very many pianists have had formal 
training. The picture at this point is always teacher-piano-student, with the piano 
itself an entity-complete. That is to say, a pianist does not require other musicians to 
play with him in order to be a complete sound. They are trained to express 
themselves individually. Maybe this is bad training for someone destined to share the 
bandstand with six or seven others, so he must forget much of what he has learned to 
do alone. No longer can he be a one-man show, for he must now learn to subdue 
himself in order to blend with the rest of the band. 
 While technique is certainly a valuable asset on any instrument, it can act as a 
drawback for the piano player. Butterfly fingers that are continually running up and 
down the piano, all to no purpose can completely destroy the good sound of a group. 
The resultant sound becomes, jumbled, muddled, or what we call in New Orleans, 
‘not clean.’ 
 Seldom do we find an artist in the jazz piano category who can combine the 
attributes of a fine ensemble man and that of a good soloist. Seldom do we find one 
who, when given a chance to solo in his own right, can match his performance as a 
sound rhythm man with taste in backing a band. Al so the reverse is usually true. 
 The self-effacement and restraint necessary to do this job properly are almost 
superhuman. For the desire to ‘steal a solo’ is deep in every artist whether he admits 
it or not. Great indeed is the pianist who can listen to a clarinet solo bring down the 
house night after night, while he merely unobtrusively goes about his business of 
proper chording and steady beat, just to make the other chap sound fine! The human 
instinct to improve what a soloist is doing is almost insurmountable - and few can do 
it graciously. Those who can, you may count on your fingers. 
 A few of the great pianists to whom we have listed are Joe Sullivan, Art Hodes, 
Steve Lewis (of the A. J. Piron band), Jess Stacey, ‘Fats’ Waller, Clarence Williams, 
Armand Hug, Ralph Sutton and James P. Johnson. There are others of course but 
these names spring to mind as some of the best backroom boys. All these men have 
technical skill as individualists and are also magnificent when backing a band or a 
soloist. 
 Probably the greatest single name which is linked with this exacting 
specification is that of Jelly Roll Morton. Listen to him as much as you wish on any of 
his records and you will never find him stepping out of bounds while the whole band 
is playing. Always, he sustains a full-chord, solid rhythmic background. This not only 
improves the sound of the band but makes it much easier for the front line to feel 
their chords and extemporaneous harmonies. Listen to him as he plays in ‘trio’ or in 
a piano-cornet duet and you will find the same restraint and good taste. Then listen to 
Morton the soloist, and as his magic unfolds you will be able to judge just how much 
he held himself back in order to make the band sound better! 
 And so a bunch of New Orleans magnolias to all those backroom pianists who 
beat it out night after night, seated in the background, helping the other fellows sound 
so wonderful. To them - our admiration as musicians. 
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Sleepytime Down South 
by 
Leon Rene’ 
Winter, 1978 
 
When Edward R. Murrow, famous, internationally known news commentator, asked 
Louis “Satchmo” Armstrong to name his favorite song, Louie replied, ‘Sleepytime 
Down South’, because when I start singing: 
pale moon shinin’ on the fields below 
Folks all croonin’ songs soft and low 
needn’t tell me so because I know 
It’s Sleepytime Down South . . . 
That’s when my show begins!” 
 
But if you should ask “What does it take to write a great standard like ‘Sleepytime 
Down South’ - now in the Hall of Fame of ASCAP (American society of Composers, 
Authors, and Publishers) and the New Orleans Jazz Museum?” I, the composer, 
would probably answer: “Sitting on the levee watching the ocean liners go up and 
down the mighty Mississippi; a calliope on top of a paddle wheeler playing ‘Dixie’: 
pine trees in the ozone belt of Covington, Louisiana, where I was born; picking 
berries in the early morning; Mama’s huckleberry pies; Mardi Gras; Louis 
Armstrong and King Oliver - two of New Orleans’ greatest men battling on the 
corner from a horse-drawn wagon, competing for a Saturday night dance - put them 
all together, add red beans and rice, and a plate of home cooked file’ gumbo, and you 
have what it takes to write a song like ‘Sleepytime Down South.’” 
It wasn’t long before I started playing piano by ear. My cousin, J. C. Prescott, taught 
me how to play and the first song I learned was “Brown Skin who You For? (You 
surely Look Good to Me)”. That old cliché’, “They never noticed me ‘til I learned to 
play the piano” came true. Soon I was in demand at all the house parties. Buddy Petit 
gave me a job playing with his band one summer, in Covington. Chester Zardis was 
Buddy’s bass player at that time. I heard Chester play at Preservation Hall in 1976, 
and he is still one of the greatest. We took a picture of the band at a gig in Mandeville, 
Louisiana which was used by Leonard Feather in his article about all time jazz greats, 
in a special issue of Esquire Magazine. 
Louie left New Orleans to join King Oliver’s band in Chicago, and New Orleans jazz 
took on a new sound - two of the world’s greatest trumpet men blowing notes that had 
never been heard before and would never be heard again. Needless to say, they took 
Chicago by storm. 
I dropped out of school after the 10th grade and my father, a brick contractor, 
insisted that I become a bricklayer, along with my brother Melbourne. It was an offer 
I couldn’t refuse. The building boom brought us to Los Angeles where I continued to 
play at parties and study music. Soon I began to dabble at writing songs with my 
older brother Otis, a pharmacist. 
One day he phoned me about writing a song called “Under A Virginia Moon” for a 
Hollywood stage show. I suggested the title was too ordinary, and that “Sleepytime 
Down South” might be a better title. Before he arrived at the house I had completed 
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the melody and half of the lyric. It was sung by the song’s co-writer, actor Clarence 
Muse, in the show, which unfortunately folded in three weeks. 
Call it luck or call it fate, but the great Louie Armstrong came to Los Angeles and 
opened at Sebastian’s Cottom Club in Culver City. Everybody knew that Louie liked 
file’ gumbo and my mother was the best that ever cooked gumbo. It was Saturday 
night at the Cotton Club, and the place was packed with Hollywood movie stars who 
came just to hear Satchmo blow. When we arrived Louie was wiping perspiration 
from his face while singing his latest record hit “When You’re Smiling”, backed by 
Les Hite’s big band, with Lionel Hampton on vibes and drums. To hear him - Louie - 
play was one of the greatest thrills of my life. 
That night I met Louie for the first time; he was surrounded by friends but he was 
always glad to meet “home folks”. For a short while we talked about New Orleans and 
then we finally told him about “Sleepytime Down South” and Mama’s famous file’ 
gumbo. We invited him to dinner and he replied, “Tell Mama to start cookin’. I’ll be 
there!” 
This historical dinner took place at my parents’ home in an unlikely jazz town of 
Pasadena. A funny thing happened while Louie was waiting for another dish of 
gumbo. The Majestic radio was tuned in on Guy Lombardo and somewhere in the 
middle of the record Louie let out a burst of gravel tones . .  “Bop-O-Dap-Du-Boo-
La-Ba-Do-Da” that shook the room and stopped everything. Lionel Hampton, Les 
Hite, Otis, Clarence Muse, Benny Prescott, Papa, and I looked at Louie, and Mama 
was flabbergasted and she almost dropped Louie’s second plate of gumbo on his 
head. Louie said “Excuse me folks, that cat left that break open and I just had to 
make it for him.” 
That was the beginning of “scat” singing. Soon afterwards, Bing Crosby, Ella 
Fitzgerald and many top recording artists used it. 
After dinner Louie heard just one chorus of “Sleepytime Down South” and said: 
“That’s my song. Give me a copy, I’ll play it at the club.” But he did much more - he 
recorded it on Victor Records and about a month later it was released. The flip side 
was “I’ll Be Gland When You’re Dead, You Rascal You”. 
“Sleepytime “ became an international hit and was featured in more than ten motion 
pictures; it was recorded by many great artists including Louie’s friend, Bing Crosby, 
and most recently by Al Hirt. 
Although I have written many songs - “When the Swallows come Back to 
Capistrano”, “Rockin’ Robin”, “I Lost My Sugar in Salt Lake City”, “Someone’s 
Rocking My Dreamboat”, and others, “Sleepytime Down South” is my favorite 
because it came from the heart and the city of jazz - New Orleans. 
