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EDITORIAL
I’m honoured to take over as editor of this
esoteric little newsletter. An important task,
especially since the NOM magazine ceased to
exist. At the moment, The Jazz Archivist (of
Hogan Jazz Archive), which I urge you to read,
and Bunk.Johnson.Information are the main
sources for information about the roots of New
Orleans music. My intention is to publish this
newsletter in the A 5 format, with a new cover
design etc., beginning with the next issue.

It would surprise me if you didn’t already know
that our esteemed member Mike Hazeldine
passed through the veil on September 21st 2011
at the age of 71.
I first met Mike in January 1991 when he
came over to Stockholm as guest speaker at
our annual meeting. I had offered him a bed
in my home during his stay without having
any idea of what I might come across. As it
turned out, we found each other almost
immediately and stayed very good friends
until he died. We made a point of meeting at
least once a year in Stockholm or in London.
Our interests dovetailed far beyond jazz and
we never seemed to miss something
interesting to talk about – that is not saying
that we always had the same opinions. I miss
the guy a lot.

My interest in Crescent City music begun in
the early sixties – my art school days, and it
soon grew to love. My inspiration was partly
the music (and members of) the Imperial Band,
writings of music critic Lennart Stenbeck (of
the magazine Orkester Journalen). I considered
Sam Charters’ book JAZZ NEW ORLEANS
1885-1963, as some kind if Bible and
treasured all issues of the Eureka magazine
(UK). In the 60s, I also tried to play the clarinet
(inspired by Emile Barnes) and alto sax
(inspired by Harold Dejan & Albert Delone).
Yet, later finally decided for the drums
(inspired by Albert Jiles & Alex Bigard).
Nowadays, my interest covers nearly all
aspects of New Orleans music, and many other
music genres as well. Fortunately, the music
scene in New Orleans is very much alive, and
it’s still exiting to go there and soak up the
sounds.

We published a presentation of Mike in B.J.I
#17, ”Meet a prominent member”.
Ruth Hazeldine has decided to donate all of
Mike’s material about Bunk to the Swedish
Bunk Johnson Society, a gift for which we
are truly grateful. We take the responsibility
to see to its safe future.
After more than 15 years of editing, the
backside of my trousers shine like those of a
London bus driver and it is time to pass the
responsibility to someone new. As from this
issue Per Oldaeus takes the helm, assisted by
the formidable jazz connoisseur Bo Scherman.
Their knowledge of New Orleans music is
second to none and I am sure they are the
right men for this job. I am looking forward to
see their ideas in the future.
Håkan Håkansson

My very first visit to the source took place in the
fall of 1966. (Orange Kellin, plus Lars Edegran,
Leonard Brackett, and I arrived early Wednesday,
October 12.) It was an overwhelming experience
to hear and meet all musicians, whom I was
familiar with (well, not all of them), through
recordings etc. It was also exiting to visit their
homes. One of them was Emile Barnes. In
general, to feel the atmosphere, and the smell
etc., of this important Mississippi delta city. I
came back to Sweden a couple of days before
Christmas 1966. Lots of impressions from
that visit still linger in my mind. My next visit
took place in the fall of 1969, but I won’t bore
you all with…

As some kind of tribute to the former editor,
I, his successor, Per Oldaeus, choose to
publish the photo below. Håkansson,
clarinet, with the Eagle Band, Stockholm
1963. The band included pianist Per ”Slim”
Notini, tuba player Bo Juhlin, and trombonist
Jens Lindgren.
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If you care about Facebook, feel welcome to
join the NEW ORLEANS MUSIC – FOR ALL
GENRES group, where we discuss musicians,
interesting YouTube stuf f, recommend
recordings, and display photos etc. I’m looking
forward to our annual Bunk meeting here in
Stockholm, four o’clock, Saturday, May 26,
2012, at the Jazz Archive.
Per Oldaeus

DILL PICKLES
Excellent reed player Joe Muranyi (born14
Jan. 1928) died 20 Apr. 2012. Check Ricky
Riccardi’s Louis Armstrong blog for more
information about Muranyi. Bo Scherman
states that Riccardi gave the wrong birth year
(“1926”), the correct year was: 1928. http://
dippermouth.blogspot.de/2012/04/in-lovingmemory-of-joe-muranyi.html

Our president asked me, Bo Scherman, to join
the editorial staff of Bunk.Johnson.Information,
and I agreed with pleasure.

You’ll find an interesting Muranyi article in
Bunk.Johnson.Information, number 29,
autumn 2007, pages: 14-19.

I started listening to jazz actively in 1953, at
the age of 11. During my school years, it was
almost exclusively traditional New Orleans
jazz, other types of jazz from the 1920s, and
prewar vocal blues. My first important live jazz
experience was in 1956, when I heard Kid Ory
at Konserthuset in Stockholm. Over the years,
my views have broadened considerably, and
today I can appreciate all kinds of genuine
jazz with roots in the African American
tradition. New Orleans jazz has always been
close to my heart, although it wasn’t until
1979 that I first visited the Crescent City. Last
October I made my sixth trip to New Orleans.

Trumpet player Gwyn Lewis e-mailed the
following sad news: “Just to update you on
the UK / New Orleans scene. Jim Holmes has
both bowel cancer and emphyzemia. He is not
playing at the moment and must be doubtful
of playing again in the near future. Pat Halcox
is suffering from Parkinsons disease and can
play no more. Norman Thatcher, ex Ken
Colyer Trust band leader, died suddenly this
week whilst on holiday. We played a festival
this Easter and shared the gig with Norman,
he played well doing a repertoire of rags. It
came as a shock to us all. Well that is the
updates, not happy news. Gwyn Lewis”. (Sun,
22 Apr 2012).

In my teens, my mother bought a clarinet for
me, and for some years I made half hearted
attempts at mastering it but didn’t have the
patience for practicing enough and learning it
properly. After that I concentrated on
becoming a good listener, doing research in
jazz and blues discography and history and
occasionally writing articles and record
reviews.

“New material emerging after the publication
of Bo Lindström-Dan Vernhettes’ Traveling
Blues in 2009 can be found at
http://tommyladnier.mono.net/.
You can find a complete discography with
comments, corrections to the book, as well as
some complementary additions and clarifications. Other subjects added are: a study
of Mrs T ommy Ladnier’s life, T ommy
Ladnier’s 1937 Connecticut sojourn, an item
on violinist James Boucher, a correction to the
identification of the musicians in the 1930
Noble Sissle film clip, and a list of Chicago
Jazz venues 1915 – 1930. All text files can be
downloaded as pdf files. Bo Lindström
welcomes views and wishes”. bolm@telia.com

Professionally, I’ve been involved with jazz
since 1981, when I became assistant editor of
Orkester Journalen (the world’s oldest jazz
magazine, founded in 1933) and stayed for the
rest of the 1980s. At the same time I took a
part time job in a large record store,
Skivfönstret, where I was responsible for the
jazz department. In 1988 I took over the
specialist jazz record shop Skivfynd Jazz och
Blues, which I closed a few years ago. I kept it
going from home for some time but am now
retired and will finally have more time to listen
to my huge record collection.

Feel welcome to get in touch.
Yours truly
Per Oldaeus

I’ll be happy to work with my old friend Per
Oldaeus. It’s an inspiring challenge to keep up
Håkan’s great work, but we’ll do our best to
continue offering our members interesting
articles.
Bo Scherman
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MIKE HAZELDINE
John Michael Dorrian Hazeldine. Born: Widnes, Lancs. June 1st 1940. Died: Highgate, North London.
September 21st 2011
When I spoke to Ruth last week, after hearing
the news about Mike’s death she asked me if I
would say a few words about Mike at the
funeral. I was touched and readily agreed.

Mike had a love of New Orleans Music from
his teenage years – indeed he started to learn
to play the trumpet, trombone and clarinet
but retired hurt! During the 1960s Mike was a
major force in the North West promoting a
variety of concerts featuring the musicians of
New Orleans who toured with Barry Martyn’s
bands. People like Kid Sheik, George Lewis
and Louis Nelson. In the 1970s Mike started
to visit New Orleans on a fairly regular basis.

I’m going to start with a question. What have
Max Miller, Bunk Johnson, Wilson, Keppel &
Betty, Max Wall, Little Titch, George Lewis,
Jim Robinson, Big Eye Louis Nelson and
George Robey got in common? The answer is
really very simple – my late friend Mike
Hazeldine. Many of you here today will have
known Mike as an authority and aficionado
of New Orleans Music. But that was only the
half of it. Mike’s knowledge of British Music
Hall was second to none. I have to say now
that Mike was responsible for my now
complete collection of the known movie
shorts of Wilson, Keppel & Betty. Over the
years I had collected five of them, but Mike,
bless him, put me onto the missing two – one
of which was only Wilson & Keppel. As the
late Eric Morcambe once said….
“They’ve
been through more Betties than I’ve had hot
dinners.”

Mike had trained as a graphic artist and
eventually opened his own advertising agency
on Manchester’s Oxford Road in 1977 – to
specialise in theatrical work. In 1989 the
agency expanded and together with a new
partner - Paul Coltas - became HazeldineColtas. They continued their theatrical-based
work – posters, programmes and flyers.
However, in 1993 Mike “retired” from the
agency to concentrate on writing and
researching his beloved New Orleans Music.
The agency continues to this day.
Mike had been a contributor to Terry Dash’s
“Footnote” magazine which charted all the
news about New Orleans Music – its players,
recordings, festivals, tours and books from
1971 to 1989 – a run of 18 years. However,
Terry decided to l and business pressures.
close the magazine due to persona

Mike was not only a friend but a business
partner. As in many partnerships we had our
differences. We were united in our love of
New Orleans Music, but divided by our
sporting interests – Football, Motor racing
and American Football I just couldn’t get
what Mike saw in his beloved Manchester
United, and equally, he couldn’t see what
was so clever about Formula One - “Lots of
over-grown boys with big toys” was one of his
ripostes. His views on American Football
certainly can’t be repeated here to a mixed
audience.

The successor to Footnote – “New Orleans
Music incorporating Footnote” was born in
October 1989. Published by the Bayou Press,
a company run by Alyn Shipton and Caroline
Richmond with Mike as Editor. As a subscriber
I started to correspond with Mike by phone and
letter and was invited to join the reviewing
panel. In 1991 Bayou Press relinquished the
ownership and publication of the magazine
which then became a joint venture with Mike
and the late Peter Horsfield. It’s fitting that the
place where I actually got to meet Mike and
Pete face to face for the first time was New
Orleans in 1992.