When the news of Louie’s death on July 6, 1971 was announced on television the 
whole world was shocked, and so was I but I always knew that, because of Louis 
“Satchmo” Armstrong, “Sleepytime Down South” would live forever. His death 
inspired me to write a special lyric to the melody of “Sleepytime”. I sang it at the 
unveiling of Louie’s statue on July 4th, 1976 - the birthday of our country, and his 
birthday, also. (Sic: the actual date of birth is August 4, 1901) 
Mayor Moon Landrieu made a short speech and Dick Allen, Curator of the William 
Ransom Hogan Jazz Archive at Tulane University, introduced the Rampart Street six 
who opened the show with “Sleepytime” and I sang the special lyric in honor of Louis 
Armstrong. May the good Lord bless you, Louie. 
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Louisiana Swing 
The Dynasty of New Orleans Clarinetists Established by 
Lorenzo Tio, Jr.  
by Floyd Levin 
Spring, 1986 
  
 The record on the turntable, revolving at 78 RPM, cast a reddish glow in the 
stereo cabinet as the bright label reflected the beam of the small tensor lamp. 
The gold lettering on the revolving old label was a blur; but, with a slight rotation of 
my head, I could read; LOU’SIANA SWING (A.J.Piron) Piron’s New Orleans 
Orchestra Okeh 41891. 
When the record ended, I carefully lifted the fragile old disc from the turntable. For a 
brief moment, I held a priceless link with an era that produced a wealth of innovative 
music that remains a vital part of today’s state of the art. 
Consider the title, “Lou’siana Swing”. This was 1924 - long before Jelly Roll Morton 
startled the music world with his early use of the verb-noun, swing (Georgia Swing” - 
1928). In 1932 Duke Ellington firmly established the word as part of our musical 
vocabulary with his monumental “It Don’t Mean a Thing, if It Ain’t Got That 
Swing." Less than a decade after that profound ducal pronouncement, we were thrust 
dramatically into the Swing Era which, ironically, brought about a temporary demise 
of New Orleans jazz as a viable segment of popular music. 
The room was still ringing with the pristine sounds of Piron’s Orchestra preserved 
sixty-two years ago by the General Phonograph Company, New York, N.Y. The 
phantom musicians included Peter Bocage on trumpet, John Lindsay played 
trombone, Louis Cottrell, Sr. Was at the drums, and we heard the peerless New 
Orleans clarinetist, Lorenzo Tio, Jr. this is one of the very few recorded examples of 
Tio’s classic French woodwind sound that was to become a tremendous influence on 
scores of reedmen that were to follow. 
While Tio was an active working musician, performing with the leading bands and 
orchestras in New Orleans, the important legacy he has left us reflects his genius as a 
clarinet teacher. A list of his students reads like a veritable “Who’s Who” of Jazz. 
They, in turn, had a powerful effect upon hundreds of younger jazzmen who were 
listening carefully. As a result, the systemic influence of Lorenzo Tio, Jr. can be 
traced through much of the history of traditional jazz. 
He was born in New Orleans in 1884. His father, Lorenzo Tio, Sr., and his uncle, Luis 
“Papa” Tio were also famous clarinetists who had migrated from Mexico in 1881. 
They both played in the Excelsior Brass Band and in various Storyville saloons before 
the turn of the century. The earliest we can trace Lorenzo Jr.’s activities is 1897, 
when, at the age of 13, his name appears on the roster of musicians performing in the 
New Orleans Lyre symphony. Later, he was heard in the Eagle Band formed in 1911 
by Frankie Dusen. This early group included another youngster named Sidney 
Bechet, Big Eye Louis Nelson, and the legendary Freddy Keppard. 
Tio followed his father and uncle into the Excelsior Band in 1914. He also played in 
New Orleans bands led by Oscar Celestin, Manuel Perez, Joe Oliver, and A.J.Piron 
with whom he made his only recordings. His activities were not confined to the 
Crescent City. As early as 1915, Tio was playing with Perez in one of the first jazz 
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bands to play regular dance job in Chicago. A few years later, New York audiences 
heard him when the Piron orchestra was hired to perform at the Roseland Ballroom. 
To the uninformed, the clarinet initially appears to be of tertiary importance in a jazz 
band behind the brassy sounds of trumpet and trombone. After a casual exposure, the 
listener soon realizes the importance of the small woodwind in the “front line” of a 
traditional jazz band. The clarinet, when skillfully played, is capable of bringing out 
the true flavor of the music - like file’ powder spices a gumbo. It can be low and 
mellow, or it can soar into high cascades of flowing brilliance and explode with a 
fusillade of spiraling sparks. In its middle register, it can produce sensuous slurs and 
swooping explorations as the clarinetist searches through the intricacies of the 
harmony. 
The precursor of the clarinet, as we know it today, has been used in orchestras for 
over three centuries. It was named, surprisingly, after a trumpet. In the 17th Century, 
the established orchestras usually had three different trumpets. Each of these horns 
concentrated on one particular register. The highest trumpet part was the Clarino. 
When the clarinet was introduced, it had the same tonal quality of the highest 
trumpet. It became known as the “Little Clarino”” - or clarinet. 
Over the years, there have been about 20 different sizes of clarinets. Most have fallen 
into oblivion. We usually hear the B Flat horn today: however, the New Orleans 
Brass Bands favor the harsher E Flat clarinet better suited for cutting through the 
heavy brass in the large street bands. The Boehm system of fingering now is use was 
adapted from a flute method to facilitate faster fingering, but many of the early New 
Orleans musicians preferred the older Albert system which was easier to play and 
produced a mellower tone. 
Basically, the clarinet is a hollow tube of ebony wood although metal horns are also 
used. It has 13 keys and 20 side holes. There are many tiny springs that often 
malfunction, pads that become waterlogged, and a vibrating reed that must be in 
perfect condition to produce a proper tone. To add to its difficulty, the clarinet 
requires different fingering in the upper register than is used in its lower range. One 
must marvel at the agility of a proficient musician who can span about three octaves 
on this demanding instrument. 
The clarinet is deeply rooted in the history of jazz. Faded tintypes of the celebrated 
Buddy Bolden band, taken about 1905, show two clarinetists. Frank Lewis and Willie 
Warner are proudly holding their Albert system horns. The instrument figured 
prominently in the early popularity of jazz when the New Orleans bands moved 
northward. They brought with them a wealth of talented reedmen who inspired 
generations of future clarinetists. These young followers would eventually 
promulgate the swing era that spotlighted such artists as Benny Goodman, Artie 
Shaw, Woody Herman, Buster Bailey, Joe Marsala, Peanuts Hucko, etc. Although 
most of the modernists eschew the clarinet, its vintage sound permeates the current 
classic jazz revival. Today, the horn is played by such contemporary greats as Bob 
Wilber, Kenny Davern, Chuck Hedges, Abe Most, Claude Luter, Maxim Saury, 
Heine Beau, and Rosy McHargue to name a few. 
During his long teaching career, Lorenzo Tio, Jr. skillfully molded the talents of 
many of those great New Orleans clarinetists who were responsible for bringing the 
full impact of jazz to the attention of the listening public. His illustrious students can 
certainly be credited with establishing the clarinet as an important part in the small 
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jazz band or in the larger orchestras. Individuality is the true stamp of genius in any 
art form. While each of Tio’s pupils retained a semblance of their teacher’s flowing 
rhythmic staccato style, they all infused their music with a personal statement that is 
readily identifiable. 
An aural exploration of the music created by these fine reedmen can be very 
rewarding. For example, Johnny Dodds. He was probably the prototype of all jazz 
clarinetists. He certainly was the most influential. He inspired directly, or indirectly, 
almost every clarinetist who followed Chicagoans heard Dodds’ rich robust tone and 
powerful attack in the King Oliver Creole Jazz Band as far back as 1920 at the 
Lincoln Gardens. Among those listening every night was an impressionable young 
Benny Goodman, who has frequently credited Dodds as his earliest inspiration. 
Goodman, in turn, has a coterie of followers who continue to preach the gospel 
according to Tio and Johnny Dodds. 
Emile Barnes was born in the same year as Dodds. Although his career was one of the 
longest in jazz history - almost six decades, unfortunately he did not have the 
opportunity to record during his prime. Unlike most of Lorenzo Tio’s students, 
Barnes spent most of his active years in New Orleans playing in small clubs and dance 
halls where he received little exposure. Thanks to the recording efforts of historian 
Bill Russell, a few examples of Emile Barnes’ playing have been preserved. The 
records he made with Billie and DeDe Pierce, when Barnes was well into his sixties, 
are moving demonstrations of the deep emotional quality in his playing. 
Jimmy Noone’s tone was slightly lighter and a bit more florid than Johnny Dodd’s. 
His was probably the most typical of Tio’s personal style. Noone’s retinue of 
followers include buster Bailey, Joe Marsala, and even Barney Bigard and Albert 
Nicholas. Noone also migrated to Chicago to join Oliver during the ‘20s. The 
recordings he made during the late ‘20s with his Apex Club Orchestra featured Earl 
Hines’ piano and established Jimmy Noone as one of jazzdom’s all-time greats. “I 
Know That You Know”, of those Vocation records, still quickens my pulse after 
hundreds of playings. 
Noone died on April 19, 1944, the day he was to appear with Kid Ory’s band on the 
weekly Orson Wells Mercury Theater broadcast in Los Angeles. I can clearly recall 
listening forty-two years ago. Wells tearfully spoke of Jimmy Noone’s sudden death 
and introduced his replacement, Wade Whaley, who was also one of the many who 
benefited from the tutelage of Lorenzo Tio, Jr. in New Orleans many years before. 
The band played “Blues for Jimmy” that night and repeated it during every Kid Ory 
performance that followed for the next twenty years. Ed Garland, bassist on the 
historic Orson Wells broadcast, reprised his bowed solo on “Blues for Jimmy” as his 
own personal statement until he died six years ago. 
Albert Nicholas came into prominence on Jelly Roll Morton’s last record date for 
Victor although he had also played beautifully on Jelly’s earlier recording “Blue 
Blood Blues” in 1930. Nicholas had a very flowery style and played with more force 
than Noone; but he retained the familiar Tio flavor. His very personal style pleased 
audiences in Europe and U.S.A. for many years. 
Omer Simeon was probably Jelly Roll Morton’s favorite clarinetist as he appears on 
most of Jelly’s Red Hot pepper classics. Touches of Noone and Nicholas are evident 
in Simeon’s performances. This is a further indication of the strong thread woven by 
Lorenzo Tio that binds the school of clarinet playing he created. Omer Simeon 
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injected a traditional voice into the reed section of Jimmy Lunceford’s orchestra 
when swing was the thing. Later, he added an authentic touch to bands led by Kid 
Ory, Zutty singleton, and the DeParis brothers. 
When we listen to the clarinet of Albert Burbank, we noticed a difference from the 
way the others sound. While the subliminal Tio aura follows beneath the surface, 
Burbank employs an earthier quality in his singing tone. If we could distill all of what 
we know as jazz to its basic elements, this pure residue, this true sound of New 
Orleans, is what we hear in Albert Burbank’s playing. 
It is not generally known, but Lorenzo Tio also tutored the Chicago musician, Darnell 
Howard. Many years ago, Darnell told me about his encounter with the great New 
Orleans teacher. To my knowledge, this segment of jazz history has not been 
previously documented. In about 1924, Howard was playing tenor and violin in a 
band led by a New Orleans musician, Charlie Elgar. Tio, who had played with Elgar 
in New Orleans before World War I, joined the band at the Wisconsin Roof Gardens 
in Milwaukee. Darnell Howard bought a clarinet at Tio’s suggestion and studied with 
him for about a year. This accounts for the distinctive New Orleans feeling in the 
Chicagoan’s clarinet work that has dismayed collectors for years. 
Barney Bigard was undoubtedly the most successful of the many disciples of Lorenzo 
Tio, Jr. He often enjoyed reminiscing about his youth in New Orleans. While serving 
as an apprentice in a cigar factory, Bigard and his cousin, don Albert (Albert 
Dominique_ visited Tio’s house daily for music lessons. He recalled that his teacher 
would not permit him to blow his horn until the rudiments of harmony had been 
thoroughly mastered. Don Albert became one of the most successful trumpet-leaders 
in the thirties. He spoke glowingly of Tio’s skill as a teacher of brass instruments in 
addition to his prowess with the reeds. Wellman Braud, the preeminent new Orleans 
bassist, preceded Bigard in the Duke Ellington band. When Ellington wanted to 
expand the group for his debut at the Cotton Club in 1927, Bigard suggested that he 
hire Barney Bigard. During the next fourteen years, Barney’s Creole clarinet 
provided the distinctive timbre that helped establish a world-wide reputation for the 
Ellington orchestra. The fantastic sweep and torrential majesty of the Bigard solos on 
scores of the Duke’s recordings are still considered the quintessence of jazz clarinet. 
Those gliding flights up and down the chromatic scale are lovely Bigard trade marks. 
They will always be studied by aspiring clarinetists. 
Louis Cottrell, Jr., probably the last of Tio’s students, led his own band until his 
death in 1978. His father, Louis Cottrell, Sr. Played drums on the A.J.Piron record 
that triggered this nostalgic flow. My last contact with Louis Cottrell, jr. was on July 
4, 1976. We can still see his smiling face as he played in the shadow of the St. Louis 
Cathedral beneath the towering statue of Andrew Jackson. This was Louis 
Armstrong’s birthday and the bicentennial celebration of the nation. As the television 
cameras recorded the unveiling of the new bronze figure of Satchmo, Cottrell’s’ band 
played “Happy Birthday” and his clarinet filled Jackson Square with a verve that 
would have pleased Professor Tio. 
Although none of Lorenzo Tio’s protégées are alive today, their specters still haunt 
the sleazy bars on bourbon Street, the old halls, and the posh hotels and restaurants 
in New Orleans. These establishments continue to reap a bountiful harvest from those 
fertile seeds planted years ago. The city, itself, has not produced many young players 
interested in perpetuating the artistry of their grandfathers. (But, after all, Florence 
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has produced few Raphael's or Donatello's lately, either!) One brilliant exception is 
Michael white, a young man who emulates Johnny Dodds and very successfully 
carries the Tio sound into the ‘80s. A professor at Xavier University, White finds 
time to produce jazz radio shows, lecture, and conduct research on jazz history. He 
plays at Preservation Hall and appears with his own group at various venues around 
the city. Michael White is also a member of the same Excelsior Band that featured 
Lorenzo Tio, Sr. And his brother Luis Tio exactly 100 years ago. 
Many aspiring young clarinetists are coming from Europe to bring back to New 
Orleans the original music that has swept the world. The local jazz scene has been 
brightened by an Albert Nicholas-Barney Bigard admirer, Chris Burke, who moved 
from England a few years ago. Burke’s youthful enthusiasm and talent are helping to 
keep alive the buoyant spirit of New Orleans music. 
Another jazz emigrate’, the French clarinetist, Jacques Gauthe, has forsaken his 
activities as a leading chef to devote full time playing and promoting the music he 
loves. In addition to appearances with his Creole Rice Jazz Band, Gauthe is currently 
responsible for producing a nightly array of traditional jazz at the new Meridian 
Hotel recently opened on Canal Street just across from the French Quarter. In this 
connection, Jacques Gauthe has arranged forthcoming engagements by some of 
France’s leading jazz artists including Claude Luter, the Haricots Rouges from Paris, 
and The Flagada Stompers from Lyon. Musicians like Gauthe, with a deep 
appreciation of jazz history, are preparing for the future while remembering the past. 
(Sic: My friend, Jacques, died in 2007. He will be missed.) 
Frequent visits to the Crescent City by clarinetists Brian White and Sammy 
Remington from London and Orange Kellin from Sweden also contribute greatly to 
the healthy condition of traditional jazz in the city where it was born. 
This attempt to appraise the contribution of Lorenzo Tio, Jr. and his followers does 
not mean to suggest that they completely dominated the New Orleans scene. While 
their importance cannot be over emphasized, we must also pay homage to several 
additional clarinetists whose individuality and skill contributed greatly to the rich 
heritage we still enjoy. Space does not permit a detailed analysis of their styles; but we 
certainly must mention the following musicians whose recorded efforts deserve study 
by the initiated and a renewed awareness by those who may have forgotten: Yellow 
Nunez, Joseph “Brother cornbread” Thomas, Sidney Arodin, Tony Parenti, Herb 
Hall, Lester Bouchon, Paul Barnes, Theo Purnell, Dink Johnson, Harry shields, 
Larry Shields, Alphonse Picou, George Bacquet, Sidney Bechet, Nujie Centobie, 
Raymond Burke, Irving Fazola, John Handy, George Lewis, and big Boy Goudie. 