Mike and I were Northerners – from Manchester
and its environs. Mike was born in Widnes, and
had a peripatetic father – a professional engineer
who moved around in the Lancashire region. I
had started to play jazz music and was vaguely
aware of his interest and activities in the area
before my family moved to North London in
1958. (My late father was promoted to Sales
Manager from North-west sales representative
– hence the move to be near Head Office). In
fact, as the years rolled on I discovered that
Mike had attended some of the very concerts
that I had been to at the late lamented Free
Trade Hall – and he not only attended but
was responsible for some of them being
recorded. Originally released on “White Label”
LPs they have subsequently been released on
CD - officially!

In addition to the magazine Mike was working
on several writing projects – the first of which
came to fruition in 1993 with the publication
of his ground breaking work “Bill Russell’s
American Music”. This was followed in 1994 by
a collaborative editorial work with Barry
Martyn – “New Orleans Style by Bill Russell”
Peter Horsfield died in 1995 and I was invited
to become the publisher of the magazine – a
position that I enjoyed over the years. Mike
had met Ruth and moved to Highgate that
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year. He continued his writings and in 2000
the definitive “Song of the Wanderer” a history
of Bunk Johnson was published – a joint
venture again with Barry Martyn. It’s fair to
say that without Mike’s production skills the
Jazzology Press would not have published
their ten books.
The world of Jazz is international – In Sweden
a cardiologist and trumpet player Claes
Rinqvist named his hospital in Sundvall “The
Bunk Johnson Memorial Hospital” He also
founded the Swedish Bunk Johnson society
which meets once a year in Stockholm. Mike
was a founder member and presented papers
at their sessions. He was also instrumental in
the preparation of their newsletter.

Mike’s health had started to deteriorate and in
2001 he stepped back from the Editor’s chair,
but continued to act as the production editor.
Despite this setback, Mike was still active in
the world of Victorian Music Hall and
continued to research, publish and present
works on the subject. Additionally he worked
with Ruth on the Highgate Historical Society
publications.
I am privileged to have known and worked
with Mike over the years. I still can’t get used
to the idea that he’s no longer on the end of a
phone. I’ll no longer hear “Helloo Louis”. He’ll
be sadly missed!
Louis Lince.

ORANGE KELLIN
In an interview by Claes Ringqvist – Part II – April 13, 2011
CR: In the autumn of 1991 we sat in New
Orleans, at the Palm Court Café, which was
empty in the afternoon. Nina Buck gave us
permission to use the premises. We talked
about what had happened in your life and
career up till then. This resulted in an article
in the 1992 spring issue of Orkester Journalen
in Sweden (the world’s oldest jazz magazine
still around). Now, 20 years have passed, so I
suggest we just go on where we ended then.
So, what happened in 1992? Did you move to
New York?

OK: I think it was around 2004. It wasn’t that
easy. However, for such a project, it’s generally
much easier to find suitable musicians in New
York than in New Orleans due to the much
larger population and thus output of
musicians. In New York there are lots of very
good musicians who can improvise and read
music fluently. So I had kind of an A-team
plus lot of substitutes on each instrument –
maybe half a dozen on each instrument. We
had a steady Thursday night for a long period
at the Cajun Restaurant on 8th Ave., between
16th and 17th streets, until it closed in 2006
when the whole block was demolished to
make way for a high rise.

OK: Yes, I lived in New York more or less
permanently from the One Mo’ Time period
and on. New York was my base, but there
was a lot of travelling. But in 1994 I moved
back to New Orleans to take a job six nights
a week at Can Can Café on Bourbon Street
(Hotel Royal Sonesta) which lasted up to
1997. I had lots of other jobs too. There were
plenty of jobs at that time. 10-12 gigs per
week. After the Can Can period in 1997, I
returned to New York where I was based for
ten years until 2007. Then back to New
Orleans and here I am now.
Before 1994 I went back and forth a lot
between New York and New Orleans, but that
wasn’t so smart. You got a reputation for
never being in town. Everybody took for
granted you were somewhere else. I realized
it was better to concentrate on one place at a
time.

CR: Yes, I heard you there once. It was
incredibly good!
OK: We had a great time playing there,
especially when most of the A-team was on.
Plus the customers loved it and we had a
steadily increasing number of regulars. But
there were times when I was the only
permanent member. All of the others were
substitutes – seven subs and me (laughter).
That’s how it can happen. The money at
Cajun wasn’t very good, so you had to have
other jobs as well.
CR: But there you used different pianists –
among them Morten Gunnar Larsen.
OK: Yes, but Morten was in only at special
occasions. He wasn’t in New York for longer
periods. We started with Terry Waldo, but that
didn’t work.

CR: But you founded the Manhattan Ragtime
Orchestra when in New York. When did you
start that band?
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CR: Strictly for musical reasons?

told that our minimum salary requirements
would consume half or more of their budgets,
so that never worked out. Anyway, I prefer the
general concert series for a non-specialized
audience where the audience is offered, at
different concerts, for example a string
quartet, a theatre group, an opera singer or
two, Chinese acrobats, etc. But I also had
other projects going on in New York at that
time, like yet another edition of the New
Orleans Blue Serenaders. This was a New York
based quartet I formed after the Broadway
version of One Mo’ Time closed in 2002. I had
Vernel Bagneris vocal & dancing, Conal Fowkes
on piano and Chris Tyle on drums – all
veterans of the Broadway production. We
toured a lot with this for several seasons
during 2003-2007. We also made a live CD
fr om one of our concerts which sold
tremendously.

OK: Not particularly for musical reasons but
more due to personal chemistry. It became
easier for everybody concerned to use other
pianists, and I tried a few. But when we were
to record our second CD, it so happened that
Morten Gunnar was on his way to the US to
play a festival. I asked him if he would
consider stopping in New York for a few days,
which he did. On the session he just sightread from the sheet music – with no problem
whatsoever. He is a hell of a player. I think he
may have sat in just a couple of times with us
before the recording – to warm up, so to
speak. As if he needed to.
CR: How is the situation right now? Can you
still put together MRO in New York?
OK: Of course. It’s only a question of which
musicians are available at the moment and
what the engagement pays. Everybody plays
music professionally, so there’s always an
economic aspect of the situation. If you have
guys who have other jobs and play just for fun,
that’s quite another equation. Professionals
have to be offered descent money to be
interested. And there is not much to say about
that.

CR: But didn’t you work a lot together with
the old legendary pianist Red Richards?
OK: Yes, I played a lot with him in New York
and on tour until he passed away when he
must have been well past 80 years of age. He
was a diabetic and just collapsed right after a
gig. Until then, he was in remarkably good
shape. When we toured Europe several times
with Trevor Richards’ trio, he always declined
help in carrying his suitcases up the stairs in
those cheap no-elevator hotels. People then
often thought Red and Trevor were brothers.
Pretty funny, I think.

CR: Did you have plenty of work with the
Manhattan Ragtime Orchestra?
OK: From the beginning it was once a week,
Thursdays at The Cajun. During a long period
we also had Sunday brunch at La Belle
Epoque restaurant and later at Iridium jazz
club. There were other gigs but not a whole
lot, corporate parties, concerts and such. And
we did some touring in Europe, a week in
Switzerland at the Jazz Festival in Bern and
another week at the Edinburgh Festival. And
we also toured here in the US on what used to
be called the Community Concerts series, in
smaller cities that had different kinds of
concert series.

CR: What about Michael’s Pub in New York?
OK: Michaels’s Pub was located at 55th Street
near 3rd Ave. I used to sub on Mondays for
Woody Allen, when he was unavailable. Often I
also worked during the week in smaller
programs that lasted a couple of weeks or
more – one time an entire summer. Sometimes
I had my own programs; sometimes I worked
for others, such as Eddy Davis (banjo) or Terry
Waldo (piano). I started with that at the end of
the 80s and worked there off and on for about
15 years or so. This, basically, was a good
place to work and to play with good musicians.
It was a very well known place where you got
reviewed in the major press and that often had
famous people in the audience.

CR: Did you go to Sedalia at the Joplin
festival?
OK: No, we were invited, but it didn’t work
out.

CR: Was it generally hard to get work in New
York at that time period?

CR: The magnificent ragtime pianist Peter
Lundberg from Gothenburg visited Sedalia
recently. His report from there wasn’t so
encouraging. Straw hats, striped jackets,
pianists who competed in playing as fast as
possible – a kind of circus if I understood him
correctly.

OK: No, it wasn’t particularly difficult getting
work in New York during those years –
probably averaged 5-6 jobs a week, not all of
them great, but... Then I also had quite a bit
of touring.

OK: I tried to interest some of those ragtime
festivals, but nobody could afford us. I was

CR: Did you have any contact with Vince Giordano?
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OK: Yes, in quite a few different contexts,
however, I never played in his big band. I don’t
play the saxophone which is required there.
But we played together in smaller groups and
different projects every now and then.

CR: How is it with the jazz in New Orleans
today? The same style? Is there the same
interest in the old style of this music?
OK: The style of traditional New Orleans jazz,
the subject of many influences, is slowly and
continuously evolving in the home city, as
evidenced by the recordings from the earliest
days up to the present. Lately, for example,
I’m finding that the new brass band style is
having some influence. But American culture
at large, needless to say, would always have
exerted its influence through the years. As far
as interest goes, my impression is that it is
still here. People come here from near and far,
they know jazz started here, and they want to
hear the old style jazz. And they stroll
Bourbon Street up and down and they finally
find a little place where Dixieland is being
played at maximum volume and tempo. And
they think: “This is the thing, this is the real
thing. This is how it should sound”. Not jazz
buffs, just ordinary people, but they like the
sound of the old style jazz music in its many
forms.

CR: He is supposed to have an enormous
collection of sheet music.
OK: That collection, surely, must be unsurpassed.
Some years ago Eddy Davis and I went to his
house. We were looking for some obscure
tunes and we realized that it was at Vince’s
house we should search. He has two houses
next to each other in Brooklyn, one of which is
completely filled with sheet music. The other,
where he lives, is almost filled up. In the
basement are two guys employed sorting the
material out. Vince calls everybody working
for him “Mike”.
CR: That’s amazing! But, isn’t it doubtful that
he could get all necessary income from just
playing music?
OK: I really don’t know how his finances work,
but it appears he makes ends meet some kind
of way. Nowadays he is working a lot with film
and TV sound tracks and such things. If
anybody wants a segment of “Vintage Jazz”
they will phone Vince – often with very short
notice. “... we need that and that tune with a
12 piece band in the studio tomorrow at 2
p.m.” Well, Vince will be there with the entire
band, some of the greatest musicians in NYC,
orchestrations and everything.

CR: The new young musicians that
moving here – are they familiar with
tradition? Do they know anything about
old jazz? Do they know about Kid Ory,
example?

are
the
the
for

OK: Not that much I would say, with some
exceptions. They are not sitting at home
playing records all day, like we used to, but
may sample a recording or two by Morton,
maybe some by George Lewis and other
legends. But I don’t think they are listening
through the history of jazz, like we did.

CR: When you came down to New Orleans a
few years ago, you had been away for a while.
Was it easy to find work?

CR: Yes, that’s curious. I have been down to
the Jazz Park and the seminars there. There
are a bunch of guys who are studying the
reference books. They know everything about
Jack Laine and the guys around 1910. But if
you ask them what is going on here in town
right now, they haven’t got the slightest idea.
They don’t know what music is played right
here during the French Quarter Festival.
There seem to be totally separate worlds.

OK: Not so easy to begin with. It was like
starting from the beginning again – substituting
for other musicians and step by step come
back. I still meet musicians in the street,
people with whom I played with pretty often.
They ask me, “Hey, how long are you in town
for?” I’ll tell them, “I am here on a permanent
basis. I have been here for 4 years by now”. I
suppose, I still have that reputation of not
being here... But things have gotten a lot
better.

OK: Yes there are definitely separate worlds –
even within the various idioms. There is a
great strip along a few blocks of Frenchman
Street that’s a world of its own, too, with
clubs, restaurants, bars and a lively street
scene. There are many musicians, mostly
younger, playing in different genres in the
often packed clubs and bars, including a lot of
traditional jazz in various forms, New Orleans,
Swing, Django, etc. – and blends thereof.
Quite an exciting scene, in fact! Nobody
knows, or cares much, about what’s going on
at Preservation Hall, Palm Court Café or with

CR: Much work around here today?
OK: There is plenty of work, I find, but also
plenty of musicians asking for it. But it was
even better in the 70s – jobs everywhere. But
today I am slowing down a bit. I am a bit older
and I am not hanging around, socializing,
jamming and the like so much anymore. And I
am not that interested in too many jobs. For
me it is OK with 5-6 a week. That works just
fine.
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the older New Orleans musicians (and vice
versa), and I doubt anybody knows who Jim
Robinson was. But this is a scene were
traditional jazz is thought of as current rather
than historic or passé. I think it is great that
something is happening with the younger
generation. New blood. Might be good even for
old foxes like me.

OK: Well, this is still a work in progress and a
labour of love but considerably harder than in
NYC because I don’t have subs yet and all
these top guys are in such demand that it’s
very difficult to get everybody together for gigs.
I’ve had to turn down several offers from both
Preservation Hall and Snug Harbor because I
could only get about half the band together.
Got to start working on subs... But we’ve
played both JazzFest and the French Quarter
Fest the last two years and some other gigs
around town and we’ve been getting great
responses. We will be playing those festivals
again in April 2011.

CR: You have come up with many projects
over the years, anything new?
OK: New Orleans DeLuxe Orchestra is an 8
piece group that I put together last year with
some of the best musicians in New Orleans
playing in the traditional idiom, to
play a repertoire from the heyday of
Classic Jazz (roughly teens trough
'20s) in a semi-arranged fashion
with an emphasis on New Orleans
related material such as composed,
or made famous, by King Oliver,
Jelly Roll Morton, Armand Piron,
Papa Celestin and others. The New
Orleans DeLuxe Orchestra project is
not an academic exercise, or an
attempt to duplicate recordings, on
the contrary, this showcases N.O.
style loose interpretations with
each musician contributing their
substantial talents with improvised
sections mixed in to make this
fresh and alive. We will often use
arrangements based on stock
arrangements from the era, tailored
to the group by John Gill who also
has an enormous collection of sheet
music, in addition to being a great
musician and band leader. (For
those who are interested, there are
three fan uploaded clips on YouTube
of the group from JazzFest 2011.
Just search on New Orleans DeLuxe
Orchestra). Currently, first call in
the group, besides me, is: Mike
Harvey (violin), Leon “Kid Chocolate”
Brown (trumpet), Ronnell Johnson
(trombone), John Parker (banjo),
Steve Pistorius (piano), Kerry Lewis
(bass) and Herman LeBeaux (drums).
CR: I heard you the other day at
Legends Park on Bourbon. Most
impressive, indeed! I do love this concept of
yours. You played Piron’s Kiss Me Sweet, Tony
Jackson’s Some Sweet Day and more.
Magnificent! I do hope you will persuade Bob
Erdos (Stomp Off Records) to make a record.
Honestly I don’t think that this will meet with
any difficulties, knowing his admiration of the
MRO and your other projects. Perhaps the
problem will be to get those guys together for
a recording session. How is it going?

Kellin and record label owner, the late Leonard
Brackett, New Orleans Oct. 1966. Brackett’s
responsible for Kellin’s very first New Orleans
recording. Photo: Per Oldaeus
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Danny Barker and ”Blue Lu” Barker, (Louise Dupont 1913-1998) at home, photo by Bo Scherman, 1985

A DANNY BARKER (1909-1994) INTERVIEW CONDUCTED BY MICHAEL
WHITE – Part 1 New Orleans July 21-23, 1992
Edited by Bo Scherman and Per Oldaeus.
Used by permission. Courtesy: Smithsonian
Jazz Oral History Program. For additional
information contact the Archives Center at
202.633.3270 or archivescenter@si.edu.

White: I know very well who you are, but
would you like to state for us your full name
and...

Repository: Archives Center, National Museum
of American History.

White: Middle name?

Barker: Whole name is Daniel Barker.

Barker: Sometimes. Most times, not. Moses.
Daniel Moses Barker.

Note: Expletives have been deleted from this
Web version of the transcript, and are marked
thus: [expletive deleted]. An unaltered
transcript is available for use by researchers
at the Archives Center, National Museum of
American History.

White: Can you tell us when and where you
were born?
Barker: Born in New Orleans, Louisiana, in
the French Quarter, 1027 Chartres Street,
January 13, 1909.
-8-

White: Could you tell me a little about your
parents? Were they from New Orleans?

Barker: It was a honor because you were
celebrated. All kids want's to be celebrated. He
wants to be noticed when he walk the street.
That’s why they nickname
kids after movie stars and football stars. Give
them some kind of identification that he’s
somebody.

Barker: Yes. Parents were from New Orleans.
White: What occupation did your father have?
Barker: My father was a drayman, that is, he
was a deliveryman for a wine company.
New Orleans is a French town. They’re very
fond of wine. Most of the restaurants have big
displays of various sorts of European wines.
He worked for a special concern that delivered
these wines to grocery stores and the many
fine restaurants they had here.

White: Did your mother get into music?
Barker: No. My mother didn’t get into music.
None of the girls went into music. We had
cousins into music. Talented. One especially
was a superstar way back then. Her name was
Esther Bigeou. You heard of her?

White: Do you know when your father was
born?

White: Oh yes. I’ve seen those beautiful
pictures of her. Nice looking. What did she do,
Esther Bigeou?

Barker: Father was born? I can’t pinpoint that
date. He was 20 when I was born.

Barker: She was a singer. Sang creole songs.
There’s some records out available. Her and
Lizzie Miles were rivals here. Esther Bigeou
[circa:1895-1936] was from the seventh ward,
and Lizzie Miles was from the sixth ward. They
had many concerts they played, as their fans
would come like two prizefighters are going to
fight. Same idea. Lizzie brought her gang, and
Esther brought her gang. Singing. They wore
beautiful gowns, because their mothers were
seamstresses. They had a big group of
beautiful gowns that they carried with them.
People came there to see. They might change
between two performances, like a miniature
fashion show, an artistic show of talent. That’s
Esther Bigeou.

White: What was his name?
Barker: Moses Barker. Pet name was Sweetie.
White: How did he get that name, pet name?
Barker: Pet names. They give youngsters
names according to the mother’s feelings. She
would call him “my little sweetie baby,” “my
little honey child,” little cute names. That’s a
common thing in the South, especially in New
Orleans. If you look in obituaries of the New
Orleans Times-Picayune you will see, when
they list all the people that have passed away,
they always put that nickname there, because
some people in your life never knew your real
name. They knew you by your nickname.

White: Where were some of the places that
Esther Bigeou would perform and sing

White: And your mother?

Barker: All over. Church affairs. All the
churches, they had halls, most of them, and
did charitable things for the church. On saint
days, they’d have parties. St. Joseph Day,
they would have parties. Christmas eve,
Christmas day, they would have parties.
There was a abundance of places that they
could perform, because New Orleans is a
conglomerate of many varieties of racial
strains of people. There’s Hindus here.
There’s Turks here. There’s Italians here.
There’s Spanish people here. Black people
here. All sorts of white people here. Everybody
celebrates their holidays. I think they
celebrate more holidays in New Orleans than
any place I’ve ever been. You have a
Decoration Day and you also have a All Saints
Day. That’s two days dedicated to the dead. So
New Orleans is the place where a performer
could play.
Outdoors in the summer they
have gazebos out in parks where they have a
classical group or a military group playing
martial music, celebrating the 4th of July and
Labor Day and those days. Ain’t no end to the

Barker: My mother was named Rose. She
was of the Barbarin family. It was a huge
family, Barbarins. My mother had four
brothers and four sisters.
White: The Barbarin family is one of the
most popular names in New Orleans music
with names like Paul and Louis and Isidore.
How is your mother related to them?
Barker: That’s her brothers you call. Paul’s a
brother. Willie’s a brother. Lucien’s a brother.
Paul, Willie, Lucien [drummer: b. Jan. 8,
1905, d. March 27,1955] and Louis. They all
played music, because my whole family... We
were encouraged to play music, because it
added to the poor folk’s moneybag. By
playing music, you added on weekends or
anytime, you added to the moneybags in the
family.
White: So it was an honor to be a musician.
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places in New Orleans where you will find
music. They even celebrate the dog’s birthday.
We got a dog, Fido. Say, “We have Fido. Bake a
cake for Fido”. You ever heard of a pork chop
cake?

White: What about in black society? What
types of halls did you...
Barker: I called the names for you. In the
sixth ward there was the Economy Hall, the
Globe Hall, the Cooperators Hall. All of them
had significant names. They had the Veterans
Hall, which was next to Emile Labat’s
Undertaking Parlor on St. Philip Street. It was
a small hall. These was the veterans of the
civil war. They had their hall. A nice little hall.
It’s there, and they tore it down, and they
built a library, like that, attached to
Charbonier... Labat’s Undertaking Parlor.

White: No.
Barker: Put a pork chop on top of a cake.
That’s for Fido. [laughter] You get a laugh?
White: That’s pretty good.
Barker: All right. Keep ’em laughing.