To the above list, one very important name must be added. 85 year old Willie 
Humphrey, the undisputed dean of New Orleans clarinetists, continues to thrill 
visitors to the Vieux Carre. The robust sound of Humphrey’s clarinet spills into the 
humid air on St. Peter Street. It lures tourists to the venerable Preservation Hall that 
stands proudly as a living tribute to the wonderful dynasty established by Lorenzo 
Tio, Jr. when this century was very young. 
 
The Dynasty of Lorenzo Tio Jr. 
 
Lorenzo Tio, Jr. (1884-1933) 
Johnny Dodds (1892-1940) 
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Emile Barnes (1892-1940) 
Jimmy Noone (1895-1944) 
Wade Whaley (1895-c1950) 
Albert Nicholas (1900-1973) 
Omer Simeon (1902-1959) 
Albert Burbank (1902-1979) 
Darnell Howard (1906-1966) 
Barney Bigard (1906-1980) 
Louis Cottrell, Jr. (1911-1978) 
 
 
 
 
 
The Tio Family and Its Role in the Creole-of-Color 
Musical Traditions of New Orleans 
by 
Charles E. Kinzer 
Summer, 1991 
 
Among all of the legendary names associated with the early development of jazz, one 
of the most prominent is “Tio.” This surname refers to a family of musicians active in 
New Orleans over a span of four generations, stretching far back into the history of 
music in New Orleans. 
Well known to most jazz aficionados are the names of Lorenzo Tio, jr. (1893-1933), 
his father, Lorenzo Tio, Sr. (1867-1908), and his uncle, Louis “Papa” Tio (1862-
1922); all three were considered by their peers and successors to be consummate 
performers (on clarinet) and masterful teachers. Much has been written in praise of 
these musicians and their contributions to the jazz style, but very little “hard” 
information about them has surfaced, as regards either their musical or personal 
lives. Unfortunately, as has been the case with several other early jazz musicians, the 
body of information about the Tios that has existed in print for decades contains 
errors; errors which have had their effect on our perception of the evolution of jazz. 
Lorenzo Tio, Sr., and Louis “Papa” Tio were born in Mexico, a fact that has led to 
the formation of a downright mythical version of their family history; and musical 
careers. Since the publication of the first edition of Samuel Charters’ Jazz: New 
Orleans, 1885-1957 (Belleville, NJ: Walther Cl Allen, 1958) the following general 
story (off-repeated and sometimes embellished ) has maintained currency: these two 
brothers, of Mexican heritage, graduated from the Mexican National conservatory of 
Music in Mexico City, performed widely in Mexico, came to new Orleans in 1884 with 
the Mexican band that appeared at the World’s Exposition and Cotton Centennial, 
and went on to infuse New Orleans jazz with a distinctive Spanish element through 
their teaching and playing. 
This intriguing, but completely unfounded, account presumably was told to charters 
in an interview with an un-named musician who may have had only a distant 
association with the Tios. Research based on other, more reliable source material 
clearly shows its fanciful nature. 
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The actual family history of the Tios is perhaps more remarkable than the above 
version, and it has an even greater bearing on the musical traditions of New Orleans. 
Material held at the New Orleans Public Library, Tulane University Libraries, and 
the Orleans Parish Notarial Archives shows that the Tio family was originally from 
New Orleans; their ancestors had been prominent free people of color during the 
antebellum period, and had emigrated to Mexico immediately prior to the Civil War. 
Furthermore, we find that Lorenzo Tio, Jr.’s grandfather and great-grandfather 
were also musicians, active in the same musical circles that produced such figures as 
the composers Edmond DeDe and Basile Bares. 
What follows is a brief overview of the musical members of this Creole-of-color (a 
term denoting a heritage that included French or Spanish and African ancestors) 
family, beginning with Louis Hazeur (c1792-1860, great-grandfather of Lorenzo Tio, 
Jr.) whose sister and daughter both married into the Tio line. 
Louis Hazeur was the son of Chevalier Antoine Hiacinthe Hazeur, a Creole officer in 
the French Army. In the 1780’s, the elder Hazeur had commanded a regiment on the 
Caribbean island of Guadeloupe, where he had taken as his wife Jeanette Favre, a 
free woman of color, described in later documents as mulatto. Louis hazier was born 
in Jamaica, while his parents were en route to settle in Louisiana. Upon arrival, they 
took up residence at a plantation on the Metairie Ridge which had belonged to 
Antoine Hazeur’s family since the 1750’s. This narrow strip of land extended from 
Metairie Road all the way to Lake Pontchartrain, approximately where the 17th Street 
Canal is now located. 
By the autumn of 1914, Louis Hazeur had joined the state militia’s First Battalion of 
Free Men of Color, serving as a Senior Musician in that unit’s “band of music.” On 
16 December 1814 the battalion was enrolled into the United States Army, under the 
charge of General Andrew Jackson, and it played an important role in the subsequent 
Battle of New Orleans. 
Hazeur’s band consisted of about fourteen men, and, although the muster rolls and 
payrolls for the battalion do not specify, its instrumentation probably included flutes 
(and/or fifes), clarinets, bassoons, trumpets, French horns, drums, and cymbals. 
These instruments were standard in American and European military bands of the 
day, and all seem to have been available at the time in New Orleans. Hazeur and his 
fellow bandsmen are important to the study of music in New Orleans because they are 
among the earliest examples of musicians of (partly) African heritage who were 
trained to play European-style music on European instruments, and who almost 
certainly were able to read Western music notation. 
After his military duty, Louis Hazeur entered the trade of carpentry. He married 
three times, and eventually settled in a house on St. Anthony Street, in the Faubourg 
Marigny. 
On 3 May 1827, Louis Hazeur’s younger sister, Mathilde (1804-1877), married Louis 
Marcos Tio (c1799-1844), a Creole of color whose Spanish father, Marcos Tio, had 
come to New Orleans from Catalonia circa 1787. Louis Marcos Tio earned a living 
first as a shoemaker and then (1830’s) as a grocer. He and Mathilde owned a house at 
the corner of Dumaine and Dauphine Streets, where a son, Thomas Louis Marcos Tio 
(d.1881) was born to them in 1928. 
When Thomas Tio was three years old, his parents moved to a new house in the 
Faubourg Treme, on St. Claude Street between  
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Dumaine and St. Philip Streets. This location was within two blocks of the Place 
Congo, and just a few houses away from preservation Hall, two landmarks in the 
city’s musical history. As a child he must have witnessed many of the weekly slave 
gatherings in the Place Congo with their attendant African musical traditions, and he 
probably also became familiar with the many cultural events held at Preservation 
Hall, such as concerts, dances, musicals, recitals, and theater productions. 
 Whenever the inspiration came from, Thomas Tio learned to play reed instruments, 
principally the clarinet. He seems to have been tutored by Joseph Bazanac (1799-
1876), a prominent Creole-of-color musician who played bassoon and flute in the 
orchestra of the Societe Philharmonique in the late 1830s. By1850 Thomas Tio was 
associated with Ludovico Gabici (1813-c1865), an Italian-born violinist. Gabici had 
come to New Orleans in 1835 to direct the orchestra of the St. Charles Theater; in 
later years he also composed, taught music, and operated a music store/music-
publishing business. Gabici was known to teach free-colored students, and the 1850 
U.S. Census shows that he lived next door to two aspiring young musicians of that 
class, Thomas Tio’s cousin, violinist J.B.M. doublet (1828-1883), the son of Louis and 
Mathilde Hazeur’s youngest sister, Pamela). 
Both Tio and doublet worked during the day as cigar-makers (see 1850 census), but 
as free men of color they also enjoyed a number of musical opportunities, including 
employment in orchestras (for ballroom dances and theatre music, perhaps even 
opera), chamber ensembles (for small entertainments and dances), and military bands 
(for parades and other outdoor events).on 7 June 1856, Thomas Tio married 
Athenais Hazeur, his first cousin (daughter of his uncle Louis Hazeur), in 
annunciation Catholic church. Over the next few years, the couple had their first 
child, Joseph Marcos Tio (b.1857), and moved from St. Anthony Street to a house on 
Laharpe Street near the corner of St. Bernard Ave. 