White: This was a black hall, the veterans?

White: That’s pretty good. So you must have
heard in New Orleans, music before you
learned how to talk or walk, huh?

Barker: Black hall. All these black halls we’re
speaking of now. In the seventh ward below
Esplanade Street, you had the Jeunes Amis
Hall. That was the great educator who gave so
much money to the city. His picture used to
be there. I don’t know what happened to the
picture. What’s his name? Had this
plantation. Had all this money.

Barker: Oh yes. That’s interesting, because in
New Orleans there were a dozen or more big
halls. Economy Hall. Cooperators Hall. A new
hall, which was Charity Hall. Perseverance Hall.
That’s downtown. That’s a church now. That’s
not the one in Armstrong Park. The old Funky
Butt Hall. There was two halls in the ninth
ward. All of them had names, significant names.
The ?Kitty Hall, the Francs Amis Hall, the
Jeunes Amis Hall. Those were the creole
halls. About a dozen of them. There was the
Longshoreman’s Hall. There was the Screwman’s
Hall. The Masonic Hall. The Pythian Temple.
Every level of society had their hall, so they
were together.

White: It wasn’t Touro Macdonald [? (spelling)]?
Barker: You’re getting close. Anyhow... It’s a
shame I can’t think of... It’s what happens at
83 years old. Jeunes Amis. The Francs Amis
was a hall on Robertson Street, next block
from my house. Jeunes Amis. Around the
corner was the Perseverance Hall. Two blocks
away was the New Hall. See, I’m surrounded
by halls.

People knew how to get together in those days.
People were more conscious of being together,
belonged to productive, active groups, all levels
of society. And the racial strata was all over
the place amongst the white and the blacks.
That’s the thing that people divide themselves.
You’re a native of New Orleans, but you’re
Irish American. Let you know they’re Irish
American. That’s St. Patrick’s Day. When Irish
Eyes Are Smiling. Then there’s Italian Day. St.
Joseph’s Day, when they’re singing Carry On.
[Barker sings a phrase of melody].
I don’t know the rest of that. I have to have a
Italian here to sing that for you. When you
sang those songs, everybody got attention,
because it was dear to the heart. Irish songs,
Italian songs, Greek songs. The Greeks, they
phased out. They stay to themselves. They
don’t know what they want to be, if they’re half
Italian or Greek or what or who’s who. They
just cool it.

Lizzie Miles (born Elisabeth Landreaux)

White: German?
They had what they called banquets her
[Barker gives a French pronunciation, “bahnkay.”] Sometime there were three or four
societies. Before they had life insurance
companies, they had benevolent societies.

Barker: German Hall is there too. The
Germans, I’m not too familiar with them,
because they’re sort of secretive. They always
want to be behind closed doors. You don’t
know what the Germans are doing.
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After the Civil War, and the slaves were all
turned loose, the blacks who were free were
organized, so they assisted the less fortunate
brothers and sisters into forming life insurance
companies and called them benevolent
associations. If you go into old cemeteries,
you’ll see all these benevolent society tombs.
All the members are dead. Some of them have
12, 14, 8, 10 vaults where they buried their
members. They looked out for one another.
You don’t have that today no more.

Barker: There was rivalries. Everybody was
proud of themselves. We got people that wants
to be isolated from other people and they’re
particular about who they associate with. Like
in our case they had many reasons why they
didn’t want to associate with you. A little
comedy comes in there. Maybe your lip’s too
fat. Maybe your hair is too curly or your hair is
too kinky. We have about a hundred different
colors we’re involved with. Light brown. All
them different browns. Everybody wants to be
with that color thing. So if you wasn’t welcome
in this society, you got together with people of
your identification that you all look like one
another, could be cousins or brothers. Lots of
times you were cousins and brothers and
sisters, but you didn’t know it. A lot of finagling
went on in those days. You go home, and you
tell your mother you’re going to see a girl, say
“Who that girl’s name? You cannot go see that
girl no more, because that’s your sister.” “How
do you mean that’s my sister?” “Don’t ask the
questions. Shhhh. Keep it quiet. That is your
sister. You cannot go with that girl. You
wouldn’t want to marry your sister, would you?”

So we had all these halls. Uptown there was
the Olympia Hall. I’m not too familiar uptown
with all the halls. There were many halls up
there. Somebody should do some research on
all those halls, because if you weren’t welcome
in this society, you told them where to go and
what to kiss, and you went over and joined
some other people and formed your own
society.
White: Was there a lot of rivalries between
these different...

White: Sounds pretty involved.
Barker: Yeah. All that goes with life. I’m
involved with lots. That’s why I like to throw in
these little situations, to let people know that
everything that looks like roses ain’t roses. It
could be a lily.
White: In your family, coming up in your
house, did you... which languages did you
speak?
Barker: My grandmother spoke French. My
grandfather spoke French. They also spoke
Creole, that is, a broken French. In the
country they had another French, was called
Cajun [Barker pronouces it “ki-jeune.”]
Different varieties of French. There was, say,
bread in different... about five different ways of
saying bread or of saying meat, saying
vegetable, saying potatoes, different varieties of
the broken-off language of the French. The
French once controlled this area, and naturally
they spoke French here.
White: So you spoke French in the house?
Barker: I heard it, but we weren’t encouraged.
No-one would say, “[?]Venez ici. Allez.” It
means, “Get out of here.” “[?]Venez ici.” “Come
on.” Can you imagine that? You know all them
things, but you weren’t encouraged. Can you
imagine a little hip black cat going around the
streets speaking French? So that’s a part of
that scene.
Esther Bigeou, ”the Creole Songbird”

White: What type of music did you hear?
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Barker: You hear music, all kinds of music,
all day. You heard all kinds of people passing
by singing. They had these machon [?
(spelling)] ladies that was selling things. They
have a basket on their head, and they
wouldn’t hold the basket. It would be the
blackberry lady or the strawberry lady or the
pie lady. People sell all kinds of bartering to
make some money to survive. Old ladies used
to sell calas. You know what a cala is? Cala is
a rice cake. It had rice and flour, and it looks
like a round doughnut, like a brown biscuit.
Each church you see these old women
standing there with a basket. Have on ’em
slave clothes. Big skirts. They’re from way
back there. These are old people, see. I’m a
little boy, four, five years old, and I see these
old ladies standing up there, and I’d go and
look. One particular at Chartres [Street] and
I’d look at her, because I was mystified by her,
because the lady was jet black, but she had
blue eyes, and I couldn’t understand that the
least bit. They had a nickname for her. I can’t
think of the nickname. The lady with the blue
eyes. I’d go and stand and look at her, and she
would look at me, and I wouldn’t say a word.
She would shake her head. “Pauvre. Pauvre
petit.” You know what that means?

Barker: No. None of them recorded. He didn’t
record. Only one or two bands recorded here.
That was Sam Morgan that came through,
and somebody else. I think Sharkey [Bonano].
That’s all. Maybe Louis Dumaine.
White: Louis Dumaine and Cel...
Barker: Here [in New Orleans]. I’m talking
about recording here.
White: ...and [Oscar] Celestin did a couple of
numbers.
Barker: Here?
White: Yes. And Jones-Collins in the late ’20s.
Just a few.
Barker: But [Armand] Piron done his thing in
New York. Studio.
White: New York, mostly. When did you first
hear...
Barker: So I’m hearing this music all the time.
My grandfather works for Emile Labat
Undertaking Parlor, and he worked for
Blandin, and he was a coachman. You see,
before they had taxi cabs, and you’re going to
take your old lady out, you call up Labat or
one of them undertakers, and they sent a
buggy there to get you. They have a funeral
buggy that would take you to the opera or
wherever you was going if you had money or
you made money. They picked up your old
lady... picked up you, and you went by and
picked up your girlfriend. A young man picked
up his girlfriend, and you’re in this carriage,
and the carriage is open. Sometimes people
want a closed carriage. You went to the opera.
The drayman sat on the wagon. Went to sleep
’til you come out. Saw a two-hour show or
three-hour performance, according to how
long you hired this wagon... this buggy they
called it. That was it. That was before they
had taxi cabs. When the taxi cabs come, they
came in, that eliminated all of this, because
the cabs didn’t have to stay there. You specify
a time, and they come back and get you.
There’s nowhere for the horse to go, nowhere
but just stay there and wait. My grandfather
worked on that. He’d come home and relate all
the people he saw, all the diplomats and who
was at this affair, most of the political affairs
and musical affairs and big weddings, big
anniversary celebrations. You heard all that
when you went home. I’m a little kid. I’m four
or five years old. I’m hearing all this. And
there was discipline in the house, where you
listen. They tell you, “Do you hear what he’s
saying? Listen good now you.” They tell you.
You listen to what they’re telling the older
boys. Stay out of trouble and don’t go into

White: Poor little thing. So people like this
lady used to sing. What about the music like
your relatives played or music in the streets?
Barker: Oh, my uncle was beating them
drums around the house all day Paul
[Barbarin], he was the oldest. Paul would be
beating. After I joined Cab Calloway’s band,
and Cozy Cole would stay in the dressing
room all day, practicing ratamacues,
flamamadiddles, flamaramadiddles, all them
kind of drum movements, and I’d look at him.
I heard my uncle. I had four uncles. All of
them played drums. They was doing that
[expletive deleted]. But doing it with a feeling,
not just a military thing like Cozy was doing.
Cozy had a rubber pad in the room, you know,
the drum pad, and beat that thing all day after
he’d get off. I never saw him go out and have
dinner. He stayed in the dressing room. I think
that must have killed him, because you don’t
play a show all day and you get off the show
and you go in the dressing room and rehearse
that hour and a half you have off. When is he
going to eat? Maybe he’s taking some kind of
pills that was a dinner. So that wasn’t nothing
new to me, because I had these two great
drummers, my two uncles. Louis... and Lucien
[Barbarin] was great. He was a great drummer
too. He had more showmanship than Paul
Barbarin.
White: Did Lucien... Louis and Paul were very
famous and well-known. Did Lucien ever
record or did he stay in New Orleans?
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this, because it was so easy. When you’re poor
and you ain’t got nothing and you’re scuffling
to make it, but you live a peaceful, good life,
but they’re always warning the boys and the
girls not to get in trouble. Don’t listen to what
strangers tell you. They went through all that.

Barker: My grandfather used to take a
mellophone horn, the alto horn, and he
walked the alley toward his home.
White: Isidore Barbarin?
Barker: Isidore Barbarin. And he walked at
home, and we listened. He used to play a little
melody or something, and he’s watching. He’s
pacing hisself, because you can get rusty. You
get out of the pace, you get out of the pace of
the rhythm that you’re playing, because them
bands march at a certain tempo and a certain
pace, and that’s what he practiced.

White: How many sisters and brothers did
you have?
Barker: No sisters, no brothers. I’ve got a
brother somewhere, but he ain’t supposed to
be my brother. I went to school with him. Sort
of looked like me. But my great aunt told me,
she said, “That’s your brother.” I said to
myself, he doesn’t know me. I don’t know him.
You don’t like to mention that. If I started to
ask him, tell him we was brothers, I thought
we would have a fight, because his daddy
come around there and want to kill me. Make
me prove. So you keep your mouth closed.

White: So he played in...
Barker: He played in the greatest of brass
bands, the Onward Brass Band. The mighty
Onward. That band was Freddie Keppard,
Manuel Perez. What you going to do with that,
huh?

White: Do you know if he’s living today?

White: Some great names.

Barker: No. I never checked out on him. Last I
saw him in Chicago. We played the Sherman
Hotel, and he was one of the waiters in the
Sherman Hotel. We played there for seven
years, seven seasons, seven New Years’ Eves.
We’d open there with Cab’s band on a New
Year’s Eve, and we’d play there for a month.
We’d be broadcasting. Then we went to
Milwaukee, and you played there a week. You
went to Green Bay, Wisconsin. We’d play
there, and we’d come back and play the Regal
[Theater, also in Chicago]. That’s uptown, for
the colored people, on the South Side, for a
week. Next week you go downtown and you
play at the Chicago Theater or the Oriental,
and you play a week there for whites. From
there, you go from there to maybe Cleveland.
You go to Cleveland, or you go to Des Moines,
Iowa, and you play the Midwest for about a
month. Then you go west. Minneapolis. Go to
the West Coast. Sometimes you didn’t go to
the West Coast.

Barker: Yeah. Manny Perez or [Vic] Gaspard,
trombone. [Tom “Oke”] Gaspard’s brother.
White: Was Baquet in that band?
Barker: Earlier. Before my time. Baquet was
in that band. All them greats had been
through that band. Papa Celestin. What’s his
name? Bad man. Great trumpet player. His
name phased out, because he was very
unpopular, because he had a temper. King
Oliver played in that band. Bunk Johnson
played in that band. Before that Alcibiades
Jeanjacque, he played in that band. He was a
virtuoso trumpet player. Cornet player. Played
in the circuses. He was supposed to go with
Ringling Bros. in Ringling Bros.’s band, but
they weren’t ready for racial mixture then. All
them people was in that band.
I saw my grandfather marching. Each one of
those societies had what you call a commissary,
a woman or a man. Instead of buying stamps to
mail out, they didn’t have time. You’d die.
Sometimes they don’t keep your body but one
day or two days before the embalming. They’d
bury you in a hour, you see. The commissary
would bring the notices out and knock on
your door and give you this notice. Lucille
Brown died, passed away. The undertakers
say they plan to bury her such and such a
date, we’re going to have funeral service for
her, we expect you there... That’s what the
notice said. Fine print, nice. If you don’t, you
will be fined 50 cents, if you don’t attend. So
that’s how you got the word. You see them
commissaries be passing them lists, you know
he was... some of those guys belonged to three
and four societies. That was a business, like.

White: You said your grandfather was a
coachman for a funeral home, so was that a
way that you were exposed to hearing a lot of
music around...

Bunk and Cab Calloway, circa 1939. A rarely
seen photo, taken by Calloway’s bass player Milt
Hinton
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He got so much out of that 50 cents to deliver
the notice, the bereavement notice. He would
tell you. They ask you, “How’s Emile
Jackson?” I say, “Doctors say he ain’t here for
long,” because tuberculosis was prevalent in
this town. For some reason a lot of people died
with TB. And there was yellow fever. It would
spring up, but it wouldn’t spread. They
learned how to vaccinate people to stop that,
because that would kill whole blocks of
people, that yellow fever.

respectable, in other words. The South is
great for that, all that “Good evening. Good
morning. How’s your family? How’s Rosie?
How’s the baby?” Ten minutes they ask you
about the family.
White: A lot of those values also went into
the music. You talked about the Onward
Brass Band. Tell me about that group, some
of the better musicians in this city. At the
time when you first saw them, were they
reading or playing jazz, improvising?

You see the people pass, bringing these
notices. Everybody down there belonged to
some benevolent society. Sometimes whole
families. The women in the family belonged to
the Ladies of Veterans... Ladies of Venus Star.
If you go in a tomb, you see the names of all
the benevolent societies. Not all of them got
involved with this procedure. Some of them
were well off, better, and more intimate,
maybe interrelated. A bunch of families got
together. When you saw these people delivering
these notices, you asked them, “Who died?”
They tell you, so and so. “We’ve been expecting
the guy to die. He suffered a long time.” A real
sentimental speech, how they’re going to bury
him with music, it was so sad. His family... “I
don’t know if his family wants music. Maybe
they do. If they don’t...” They have music.
They have a lot. And you see another one,
and he’s delivering notices. You ask him,
“Oh, yeah, they’re going to put him away in
style.” That’s why they’re waiting till
Saturday, so that people be off from work.
That’s where you have them big second lines,
on Saturday. That was that procedure. I told
you some of them halls, like the Jeunes
Amis, but you never hear about them. People
want to be exclusive. They don’t want to
mingle with nobody else. Everybody else is
dogs. You say, “Good evening.” They don’t
even answer you, because they don’t want
your good evening. You learn... I learned that
first. I’ll tell you a good evening. You pass a
bunch of people sitting on the stoops, and
respect... well the people telling you all the
time to respect the people. When you pass
through, “Good evening.” It don’t seem right to
pass people, don’t say, “Good evening.” That
is a Southern custom. Sometime you get a
grunt. They give you a little grunt, like a
whore would do. “I don’t want you.” It means,
“I don’t want your ‘good evening.’ What is he
talking about, ‘good evening’?” When you
never pass there, you never say ‘good
evening’ to those people no more. Or you tip
your hat. Old folks, you pass, and you don’t
tip your hat, “What you got a bird under your
hat?” they’d tell you. It means if you raise
your hat, you’re going to lose the bird. Them
old people, they’re teaching you manners,
you understand. How to survive in this
world. You don’t say, “Good evening.” Be

Barker: Oh yeah. They had a bag, put
around your neck. It was a chart bag. It had
the music on cards. You get the arrangement,
and there was a card on a thick piece of
paper.You put it on your lyre on your horn.
You read as you went along, but the great
mans, like Arnold, after they learned them,
they didn’t need that bag. Some of them just
carried it anyhow. You went by... If you’re
going to play in a parade, you go by, or a
funeral, you go by who’s house you’re taking
his place, and get his bag. Throw it over your
shoulder, so when they call a number, you
wouldn’t have no problem, coppin’ out.
White: What were the funerals like? What
kind of music did they play and what was the
funeral ceremony?
Barker: They play those dirges. Flee as a
Bird, What a Friend We Have in Jesus, if it
was solemn. Some people didn’t want no
inspired, in fact they didn’t play no spirited
music until they turned the body loose.
That’s what they call the turning loose. You
know what that is.
White: Yeah, but what is that, when they
turn the body loose?
Barker: “Goodbye.” Everybody that passes,
say, “Goodbye, Willie. Goodbye. You’re going
to heaven.” So, that was the thing. You see
them do that now.
White: Right. To the hearse. What happens
after they cut the body loose, with the music?
Barker: What happens... In olden days they
would wait until the band, the second line,
all the people wait until the funeral cartage is
gone about their business and they go far
enough that they don’t hear what’s
happening. But they know what’sgoing to
happen. Time to get out the distance, and
some of the leaders would say, “They can’t
hear this. Strike up the band.” Be Glad When
You’re Dead, You Rascal You. What? Some of
them other...
White: Didn’t He Ramble.
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Barker: “Didn’t he ramble? He rambled so...”
That’s fun, because the very theory of this
was, he’s going to heaven. Every black
person, they’re going to heaven, because they
caught hell already. You dig? Everybody say,
you can’t catch no more hell than you caught
on this earth. There’d be a ex-slave and all
that business, and Depression and all that,
so he’s going to glory. The Bible tell you,
“Suffer and come unto me.” That’s one of the
big statements in the Bible. “Suffer. Suffer
little children, and come unto me.” So you
suffer. You put that a advantage, so when
you’re born in this world with a color the day
you... you got a little difficulty. Everybody
going to watch and see who you are, if you
ain’t one of us. You have to go through this
racial thing. It’s all over. In Brazil. Anywhere
we’re at, they got a problem. I don’t know.
They could be the most sweetest person in
the world, they can drop the hype on you.
The Smithsonian. They will drop a hype on
you [laughter]. You go to the Smithsonian
office, and you might see one or two of us
there, way over in the corner. I shouldn’t say
that about this great organization. [laughter]

Barker: That’s what it was, a celebration. You
caught hell, man. You caught hell, so you’re
going to glory. The Bible don’t say you catch
hell. Why other people don’t catch hell like
you catch hell?
White: In the bands, they were improvising,
jazzing up?
Barker: That’s what it was. They put that bag
of arrangements they had in a case, that thing
they hang on the side of them. And they would
swing out. They got a big joy after that one or
two hours of solemn sadness, screaming and
hollering, “Joe’s gone. We ain’t gonna see him
no more,” and all that business. Here’s a
refreshing thing. Everybody got a smile on their
face. It was nice to see that Sam Brown died in
the bed. He didn’t die in a wreck or die in the
ocean. He wasn’t drowned. The casket was
open. You could see him, how he was well
cared of until he died. That’s a highly
sentimental thing. That’s his last appearance
on the face of the earth. Your understand?
How you evaluate him. He wasn’t shot. He
wasn’t killed. He was a family man. He didn’t
hang in bars wasting his money, or he didn’t...
He got all his kids, and all his kids are crying.
They’re all grown. Now they can take care of
their self. He’s a man in his seventies or sixties,
and that was it. It’s nice to see him put away
in style. A lot of funerals you see, they
wouldn’t never open the casket, because the
body was too disfigured or chopped up or
whatever. So you had all them cases, all the
time, at all levels of societies. You had it with
the rich whites, with the well-to-do blacks. You
don’t know how you’re going out of this world.

White: After they would cut the body loose
and they would play the up-tempo numbers
like...
Barker: Not never... not up-tempo. Just
spirited.
White: Spirited?
Barker: You wouldn’t say up-tempo. Bombastic.
A lot of... more noise than there would be
when the body was there.

White: Let me ask you this: did they have jazz
funerals for whites when you were coming up?

White: About what tempo would they play?
Barker: Ain’t no, ain’t nobody in no hurry.
Ain’t nobody in no tempo. Just a laid back,
funky beat, so everybody can get down.