In the years immediately preceding the Civil War, social and political conditions for 
Louisiana’s free Creoles of color deteriorated rapidly. For example, the state 
legislature of 1859 considered (but did not pass) a bill calling for the enslavement of 
all free persons of color who refused to leave the state by a specified date. Such 
threats, coupled with a series of violent acts on the part of white extremists in rural 
Louisiana (the so-called Attakapas vigilance committees), caused several groups of 
free people of color to seek asylum in foreign countries, Haiti and Mexico in 
particular. 
Following this trend, Thomas Tio invested in a scheme to establish an agricultural co-
operative in Mexico made up of Louisiana Creoles of color, to be called the “Eureka 
colony.” He moved to the colony, located about 130 miles south of Tampico, in 
August 1959, and his family, including his uncle/father-in-law Louis Hazeur, followed 
shortly thereafter. Descendants of the Tio family have preserved part of a diary kept 
by Thomas’ sister, Antoinette, containing an outline account of their experience in 
Mexico. This source tells us that Louis Hazeur died at the colony in November 1860, 
and that Thomas and Athenais Tio’s second son, Antoine Louis (later known as 
“Papa”) was born there in February 1862. 
The colony seems to have been beset by difficulties, culminating for the Tios in the 
winter of 1862 when their house burned. At that time, Thomas moved his family to 
Tampico, where they remained until 1877. Augustin Lorenzo Tio, the third son of 
Thomas and Athenais, was born in Tampico in August 1867. Antoinett’s diary 
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provides a record of the different houses the family lived in during this period, and 
tells when each child took his first communion. It also tells that young Louis entered 
into apprenticeship for an unspecified trade in 1873; however, it makes no mention of 
music or any musical training, and it contains no hint of even so much as a trip to 
Mexico City. 
As for the musical training of Thomas Tio’s son, it seems most likely, since he had 
been a professional clarinetist himself before moving to Mexico, that he taught them, 
particularly Joseph and Louis (both of whom are listed as musicians in the 1881 New 
Orleans City directory). Years later (in 1898) Lorenzo Tio, Sr., informed a 
newspaper, the Indianapolis Freeman, that he had been taught by his older brother 
Louis, lending credence to the notion that musical training was a family affair with 
the Tios. 
Thomas Tio’s mother, Mathilde, had remained in New Orleans when the family 
emigrated, and she fell ill with hepatitis in 1877. Upon learning of her illness, 
Athenais Tio and her children left Thomas at Tampico and returned permanently to 
New Orleans. They arrived in September 1877, only days after Mathilde had died. A 
few months later, Athenais established a household at 301 N. Roman Street, where 
the family resided until 1889. 
In New Orleans, Joseph Marcos Tio and Antoine Louis Tio both worked as cigar 
makers in addition to their musical endeavors. Little is known about Joseph Marcos 
Tio, except that he played the clarinet, as he either died or left New Orleans sometime 
around 1884, the last year his name appears in the city directory. 
Louis and Lorenzo Tio rose to prominence in New Orleans’ Creole-of-color musical 
circles in the late 1880’s. An important Black newspaper of the day, the Weekly 
pelican, reports that Louis went on a national tour in the orchestra of the famous 
Georgia Minstrels (featuring the comedian Billy Kersands) in August 1887. After his 
return, he and his brother worked with a string band known as the Big Four, which 
played for dances and parties. By 1889, they led this group, and soon the name was 
changed the Tio and doublet String Band, giving recognition to the violinists Anthony 
and Charles doublet, who were the sons of J.B.M. doublet, and thus distant cousins of 
the Tios. This band maintained an active schedule of performances for a variety of 
functions, such as balls held by the Ladies Veteran's Aid Circle (10/27/1889 and the 
Friends of Fraternity (10/26/1889), two of the many Creole-of-color benevolent 
societies. 
The two Tio brothers also helped to form the Lyre Club in the late 1880’s, a social 
organization which later (1897) spawned the Lyre Club symphony orchestra. In 1898, 
each toured with stage shows; Lorenzo in the orchestra of Oliver Scott’s Refined 
Negro Minstrels, and Louis with the orchestra of John W. Vogel’s mastodon 
Minstrels. 
Of course, one of the most important outlets for Creole-of-color musicians in New 
Orleans was the marching brass band, and, like many of their peers, the Tios 
performed in such ensembles throughout their careers. Both saw regular duty with 
the Excelsior Brass Band, and Louis marched with the Onward Brass Band. 
In his own right, Lorenzo Tio, Sr. was known as a “band writer,” or arranger for 
many New Orleans marching bands. Shortly after the turn of the century he moved 
his family to Bay St. Louis, Mississippi. There he served as leader for the promote 
Marching Band and is said to have played often for dances and parties along the Gulf 
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coast. He returned to New Orleans and resumed his musical pursuits there shortly 
before his death on 10 June 1908. 
In addition to playing the clarinet, Louis “Papa” Tio composed music and conducted 
orchestras. In 1902 he organized the Bloom Symphony Orchestra in New Orleans 
and conducted the group in several public concerts. Proud of his classical training, 
Louis Tio was known to have disapproved of the emerging jazz style because many 
jazz players lacked traditional music skills such as reading and conventional tone 
production. Nonetheless, he seems to have adapted his own style to fit into the jazz 
bands of Peter Bocage and Louis Cottrell, Sr., with whom he worked in the mid 
1910s. He died in 1922, survived by his wife, Mary, and one daughter, Edna. 
Lorenzo Tio Sr., and his wife, Alive, had five children, all of whom received musical 
training as a matter of course. The two boys, Lorenzo jr. (b. 1893) and his brother 
Louis (b.1895), learned to play the clarinet, but only Lorenzo chose music as a 
profession. Indeed, he was the first of all the musicians in the family to make his living 
solely from music; his father had worked as a bricklayer, his uncle made cigars, and 
his younger brother forsook music to become a mechanic/chauffeur. 
The music career of Lorenzo Tio, Jr., is much better known than those of his 
ancestors. In an interview now held at the Hogan Jazz Archive, his brother stated 
that for Lorenzo, Jr., music came as easily “as drinking a glass of water.” He was 
trained by his father and uncle, and practiced diligently, often playing scales for more 
than an hour at a stretch. 
Lorenzo’ Jr.’s first professional experience came in Bay St. Louis, as he marched in a 
parade with the Promote Band. Shortly after the family moved back to New Orleans, 
(c1907), he began to perform frequently; with both the Excelsior and Onward brass 
bands, and played dance engagements with Freddie Keppard’s Olympia Orchestra. 
In 1914 he married Lillian Bocage, the sister of trumpeter/violinist Peter Bocage. 
Although solidly trained in traditional music skills, such as sight-reading and sight-
transposing, Lorenzo Tio, Jr., was also interested in the emergent jazz style, and he 
developed the ability to improvise fluently. This unusual combination of skills quickly 
made him the most prominent clarinetist in the city, idolized by such future musicians 
as Barney Bigard and Albert Nicholas. 
Many early New Orleans musicians spent time in Chicago, and Tio went there with a 
five-piece band led by Manuel Perez in about 1915. While in Chicago he also 
associated with Freddie Keppard and taught the young Omer Simeon. In 1917, 
Perez’s band performed regularly at Mike Fritzel’s Arsonia Café, but Tio soon 
returned to New Orleans, where his daughter, Rose, was born the following year. 
After brief stints with Papa Celestin and the Gaspard brother’s Maple Leaf 
Orchestra. Tio joined Peter Bocage as a full-time member of the Armand J. Piron 
Orchestra, New Orleans “hottest” society-dance ensemble. The Piron Orchestra, 
subject of a recent PBS documentary produced by Peggy Scott Laborde, played 
regularly throughout the 1920’ at Tranchina’s Restaurant at Spanish Fort and at the 
New Orleans Country Club. The group also traveled to New York in the winter of 
1923-24, where they performed at the Cotton club and at the Roseland Ballroom. 
In New York, the Piron Orchestra made a series of recordings, to which they added 
after returning to New Orleans. From this endeavor fifteen cuts have survived, copies 
of which are held at the Hogan Jazz Archive. Including such Piron favorites as “Kiss 
Me Sweet” and “New Orleans Wiggle,” the recordings show that Lorenzo Tio, jr., 
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was an accomplished clarinetist with ample technique to play fast-moving arpeggiated 
lines in every register. The principal “hot” soloist of the orchestra, Tio plays many 
two-measure breaks and several long solos (which have an improvised character, 
although they were probably rehearsed, simply out of a desire for a "perfect" take), 
always displaying the open sound and fast vibrato characteristic of the early jazz 
style. 