Barker: No, they never... They had military
funerals for whites. If he was a general in the
army, or he was a navy man, or he belonged to
one these artillery... They had a whole lot of
artillery, batallion societies that they kept
going all the time. Different branches of
service. The brigade. They did something. They
honored... they was fighting the battle of
Jericho and the walls came tumbling... All
that... So they have a nice sweet military
funeral. The navy or the marine band or the
army band would come from out of town, and
they blow the taps. It’s sweet. I followed one
once. I thought they was going to kick him up
after they played that... [expletive deleted].
They packed their horns and didn’t say nothing
to nobody. Got in their automobiles and went
on about their business. Me and a bunch of
other youngsters, we’re looking, waiting to see
if they, when the band’s going to swing out.
That band, they didn’t know how to swing out.

White: How would that sound?
Barker: Raunchy. [Barker sings a melody.]
On the bass drum Black Benny or Ernest
Trepagnier. Great bass drum beaters. They
be hitting that drum, and them figures in the
snare drums and the rim shots. They don’t
do that no more. See the rhythm section
would be there right in the middle of the
band, see? They be cutting loose there, in the
second line. It was something different,
something exciting. You’re free. The man is
gone. He lived a full life, and he’s dead and
he’s gone, and his troubles is over. Let’s have
a joyous noise unto the Lord.
White: So you’re celebrating this?
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White: You mentioned a lot of legendary
people in the brass band: Manny Perez. Black
Benny, who Louis Armstrong talks about.
Jelly Roll [Morton] talks about him. Who were
some of the people you saw that had
eventually come to have big names, because I
imagine you saw a lot of these people before
they left New Orleans for good, before the late
teens.

South, he knew how to record, and he was,
other than that, he was a businessman.
Clarence Williams would get to those people
and they would listen to what he said, because
he had a foresight and he was a brilliant man,
and he was a great composer. He wrote some
great music. And he stole a whole lot of music.
Louis Armstrong wrote I Wish I Could Shimmy
Like My Sister Kate. Armand Piron taken that.

Barker: Red Allen. Guy Kelly. I didn’t see
Jimmie Noone, because he left around 1917,
1918, ’19, ’20, and I wasn’t old enough to
realize what I was looking at, knew who these
people were. But I knew of them, that they
went away. I heard of the Baquet family. I
heard of Sidney Bechet. He was a legend. He
went when he was around 16 years old. He
started traveling with carnival shows and
minstrel shows. He was such a phenomenon
at that time. People had never heard nobody
blow a horn like that. He was a frustrated
trumpet player. Couldn’t master that trumpet
the way he wanted, so he got that clarinet,
and he was a master of that. Big Eye [Louis
Nelson Delisle], they all of them put their
horns down and listen to him when he come.

White: You saw a lot of people here, musicians...

White: Sidney Bechet.

Barker: Dodds was in Chicago. He was the first
one in Chicago to keep the New Orleans
tradition other than King Oliver and Louis
Armstrong. There were other musicians, like
Charlie Elgar and Hypolite Charles... no, not
Hypolite. Was head of the Chicago union. Him
and his wife played piano. Can’t think of their
names.

Barker: Sure. You see them when they leave
town. They come to visit, and you don’t know
who they are. “Oh, what you say? Man, when
you get in town?” Sugar Johnny. I saw him
once. Great trumpet player, but you never hear
nothing, because he didn’t record. Ain’t got
nobody to pull for him. I think he made a few
records.
White: I’m not sure. I’ll have to check.
Barker: Johnny Dodds, man?
White: Sugar Johnny. I’ll have to check and see.
I’m working on a Dodds thing right now.

Barker: Yeah, he come on the bandstand.
“Hello fellows.” Everybody idolized him. It’s
like you’re looking at God, man, hear that
little bastard come with that horn. Let him
play. They had never heard nobody play like
that. Nobody played the clarinet like that. He
was frustrated. He still had a small, shrillish
tone. He wanted something with a bigger
tone. So he got the soprano saxophone,
which was as close as he could get to the
trumpet. He wanted to be the leader. He had
a hell of a career, but he had a whole lot of
ups and downs, because this country never
appreciated, didn’t know too much about
him, and he didn’t record here. Only one
record you had, you always heard, so in the
later years, in the ’40s, he started recording,
that you never heard of. You heard of him,
but if you had a record, like [Frankie]
Trumbauer and Bix [Beiderbecke] and them
people, they had records, in ’27. They made
those records. The record, you could learn
something from a record. That’s why Freddie
Keppard say he didn’t want to record.

White: Did you see people like... and hear King
Oliver and them perform before they went up to
Chicago?
Barker: Yeah, second line with my uncles.
White: In the parade?
Barker: That’s right. See King Oliver. In those
days we’d have maybe six or seven guys
following right within hearing distance, not to
disrupt the second line, to listen to King
Oliver blow, wait until he play his chorus,
and he’d blow it at them. “Hey Joe, put that
riff in there.” Him and Kid Rena, he had his
followers, and Buddy Petit had more followers
than anybody.

White: Those things that Sidney Bechet
recorded with Clarence Williams in ’23...

White: Why was that?

Barker: It was Clarence Williams. It wasn’t
Sidney Bechet. It was mostly, they were
accompanying singers. That’s what Clarence
Williams was great for. All these dozens of
singers that the companies would get him to
record with them, because he’s from the

Barker: The whole seventh ward would be
listening to Buddy. He played them dimished
chords. They had never heard nothing like
that. Playing Indian Sau Wau [or Indian
Sagua]. You know Indian Sau Wau?
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White: Let’s see. [White tries to sing it.] Let’s
see. It had a minor thing in it. I know. I know
it. I heard... Bunk Johnson I think recorded it.

White: Right, and Bunk’s horn got smashed,
and he stopped playing, because he couldn’t
get another horn. The story goes that the guy
came after he stabbed Evan Thomas. I think
his name was something like John Gibley,
[Guillory] or something like that, and he came
back...

Barker: That was one of Buddy’s things.
White: Bunk played it. I think Punch [Miller]
and George Lewis or somebody recorded it.

Barker: Looking for Bunk.

Barker: Kid Howard.

White: ...with a gun and stuff, and he smashed...
All the musicians ran. Jumped out the window,
and he smashed all the instruments. Bunk’s
trumpet was on the chair or something, and it
got smashed up. Let me ask you this, Mr.
Barker. Who were some of the better that you
heard in New Orleans before you, before the
’20s, before you were a kid? Like some of the
better clarinet players and trombone players.

White: Maybe it was Kid Howard. Yeah. I
really liked that. I want to start playing that.
Barker: It was dimished chords, and Buddy
Petit run changes all on top of changes.
[Barker sings a melody of that ilk.] He’d do all
that, and they would [? (inaudible)] whoever
was there [? (inaudible)], because they say he
had fidgeties of the fingers. I heard [?
(inaudible)] tell somebody, “a fidgety of the
fingers.” Say, “His fingers is...” “Man, practice.”
They thought it was, everybody, Wooden Joe
[Nicholas] was pressing on one valve at a time.
Here come Buddy Petit, making triplets.

Barker: There was a gang of them. Adolphe
Alexander played the [expletive deleted] out
the clarinet, but he never was featured. Hell
of a musician. He had two brothers. One
played drums. One played piano. The old man
played baritone horn with my grandfather in
the Onward Brass Band. There was Chris
Kelly, a great trumpet player. It was funky. Had
a following. A lot of people liked his music. At
night he played a funky blues, nine different
blues in nine different tempos. He played yard
parties. There were a whole lot of yard parties,
and he played at the little funky halls like
Perseverance Hall and New Hall. That’s all in
the seventh ward. Each one of these benevolent
societies, getting back to that, used to have
the annual banquet, “bahn-kay.” They had
potato salad and a chicken and a gumbo.
Good cooks in the kitchen. They’d have the
dinner. After the dinner in the hall, they’d
move all the tables. Then the band would
strike up, and they’d let the members in with
invitations. If they had excess food, you were
obliged to go to the table and get what they
had. That’s where you heard them bands.
That’s why kids could advance, because they
could hear Kid Rena in the daytime. Sam
Morgan in daytime. Ricard Alexis was a hell
of a trumpet player before they broke his jaw
in a fight.

White: Who was considered the best trumpet
player in New Orleans?
Barker: It was Buddy Petit. I’ll tell you that. I
never heard Bunk at his heights, but I don’t
think Bunk... My uncle Paul said Bunk was
the greatest, but I think maybe Bud had taken
some of the... younger than Bunk. Maybe he
had something he snatched from Bunk,
because Bunk disappeared around 1918,
1919. You know why?
White: Why?
Barker: Them Jefferson City Buzzards. He
blew them up on a Mardi Gras day. He forgot
the dates, but took the deposit, and they
paraded without a band. They swore that if
they caught him, they would put him in a
sack and throw him in the Mississippi River,
and the word got back to him. Bunk split. He
went to New Iberia. He had a friend out there,
that band out there. What’s his name?
White: The guy you mentioned had a band,
but I don’t know if he came out later. Hypolite
Charles? He was out there.

White: Did he end up playing bass?
Barker: That’s right. Was a hell of trumpet
player. He and Rena were buddies from kids.
All them people were friends. Come out the
seventh ward. There was Wooden Joe
[Nicholas]. He could play. Of that time, see,
but time marches on. Wooden Joe. Then there
was Manny Perez. There was Milford Piron. I
seen him a couple of times, but he phased
out.

Barker: Hypolite Charles was out there?
White: And some of the...
Barker: The one that got killed.
White: ...Evan Thomas.
Barker: Yeah. Bunk went out there to play
with his band. Bunk was supposed to be there
the night when he got killed. That’s all
hearsay.

White: What did he play?
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Barker: Played trumpet. [Armand] Piron’s
brother. He got one of those mustaches like
Custer. Confederate. Big circle round. Liou
Lejeune [? (spelling)] could play. A youngster.
Could play with many people. Duleo [?
(spelling)], Joe [Duleo]. He could play. Little
Lawrence Toca could play. Man, it’s all kinds
of musicians. A whole slew of them could play
and then pass for white. They jumped the
fence, and there ain’t no way to see them. I
played theater andlooked down in the pit,
seen a guy do this at me. It was Elliot Taylor
at the Chicago Theater. You ever heard of
Elliot Taylor?