Sometime after he recorded with Piron (ca. 1926), Lorenzo Tio, Jr., suffered a stroke 
during a job at Tranchina’s, temporarily losing feeling on one side of his body. He 
recuperated at home, and soon returned  to his work, although Barney Bigard ha 
suggested that the stroke took a permanent toll on his technical abilities. 
The Piron orchestra split up in 1928, and, after performing for a time in New Orleans 
with Peter Bocage’s Creole Serenaders, Tio moved his family to New York. Joining 
the New York local of the musician’s union in October, 1930, Tio played with a 
variety of bands, including that of Jelly Roll Morton, with whom he is said to have 
recorded (he may be the anonymous clarinetist on “Fickle Fay Creep”). 
In the early 1930’s, however, the Swing era was firmly underway in New York, and 
New Orleans musicians, particularly those like Tio and Morton, et al., whose styles 
had matured in the 1910s, found employment increasingly scarce. Tio’s old friend, 
Sidney Bechet, helped him land a few jobs, and he eventually (1933) joined the house 
band at a club called "The Nest." This was to be his last steady engagement, as his 
health failed that winter, and he died on Christmas Eve. His body was brought home 
to New Orleans, where he was buried on 31 December, 1933. 
One of the Tio family’s most important contributions. Of course, was their work as 
music teachers. This topic has been treated before in Second Line: see Floyd Levin’s 
“Lou’siana Swing: The dynasty of New Orleans Clarinetists Established by; Lorenzo 
Tio, jr.,” (38/2-Spring 1986). Suffice it to say here that beyond giving a few early 
lessons to Sidney Bechet, Lorenzo Tio, jr. was responsible for training (among many 
others) four of the major clarinet stylists of the jazz age; Omer Simeon, Jimmie 
Noone, Albert Nicholas, and Barney Bigard. Nicholas and Bigard also studied with 
Louis “Papa” Tio, as did Bechet. Lorenzo Jr.’s younger brother, Louis, asserted that 
“Papa” also taught Alphonse Picou and George and Achille Baquet. He listed Louis 
“Big Eye” nelson among the students of his father, Lorenzo Tio, Sr. 
From this overview of the entire Tio family line, it becomes apparent that their 
history, from Louis Hazeur to Lorenzo Tio, jr., mirrors the history of music among 
the Creoles-of-color in New Orleans throughout the nineteenth and early twentieth 
centuries. Historians have long postulated that the early jazz style was the result of 
the meeting of musical sensibilities of different cultural groups; the Tios are among 
the best examples of the Creole current in jazz, and consideration of their endeavors 
and accomplishments help to delineate more clearly the process by which the jazz 
style developed. 
 
 
Oscar “Papa” Celestin 
by 
John G. Curren 
Jan-Feb., 1955 
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Long before the turn of the century a little boy by the name of “Sonny” Celestin cut 
out a “knot hole” in an old barn to watch and listen to a band practicing for the 
Annual Fair at Donaldsonville. The place was “Froggamore” a suburb of 
Donaldsonville and it was “Claiborne’s Band” led by Claiborne Williams. 
He dreamed (as he watched for many hours through that knot hole) of the day when 
he could play one of the instruments. They add “Sonny” completely fascinated! 
Claiborne heard of the great interest of this 12 year old boy and asked him to come 
inside and sit with the band - one day next to the drums - then the piano - the bass 
fiddle - then the trombone and finally to the trumpet. “Sonny” continued for several 
years listening and dreaming and practicing with the various musicians, and 
“Claiborne’s Band” named him as their mascot. He traveled up and down Bayou 
Lafourche with them in “side wheel” and “stern wheel” steamboats. He even, walked 
33 miles to hear them thrill the French people of Thibodaux with what is now 
‘Froggomore” Blues. 
While “Sonny” was still in his teens the trumpet player in “Trists” band became very 
ill (this band received its name because a Mr. J. C. Trist bought all the instruments). 
One of the members said “give this boy “Sonny” Celestin a chance on the trumpet. I 
heard him playing a trombone and he has a lot of wind.” Fortunately for “Sonny” the 
trumpet player never returned to the band. The south and particularly New Orleans 
got a break because “Sonny” was later to be known as Oscar “Papa” Celestin - the 
leader of The Original Tuxedo Band. 
The first band Oscar played with in New Orleans was the Indian Brass Band, then 
Jack Carey’s Band, and the Original Tuxedo Dance hall. Oscar was then on his way 
to fame in and around new Orleans, and had his band ready for the “roaring” 
Twenties. 
He played at Tulane Gym Dances - The Quarter club in The Pontalba Building, 
Debutante parties and Carnival Balls in the winter. In the summer he played for The 
Pelicans at Heinemann Park, during the week and on Saturdays, and played for the 
Bankers League on Sunday mornings. Alex Heinemann brought Oscar and His 
Tuxedo Band to Fort Worth for the First Dixie Championship between Fort Worth 
and New Orleans in 1923 when Larry Gilbert was manager of The Pelicans and Jakie 
Atz was manager of Fort Worth. 
Oscar was the first musician to play in an airplane, over Audubon park, when he 
played “Maryland, My Maryland” by himself for the Gates Flying circus. (The other 
musicians were leery about going in an open cockpit airplane). Oscar said “That wind 
almost snatched the horn from my mouth, but I held it and finished playing Maryland 
before we landed.” 
What may have been disaster for most musicians happened in the mid-twenties? 
Oscar and William Ridgely, co-leaders, decided to part company and The Original 
Tuxedo Band was split in two. This did not deter or shake Oscar’s confidence. Oscar 
added five men to the four that decided to stay with him and started barnstorming 
Texas, Louisiana, Mississippi, Alabama, Florida and Georgia in a bus he bought for 
the band. 
Oscar Celestin’s Tuxedo Band reached their peak in Biloxi where they had two very 
successful summer seasons. The first summer (1925) they played at the white House 
and Biloxi Hotel Pavilions. They played a morning dance (11/12), afternoon dance 
(405), and again that night (99-12) during June, July, and August. The second season 
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(1927) they played at The White House and the Buena Vista Hotel Pavilions. During 
the winter seasons Oscar kept his band busy at Debutante Parties, Fraternity and 
sorority parties, Tulane Gym dances, a month’s engagement at Tranchinas, suburban 
Gardens. Then in the summer he would take his band and his bus on another 
barnstorming trip through the south. 
Came the depression and Oscar couldn’t get enough engagements to keep his band 
together, so he chauffeured for private families for several years. Then to work as a 
“band man” on the W.P.A. (a band man stands on a plank and the man in the hole 
digging the mud throws the mud to the man on the plank, who throws it over the 
bank). One day in 1934 while Oscar was throwing the mud over the band a former 
preacher was humming “A Closer Walk With Thee” as he worked. This hymn caught 
his attention and Oscar started dreaming of a brighter future when he would have his 
band again as he and his partner chanted “A Closer Walk With Thee.: This dream 
was to come true 11 years later. 
In 1941 Oscar started working for the Delta shipyards as a welder, and a fatal 
disaster almost occurred when he was struck from behind by a truck which went out 
of control as he walked out of the shipyards. The others were also badly injured. He 
had to remain at charity Hospital for almost a year. Oscar was able to hold on to his 
home when his friends came to his financial aid, and he decided at this time that if he 
ever had another band, he would never leave New Orleans for more than a month. 
Several years later a booking agent talked to Oscar while he was playing on bourbon 
Street about going to New York on a six month contract. Oscar remembered those 
months at charity Hospital and gave his answer “Boss I don’t want to hurt your 
feelings, but I can’t leave New Orleans for more than a month, because they are 
giving more money away down here than they are making in New York.”  
Several years after the accident Oscar collected damages and he went immediately to 
charity Hospital and paid his bill in full. Oscar was now without a job, without a band, 
and with a right leg permanently disabled and held together by a silver pin, but his 
confidence was still unshaken and he continued dreaming. The state welfare came to 
his financial assistance and Oscar received a small weekly stipend for three years. In 
1945 this welfare assistance was voluntarily stopped at Oscar’s request much to the 
surprise of the welfare. 
In 1945 Oscar received a phone call from one of the members of The National Jazz 
foundation asking if he would be interested in getting his band back together again 
and have an audition. Oscar started immediately. Alphonse Picou had just returned 
from California and Oscar got five others and an audition was arranged on Louisiana 
Ave. which was a success. Then a script dance was arranged at the Audubon Tea 
Room sponsored by The National Jazz foundation, and attend by approximately 250 
people, including Mayor Morrison and Commissioner Bernard McCloskey. 
Oscar was on his way up the Dixieland ladder again, but this time he was going to 
reach a peak that he had never attained before. Letters were sent all over the south 
telling his old friends that Oscar “Papa” Celestin was back with all of his old favorite 
numbers. He was going to sing and chant “Li’l Liza Jane” again with his contagious 
smile. There would be More Crawfish on The Other Side” and in “That Pan There 
would be forty-nine biscuits and A Half of Ham” and there be a “Lot A children 
Hanging Around The Door from here To Baltimore.” Oscar’s dream was going to 
come true, as he layed for the teenagers at Valencia and The gulf Coast, just as he 
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had thrilled their mothers and grandmothers at their Debut Parties twenty, thirty, 
and forty years ago. 
Oscar’s first out of town engagement was in 1947 at the Pass Christian yacht Club. 
The band arrived on an early Saturday afternoon by Greyhound bus. One of the 
members of the yacht club hired a truck and took Oscar and his band up and down 
the beach serenading everyone. One stop which was a “must” for Oscar was the home 
of Commodore Ernest Lee Jahncke on West Beach. He had been commodore of The 
southern Yacht Club before the “roaring” twenties and Oscar and his Tuxedo Band 
played for every party The S..C. had during the Jahncke Administration. Oscar had 
only one order from the Commodore and that was to play “Maryland” as the 
commodore reached the lobby of the club and was preparing to enter the Ball Room. 
Oscar wanted to return this salute and the band walked into the commodore’s yard at 
the Pass and started playing “Maryland” very quietly since the Commodore was 
enjoying his afternoon siesta. The band then increased their volume. The 
Commodore awoke from his pleasant sleep to find out that he was not dreaming at all 
and that Oscar was really playing “Maryland” in his yard, just as he had played it 
thirty years before at The southern Yacht Club. The Commodore returned the salute 
by giving the band three bottles of whiskey and a quart of milk for Oscar, as he 
always let the band do his hard drinking for him. It is needless to say that the Pass 
Christian Yacht Club decks were awash that night as Oscar gave the members the 
first Dixieland Music that they had heard in over 15 years. Oscar and his band have 
been a mainstay ever since, playing three or four dances every summer at the Pass. 
He was going to thrill the entire nation when he played on the inaugural television 
program of WDSU on December 18, 1948 when Oscar and his band played against 
Sharkey’s Band and the Tulane-Newcomb Glee Club. He was going to thrill President 
Eisenhower and the distinguished Senators and Congressmen at the white House 
Correspondent’s Annual Dinner at the Statler House in Washington in May of 1953. 
Three thousand guests were on their feet when Oscar played “When the Saints go 
Marching In,” according to Congressman F. Edward Hebert. In fact their 
performance made such an impression on Congressman Hebert that he devoted his 
entire radio broadcast on May 11, 1953 from Washington about Oscar. Congressman 
Hebert said in part: 
“No chamber of Commerce representative, no Ambassador of Good Will, no zealous 
salesman of New Orleans virtues ever did New Orleans more good or focused more 
attention in the direction of New Orleans than did Papa Celestin and his trumpet 
blaring out the jazz time notes of “Li’l Liza Jane,” “ High society,” an “Way down 
Yonder in New Orleans.” Oh, they were wonderful! They were magnificent! They 
were terrific! And all New Orleans should be proud of the job which they did and the 
way in which Papa Celestin conducted himself as a singular and distinct New Orleans 
artist giving a command performance before the president  of the United States and 
the nation’s greatest newspaper correspondents. And the president wanted more. He 
said so. And the guests and the newspaper correspondents wanted more. They said so 
with their outburst of spontaneous applause. New Orleans should be proud. As an 
Orleanian I sat back in my chair and basked in the glory of the triumph that was Papa 
Celestin’s. It was the old man’s finest hour.” 
After this great performance he received his White House Corespondents 
Performer’s “Certificate personally from President Eisenhower with those remarks: 
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“Oscar you are a great showman and a great credit to your race and to our country.” 
It was one of Oscar’s greatest thrills as he led the first colored band to ever play for 
the white House Correspondence Associations in Washington. The two men who 
played a most important part in Oscar receiving the invitation to play for the white 
House Correspondents Association were Paul Wooton, Washington Correspondent 
for the times-Picayune and George H. Healy, Jr., editor of the times Picayune. 
In 1947 Oscar heard that John G. Curren, Jr. was interested in taking lessons on the 
trumpet. Oscar told Johnny’s father that he thought he was too young (7 years old) 
for a trumpet, but if he ever played any instrument he wanted to give him his first 
lesson, and he did, with great interest and patience. One of his many trips to his 
young pupil’s home on Prytania St. he told the child’s grandmother Mrs. Frank c. 
Duffy of the new song he was composing with Robert Gurley. Gurley had written five 
verses and Oscar had written the music to “Marie Laveau” the voodoo queen from 
New Orleans. Mrs. Duffy supplied four additional verses which completed “Marie 
Laveau” and it was ready to be copyrighted and published. Oscar wrote the music to 
another hit in the mid-twenties with Paul Barnes which was known as “My 
Josephine.” 
Oscar’s greatest thrill was yet to come. He was to have a very natural sculptured 
terra-cotta head finished in encaustic done of him by Mrs. Rai Grainer Murray, and 
paid for by his many friends in the south, with The New Orleans Jazz Club serving as 
the collection agency. This sculptured head was presented to the Milton Latter 
Memorial Library on St. Charles Ave. and Oscar was the first jazz musician honored 
in this way by the people of New Orleans. This was his greatest thrill. 
Oscar’s rhythm will continue for many years to come under the able leadership of 
Oscar’s faithful and excellent trombonist Eddie Pierson. All the members of the band 
have decided to stay together under the name of “Oscar Celestin’s Dixieland Band” 
and have voted his widow a full musician’s share as long as they play together. The 
other members of the band are as follows: Joseph “Cornbread” Thomas on the 
clarinet, Sidney Brown on the bass fiddle, Louis Barbarin on the drums, Albert 
Walters on the trumpet, Albert French on the banjo and guitar and Jeanette Kimball 
on the piano. 
 
A Handy Homage 
by 
John Lucas 
May-June, 1958 
 
It had often been played as a rag or a boogie, a march or a waltz, a mambo or a yodel 
- but on April 2, 1958, in its forty-fifth year and its composer’s eighty-fifth, St. Louis 
blues became for the first time a dirge as a forty-piece Harlem band headed a cortege 
bearing past 150,000 mourners the mortal remains of W. C. Handy. Through his 
blues, however, Handy remains immortal. Memphis blues, Yellow Dog, Joe Turner, 
Hesitating, Beale Street, Aunt Hagar, Loveless Love, Atlanta, John Henry, and Ole 
Miss are still alive and will survive - but above all Saint Louis itself, superior even to 
Maple Leaf Rag and King Porter Stomp, an American standard ranking with Stars and 
Stripes Forever just as Handy alone stands with Sousa above or beyond everyone 
from Foster and Gottschalk to Gershwin and Ellington. And no number by Thomas 
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A. Dorsey or Richard M. Jones, Chris Smith or Joe Oliver, James Scott or Louis 
Chauvin, Spencer Williams or Clarence Williams, Hoagy Carmichael or Cole Porter, 
Richard Rodgers or Irving Berlin serves half so well as Handy’s masterpiece to 
retrace through recordings the development of jazz tastes and styles. 
Even at eighty neither illness nor blindness could prevent Handy, a virtuoso half a 
century since, from resorting occasionally to his horn. Four years ago in Brooklyn he 
told once more the story superbly [preserved for us in his auto biography Father of 
the Blues (Macmillian, New York, 1941), his anthology A treasury of the Blues (Simon 
& Schuster, New York, 1949), and his recording W. C. Handy (Audio Archives, New 
York, 1952). He blew and sang, “I hate to see that evenin’ sun go down . . .” when the 
ovation finally subsided, he patted his beloved instrument and gently added; “Life is 
something like this trumpet. If you don’t put anything into it, you don’t get anything 
out. And that’s the truth!” For a sample of his octogenarian performance try the rare 
opening and the familiar closing versions of St. Louis Blues, one with trumpet and the 
other with guitar as well as vocals by the composers on blues Revisited (Heritage LP-
H-0052). 