White: George Guesnon, the banjo player?
Barker: Yeah. Frog’s two brothers [Ferdinand
& William Joseph]. They were in the school.
Quite a few people I later knew were in the
school. It was very unpopular for the educated
black people in those days, so when you went
to school in the morning, first day, Mr.
Medard sat you down and told you, “When
you leave here this afternoon, I want you to go
straight to your residence.” He used words I
had never heard. He’d say, like, “your
residence.” I know my house. Huh? “Your
residence.” Say, where the hell is that?
Residence. Is it a doghouse or something
special? [laughter] He said, “I want you to go
straight home, but if you don’t, I will know,
and I don’t want you to wait for nobody. Don’t
wait for your friend. You go straight home,
because I’m going to find out, and if I find, I’m
going to take this rattan, and I’m going to
teach you better.” The rattan was a stick. See
the size of that leg on that little table there? It
was a bamboo reed thing. It was full-bodied. It
didn’t have no center to it. You could bend it
and tie it like a rope. See that bucket there?
He had about 15 of them in that bucket.
When you was wrong, you did something in

White: No.
Barker: Was a hell of a young clarinet player.
He looked like Valto [? (spelling)]. You know
Valto?
White: Yes.
Barker: He looked just like Valto. Everytime I
see Valto, I think of Elliot Taylor.
White: Did you know his father that was a
musician?
Barker: Who?

Creole George Guesnon (1907-1968), and Israel
Gorman, at Ken Mills’ Icon Hall, a.k.a. Perseverance
Hall, 1962. Photo: Eric J. Brown

White: Paul Valto, Sr.
Barker: I heard of him.
White: His father was a musician. He gave me
an old picture. It’s got Willie Humphrey when
he was about 17 in it. They’re playing in a
yard. I’m not sure what his father played. It
was either trumpet or violin, something like
that. Valto.
When you came up as a kid, what kind of life
did you have? Where did you go to school?
Barker: It was a private school. Nelson Medard
school. There’s a public school named after
him back here. He had a private school at
Burgundy and Barracks [streets]. They send
exceptional kids there, extra talent. They send
some kids who are imbeciles, who had a bad
understanding. They had some kids who were
really insane. People brought them there. They
sent special kids to learn Spanish, to learn
French, and just, in other words, to learn
English. It wasn’t too scientific. Mr. Medard
would straighten them up. People come there,
he’s busy all the time. Come there with
lawsuit problems. They came to Mr. Medard to
get some advice. I went to school with Emile
Labat. He was in the school. George Guesnon
was in the school.
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the school, and he’d tell you, “You come here
to study, not to talk.” He give you this lecture.
“I want you to keep your head in these books
and listen to the directions that I give you, so
you will learn as you will become educated.”

White: You were in there through what?
Sixth?
Barker: I went all the way to ninth grade. I
have a little experience there. So he called
George Guesnon. Beat his behind. George
Guesnon couldn’t keep his mouth closed. But
me, I closed my mouth after I saw that
whipping. Cut my lips with my teeth. Make
sure I wouldn’t talk. He sent the girls to his
wife, and says, “You don’t want to understand
and keep your mouth closed. Now you go to
my wife, and tell her to do her duty.” And the
girl goes, says, “Mr. Medard said for you to do
your duty.” Wife take them in there, and she
had some of them rattans too. She’d raise up
them girls’ dress and put their head between
her legs, underneath that big sheet, and
smother their ass and bust them across their
ass. You’d hear them screaming. It was a
muffled scream, because they was under that
skirt. I happened to see that one day.
[laughter] I asked to go to the toilet. Inquisitive.
I heard this squealing, and I went to peep. I got
my behind bust for peeping. They saw me.
[laughter] So that was a part of that scene. He
taught Spanish and French.

I didn’t know what the hell “educated” means.
[laughter] You learned the lesson. Then he
would call out somebody. He’d call you and
he’d bring you around there. He had a desk.
Maybe it was a little higher than this thing
here. They have a dispatch desk in businesses
in the back where they ship off things, a
shipper’s desk. He sat up on his high stool,
and he could look over everybody over their
head. He was high enough to see who’s
talking. He told you, “Don’t talk.” Said, “You
don’t open your mouth.” He called up Emile
Labat or George Guesnon, one of them, for
talking, because they couldn’t keep their
mouth closed. Emile Labat’s sister... pretty
girl. She started crying. Later on I was to find
she cried quite a few times, because Mr.
Medard would whip her brother’s backside.
Emile Labat was about what? 12 years old.
Mr. Medard, when he call you, you go to him.
You go to him crying. He’d bend you over. Put
your head between his legs like that, see? He’d
take that rattan, zhaaaat, zhaaaat, zhaaaat,
and every time doing that Emile Labat’s sister
would scream, “Ow, ow, ow.” Beat him across
the behind. Turn him loose. “Get back in your
seat, you brat.” He called him a brat. I didn’t
know what the hell that was. What’s a brat?
I’m seeing this thing. He bust his behind and
set him down, and she cried. Myrtle.

White: So you studied both of those.
Barker: I had a little French. I heard a little
Spanish, because when he was talking to
them other kids, he’d give them a test, ask
them a question, examination through the
book. Read me from so-and-so, and they
would read, so you listen to that, and you’re
young. You absorb that too.

There’s girls in the class. Smart chicks. If a girl
was in the class, he would send them to his
wife. His wife wore a big skirt that dragged the
ground. They’d be back there cooking, because
you got a meal there for a nickel. Red beans
and rice. Small piece of pickled pork on it.
Little hot meal. Don’t have to bring no lunch
there, if you want. They give you a little piece of
pudding. It’s enough to hold you ’til evening.
He didn’t want you to get overfat. He explained.
“Let’s talk about vitamins,” and the food, all the
mechanisms of the body, of the food, and what
you eat, and how much vitamins. I didn’t
know what the man was talking about, and I
stayed there almost two years.

White: As part of your environment coming
up, you also, in addition to the brass bands
and stuff, and hearing music in the streets,
vendors, and your relatives at home playing,
did you hear other things that they talk about
in New Orleans music on the streets, like club
parades?
Barker: You saw parades all the time. It was
advertisements. A guy open a new grocery
store, he’d get a brass band to parade. You
hear this big brass band coming, you think it’s
a gang of people, they ain’t nothing but a gang
of people. It’s about seven guys screaming and
blowing, and a big bass drum, a grand
marshall, a midget, a middle-sized guy, or a
giant, with a streamer on and a big high hat on
his head. People would hollar that song, “I ove
a parade.” People run out to see the parade.
When it gets there, they’re disappointed,
because there ain’t no parade. They’re just
people carrying a big sign, one holding the back
pole, and saying “Bargain at Smith’s Butcher
Shop.” “Bargain at Vincent Domingo’s” or
whatever his name is. Grocery store, put on a
sale. So you heard that music all the time.

White: Two years? Two years in that school?
Where did you go after that?
Barker: Went to Marigny School.
White: Where was that located?
Barker: On Marigny Street between [North]
Villere [Street] and [North] Robertson [Street].
There’s a little project-like building up in there
now.
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Then you heard these guys, these peddlers.
Some of them had beautiful voices, and they
could sing what they had. Sing a sad song, or
say something foolish.
White: Like what?
Barker: Say anything foolish. “Hey, mademoiselle,
come vier, come vieu, vier.” How you say, “Come
see”?
White: Venez ici?
Barker: Yeah, “Venez ici.” “Come see Sam and
me.” Then you had the junk man. He had
them cowbells they used to put on a cow’s
neck. Everybody had a song. This was music
all the time. They had these guys pushing
them organs on wheels. You seen that?
Barker, mid 50s, with his six string banjo, destroyed during the Katrina disaster

White: Yeah.
Barker: Organ. Looked like a piano.

get no publicity in the paper. Some people live
off of publicity. But here’s a chance, if you had
a relative.

White: So music was like a part of life in New
Orleans.
Barker: That’s right. Every day there was
something out there for you to see. The junk
man, he had a story. The milkman, he didn’t
say nothing. The ice man, he had a story. He’d
tell you, selling ice. But it was always something
in the street. When the city woke up, they had
all this [expletive deleted] going on. Oh. I
shouldn’t say that on... That’s the jazz... So
what?

White: What was your first instrument?
Barker: First instrument? I fooled around with
the drums. They let me play the drums. I can
play a little drums. But the drums, I discussed
that from the start. It’s too much to haul
around. Cymbals, and putting this... All
drummers had a helper. So my uncle Paul
[Barbarin] said, “I want you to take the clarinet
up.” He had me going. He owned one. He had a
clarinet. He let me blow it. Showed me how to
blow it, wet my lips and all that. It was all right,
but next day my lip feeling all funny.

White: How did you first get into music?
Barker: How did I get into music? I was
destined. They’d be telling you, “What’cha
going to play? When you gonna...” Looking at
you all the time. Old folks start to say, “When
you going to play something? What’cha want
to play?” Say, “I’m going to play the drums.”
“Aw, they got enough drummers in this
band... in this family. They got Lucien, Willie,
Paul, Louis. That’s enough drums. You got
Joe over there. You got Sam over. Enough
drummers.” Say, “All right. Maybr I play
clarinet?” “That would be nice of you. We
need a clarinet player in the family.” That’s
the way they discussed it, which. So they’re
waiting to see what you’re going to be.

White: How long did you play clarinet?
Barker: Didn’t play. I just took some lessons. I
took lessons from Barney Bigard.
White: How long did you take lessons
Barker: About three or four months. I was
young. My mind wasn’t deeply on that
instrument.
White: About how old were you?
Barker: I was about 14, 15. But I wasn’t
interested like I should have been, over
enthused, because I had... I could have been a
baker. Stepdaddy would take me with him and
show me how to become a baker. That’s how
you learned. You didn’t go to school. Somebody
in he neighborhood or the vicinity would take
you on. When you come up, they start you by
wrapping bread. First thing they show you.

White: So they encouraged you to...
Barker: That’s what you... you’re celebrated. It
was proud of you if you was a member of the
family. See, people pass, say, “That’s Manny
Perez’s wife. That’s Manny Perez’s daughter.
That’s Manny Perez’s sister. That’s Kid Rena’s
cousin.” Everybody wants to be identified with
somebody of importance, because you didn’t
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White: In your autobiography, you talk about
the Boozan Kings.

or half, a quarter a week.” I said, “O.k.,” so I
gave her a dollar, I think, and I owed her the
rest, and I brought it to her, ’til I finished
paying.

Barker: It’s a hustle. The word “boozan” means
a good time. Boozan and booza, or baza.