Had and knew went into Saint Louis Blues when he wrote it at the age of forty on the 
eve of World War I. By then Handy had been successively or simultaneously a street-
corner cornetist - a has-been divinity-scholar and a would-be music-publisher already 
credited with composing two big hits, Memphis Blues and Jogo Blues. In the new 
number reflecting his own early misery together with the collective grief of his race, 
Handy incorporated those elements of the march tunes and minstrel songs and folk 
blues of which he was so fond. “My aim would be to combine ragtime syncopation 
with a real melody in the spiritual tradition,” he later remarked. “There was 
something from the tango that I wanted too (which) derived from the African 
tangana and signified this same tom-tom beat.” Last and best of all, there were the 
tricks and techniques of jazz itself, like the gaps or waits in performance which handy 
approximated by the breaks in his orchestration and soon afterward amplified into 
solo improvisations. “Altogether,” he proudly proclaimed, “I aimed to use all that is 
characteristic of the Negro from Africa to Alabama.” No wonder, then, that in 
composition and execution alike Saint Louis Blues is the jazz classic complete! 
Oversimplify as we may in any such recreation, it is easy to recapture the course of 
jazz history by juxtaposing typical interpretations of Saint Louis Blues from each of 
the last four decades. The outstanding one during the jazz age itself comes from the 
rather primitive soundtrack of a 1929 two-reel Photophone short-subject, Saint Louis 
Blues, for which Handy himself supplied the scenario. The late Bessie Smith, empress 
of the blues, was the picture’s star - especially appropriate since her record of four 
years before had launched both the tune and herself upon matchless careers. At the 
piano was the late James P. Johnson, dean of Harlem keyboard professors and 
mentor to the late Fats Waller, who had made an organ recording of Saint Louis in 
1926 and was to cut it again as a piano duet in 1920. The supporting band - including 
the late Joe smith, the late Charlie Green, and the late Kaiser Marshall - was drawn 
from that orchestra of the late Fletcher Henderson which had issued a splendid Saint 
Louis in 12927. There was also the famous Hall-Johnson choir, which was later to 
release its own record of Handy’s classic, a very fitting one for the composer himself 
maintained: “In the chorus I used legal chords to give spiritual effects in the 
harmony.” (Riverside RLP-1032 or 12-121) 
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Shortly thereafter jazz - march and ragtime, spiritual and blues - became swing. And 
with swing, or arranged big-band jazz, came the heyday of crooners and scat-singers. 
Though the example of Cab Calloway from 1930 (Brunswick Bl-58010) would surely 
suffice, perhaps the preferable one is that unique collaboration between the chief 
swing bandleader and the principal scat crooner of that time or this, duke Ellington 
and Bing Crosby (Harmony HL-7094). Backed particularly well in 1932 by Cootie 
Williams, Barney Bigard, and the late Tricky Sam Nanton, Bing is at his happiest and 
hottest as he prepares the way for the sax solo of Johnny Hodges, who drives the 
blues down in double-time with such fervor that Crosby cannot contain himself but 
charges headlong to his compelling conclusion. 
There had already been exceptional pianistic variations by Art Tatum and Albert 
Ammons, there were ultimately to be others by Count Basie and Pete Johnson, but we 
have the assurance of Abbie Niles that Handy’s published transcription stamps  
Boogie Woogie on Saint Louis Blues  by Earl Hines as the arrangement possessing 
“more creative imagination” than any other. Released on record shortly before Pearl 
Harbor, in 1940 to be precise, this version helped both to sustain the song’s 
popularity and to renew the pianist’s reputation. A miniature concerto for jazz piano 
and swing orchestra, Earl’s Boogie Woogie perfectly represents the idiom’s further 
evolution in that decade between the advent of Benny Goodman or the Brothers 
Dorsey and that of Glenn Miller or Tex Beneke. Moreover, it put to shame all their 
efforts to refine or refurbish Saint Louis. (victor LPT-4) 
since mid-century at least a dozen significant interpretations have been recorded - by 
the New Orleans stylists Kid Ory and Mezz Mezzrow, by the Dixieland specialists 
Papa Laine and Muggsy Spanier, by the swing exponents Bob Crosby and Lawson-
Haggert, by Sidney Bechet who took New Orleans to Paris and Lizzie Miles who 
brought Paris to New Orleans, by Jimmy Witherspoon with the Harlem support of 
Wilbur de Paris and big Joe Turner with the Kansas city backing of Pete Johnson - 
and by the stars of the brand-new full-length feature-film life-story of handy entitled 
Saint Louis Blues, King Cole with Nelson Riddle and Eartha Kitt with Shorty Rogers. 
Not even the version by this picture’s other star Pearl Bailey, incomparably amusing 
though it is and tacitly sanctioned by Handy’s personal appearance with Pearl only 
nine years back, demonstrates the recent progress of jazz so thoroughly as that cut in 
1957 by the Dave Brubeck Quartet during a concert at Fullerton or Long Beach 
Junior College (Columbia Cl-1034). Jazz to swing to bop to cool - a dead end, or so it 
seemed with all spontaneity and spirit gone, supplanted by nearly total orchestration 
deriving almost exclusively from classical concepts and precedents. Such, for one, was 
Brubeck’s original group - an octet that could never contrive to rival Milhaud, 
Schoenberg, or Stravinsky on the one hand, Ory, Bechet, or Mezzrow on the other. 
Soon recognizing his dilemma and its cause, Dave abandoned this arranged octet for 
an improvised quartet, thus reversing the progressive pattern and passing from 
pseudo-classic modernism through compromising swing back to jazz itself. Yet this 
restored music was jazz with a difference, all the difference that the nature of his 
training and his audience and his inspiration would suggest. Dave may remind us 
briefly of Father Hines at the piano. Paul Desmond may recall Hodges the Rabbit on 
alto, Norman Bates on bass and Joe Morello on drums may even owe something to 
Wellman Braud and Sonny Greer - but the similarities are in general much less 
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evident that the distinctions, the inevitable yet remarkable results of all that jazz has 
confronted and absorbed with the ascendancy of Brubeck’s generation. 
Indeed, there is nothing inherently ruinous or even unusual about employing 
longhair devices and principles in jazz performances. Dave is quite right to insist that 
jazz is essentially closer to European than to African forms and traditions. And 
Handy’s band - numbering such stalwarts as Johnny Dunn, Benny French, and 
Jasper Taylor - was accustomed half a century ago to play not only for marching and 
dancing but also for operatic purposes and Catholic masses. Nevertheless, jazz can be 
so subordinated that its identity is temporarily destroyed. This first happened to Saint 
Louis Blues when, as the section Handy later published as blue Destiny, it was 
transformed into one-fourth of Alberte Chiaffarelli’s symphony Jazz America which 
Harry Yerkes produced in 1925 at Carnegie Hall. It threatened to occur again when, 
at Lewisohn stadium on July 14, 1956, Leonard Berstein conducted Alfredo 
Antonini’s arrangement for a symphony orchestra of eighty-eight members. Things 
had begun auspiciously enough with Brubeck’s Quartet in rare form, but nobody 
knew better than Berstein how far Antonini had missed the mark with his overblown 
and belabored orchestration. The more was the pity since Handy himself, confined 
now to a wheel chair, and was present for perhaps his final public appearance. Then 
all at once, or almost, the eighty-eight stopped (Columbia Cl-1077). A born New 
Orleans horn tore the silence - the trumpet of Louis Armstrong, which had been 
bearing Handy’s standard ever since his first record with Bessie Smith and blowing it 
forth just right. Jazz had returned with Satchmo and would remain with Edmond 
Hall, another of Handy’s favorite musicians, secure against all Antonini’s attempts - 
until, with Trummy Young sufficiently indulged and Louis sublime to the finish, 
Barrett Deems beat them definitively down and out. Such is the kingdom of Handy 
and the power of Armstrong and the glory of Saint Louis! 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 

 