I went around to... The boy’s named Ashton
Murray. He’s been dead about ten years now.
Ashton, maybe not that long. He was a highclass boy, or kid. Sophisticated, nice. I went
around to him, and he tuned it up for me and
showed me a few chords, Ain’t Gonna Rain No
More . I learned that. I was enthused. Then it
went out of tune, and I was in trouble. So I go
back, and he tuned it up again. I guess his
mother and father got tired of me knocking on
the door, asked me to tune up. So a old
musician told me, said, “You got to listen at
the sounds in relation to one another.” That’s
what he said. “Then you’ll be able to tune your
instrument up.” So I did what he said. Next
thing you know, I was playing and I was
singing. I was still watching them two, and I
become quite accomplished. I figured I could
be putting some monkey shine on that thing.
That’s how I started with the ukulele.

White: Baza. What is baza?
Barker: Baza’s a good time.
White: I hear that all the time.
Barker: Or a fight. Baza. What they call that
thing where the Arabs have their marketplace?
Got a word similar to that. Ba what? Where
they sell things at. [Bazaar] Anyhow, I used to
see kids go around and hustle. They used to
go in the French quarter and make little
make-shift drums. Save the tops on a lard can
and make two cymbals.
White: Like Kokomo Joe?
Barker: Yeah. That’s it. He’s one of the last of
that. He’s my age. He was out there with us,
the Boozan Kings. They was from the sixth
ward. Him and Joe Torre [? (spelling)]. His
mother had this famous sporting house. Joe
Torre, he was a dancer and he was a
performer. He was a little old man when he
was a kid. Act like a old man. You saw them,
and they was making money, and people was
talking to them. Other people would talk to
you when you played. They played some kind
of, something to make, anything to make
money, they would stop and talk to you. Ask
you a person’s private business. So I went
through that b.s.

White: So you had a banjo-uke first.
Barker: Yeah. That’s how I started with the
music business. Joe Presser’s son, ’round the
corner, who was my good friend, he could
blow a kazoo. He was interested in Kid Rena.
He knew Kid Rena’s riffs. He knew Buddy
Petit’s riffs, Chris Kelly’s riffs. He had that
kind of mind. He was destined to become a
musician, but he never was. He come around,
we standing on the corner, he start playing
this... I start playing the ukulele Ain’t Gonna
Rain No More et cetera, and he fell in, and he
starts singing while I was playing. So I start
singing too. We sing a duet, and people are
liking it, drawing a crowd, because people
want any kind of entertainment here. They’ll
pay for it. So the people in the block heard us,
and said, “Tell them boys to come down and
play some music. We’ll give them something to
drink, and we got a lot of cake and stuff here.
Have some fun.” So we went down there, me
and Joe, and Russell was with us, when we
got inside. Russell asked for two forks. The
woman gave him two forks, and he started
playing. He followed our key, because I
couldn’t play but in one key. Me and Joe, and
they was dancing and playing the blues. I
guess there was, lot of the sounds was wrong,
but people didn’t care what it was. They say,
“I like having a band.”

The ukulele craze came on. This was 19... 22.
Yeah. ’21 or ’22. I’m looking around. I see this
little kid in the neighborhood named Herman
Ennison [? (spelling)], and there was another
one who was a teacher. His daddy was a
mailman. He was well-to-do. He played the
ukulele. Played it beautiful. I’m listening to
him playing ukulele. I saw my aunt had a
ukulele, a banjo-uke. And she’s laying around
the house. She wasn’t doing nothing. She had
bought it, because ukuleles was the craze in
that period of time. So, something told me to
say, ask her if she want to sell it. I seen
Herman playing it, about my age, a couple of
blocks from me. And this little boy around the
corner, he was playing one in the evening. So I
said, I looked, watched him, and I said, you
are moving your fingers, pressing down. So I
asked her would she want to sell her ukulele.
She said, “Yeah, I’ll sell it.” I said, “What you
pay for it?” Said, “I paid $12 for it.” It was
pretty good. Things wasn’t that expensive like
they are today. Said, “I’ll sell it to you for $8.” I
said, “I ain’t got 8.” She said, “You’ll have to
pay me once a week. Give me 50 cents a week

White: What kind of stuff did y’all play? What
songs?
Barker: Careless Love. Played What Will
Become of Joe. Tunes that was popular of that
time. We never done The Saints. The Saints
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didn’t get popular ’til later. That was
considered religious. You didn’t fool with that.
That’s it. I’m playing the music, so they start
hiring us for parties. So Russell got a set of
drums. Made a set of drums out of a
washboard... two washboards, one on each
side, because there were always washboards
on the garbage cans. He could take his drums,
zzzzzhhhhh, make a rachet sound on the
drum. Had a big old lard can. Remember them
big lard cans? Made him two cymbals. It was
like a little band. People singing with you.
Everybody singing. I’m always trying to get
them tunes that make people laugh. That was
it. We was in business. From then on... from
the beginning. That was amateur, because as
soon as you accept some money, that means
you’re a pro.

behind his head. People had never seen that.
That come out of the minstrel shows. He
became the talk of the town. But he was
studious, and he advanced. He was a great
man, no nonsense from him at all. He don’t
even laugh at jokes. [laughter]

White: You mentioned you got started with
The Boozan Kings. Did you ever have banjo or
guitar lessons?

White: So you were playing, but you were
mainly playing by ear. You weren’t reading
music.

Barker: Yeah, I’ve taken guitar lessons...
wouldn’t say it was lessons, from George
Augustin, who was supposed to be a good
banjo player. I took some lessons from him,
every Sunday for about a summer. Got the
basics, but I was getting the basics of playing
by ear, because none of them, rarely any of
them knew anything about no music. Maybe
Charlie Bocage or John Marrerro or [Narvin]
Kimball. Kimball was a youngster then too. So
you just learned enough to play and watched
those guys. They had a limited number of jazz
tunes they played, the jazz repertoire. Just
very few bands brought in a new innovative
tune. Kid Rena was the one who when I heard
him would bring out a new tune, a popular
tune, but jazz wasn’t as complicated as
singing. You go and play it, you learn a dozen
songs and you was in business. You was a
pro. You did more posing, like you meant
maybe you was playing, than what you was
playing. There were a lot of these guys
[laughter], sit up and hold the instrument and
play it like it was very important what they
was doing, and there wasn’t nothing coming
out of the banjo. That was a big shuck
instrument, in other words. Because they
didn’t expect much of you, because you was in
the rhythm section, and they wanted three
horns and three rhythm, and they wanted you
to give them a straight beat. You hear like, in
George Lewis’s band, or Lawrence Marrerro,
he played just a straight beat.

Barker: No. Nobody was reading, unless Piron
and band, Robichaux, and they was playing,
reading music. They put the music up there,
because they could remember that limited
repertoire they had. They put the music up
there just to make sure. There was reading
bands. Piron’s band, Sidney Desvignes’s band,
Robichaux’s band, Papa Celestin’s band, and
a few other bands that just played old ancient
orchestrated arrangements.

White: Make 4/4.

White: Did you see any of those type singers
here, vaudeville singers?

White: That’s true. I just came off of three
weeks with him on the road.
Barker: Yeah. Stays all to hisself.
White: Pretty much. Pretty serious.
Barker: No nonsense. I know him real well,
like I wanted to call him some time to talk. I
didn’t know what to talk to him about, so I
just don’t... Let’s forget about it.

White: What were some of those songs? You
mentioned Careless Love.
Barker: What Will Become of Joe?, My Baby’s
Loving Arms, I’m Forever Blowing Bubbles. We
have to get a repertoire. Dig up Robichaux’s or
Piron’s discography. Wish I Could Shimmy Like
My Sister Kate, Mamacita, Robert E. Lee. They
played them plantation songs and riverboat
songs, but the music business wasn’t
aggressive in putting out new music then. The
market was limited, because in those days
they sold piano copies. You went and if a new
song came out and they heard it on the way
to... it wasn’t no talkies then... on a place they
heard if somebody was in vaudeville and they
came through on the Orpheum circuit and
sang one of them songs. They had a whole lot
of vaudevillians who were singers, who were
put on a circuit by the record companies, just
so that they could introduce their songs into
every town they went to.

Barker: That was it. That was the body of the
band. No piano. They had no piano in them
bands. So you went along with that. As you
went along, you learned some solos, like
Kimball did, some solos and playing the banjo

Barker: Yeah, I used to go to Orpheum
Theater. Went to the Orpheum and went to the
Pitt.
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The Lyric Theatre, 207 Burgundy Street, destroyed by fire in 1927. Courtesy: Historic New
Orleans Collection

White: Lyric?

States always try to hide what rap singers are
singing. Well they’d go to a nightclub and they
would hear that same type of thing. Shock
treatment. Got a girl. She’s kind of cool and
she’s too calculating. You want to break her
spirit down. You bring her to one of them
joints. Show her it’s just fallacies.

Barker: Went to the Lyric Theater. They were
mostly blues and old love ballads, and there was
a whole lot of cabaret songs they sang, which
were risque.
White: Double-entendre.

White: Did you see some of the betterknown
people that played, like Bessie Smith and Ma
Rainey?

Barker: Yeah, all that goes with it. That was a big
thing in those times, double-entendre. You’re
supposed to read between the lines. If you don’t
be too rash or too bombastic, people will accept
it. They had burlesque shows that done nothing
but that type of material. Every town had its
burlesque show, every big town, other than the
sanctimonious states that was strict on them
kind of laws, but they got people in the world
who wants to hear that type of material. They go
out for a good time. They want to laugh at
themselves and laugh at the world. That’s why
you have clowns on the stage, you have people
playing drunkards’
parts, play fallen women by the wayside, and all
that. That’s life. But today they got very
sanctimonious. But the French people were
outspoken with that. They had lesbian’s clubs
and all kinds of... whatever it was, you went
there if you liked that kind of stuff. But United

Barker: They all came to the Lyric Theater.
White: Yeah. So you saw them?
Barker: Came to the Lyric Theater and played
there a week, and they went to Lafayette and
played. They went to Baton Rouge and played.
They went to Pensacola and played. Mobile
and played. And they come back. They didn’t
come back to the Lyric. They came to that
little theater on South Rampart Street. I can’t
think of the name of it. They came there, and
they did a week, two weeks, and jumped from
there to Baton Rouge. From Baton Rouge they
went to Shreveport or Alexandria. From that
on they work their way over to Texas. Go to
Houston, Dallas, and all them towns in Texas.
Galveston.
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White: What was the next step for you in
music after the Boozan Kings?

Barker: No, I seen different bands do that
around here. Caffrey Darensbourg. Seen him
do that with Manny Perez’s band. You can
spark the whole, you can pull the whole band,
not by the tempo, but you can give it a whole
lift as a feeling if you jazz that rhythm up.
Banjo players could do that, because they
didn’t have pianos in the band.

Barker: You’re around there. You see bands,
so you’re going to decide whether you’re going
to play music for a living or you’re going to cop
out and do it pastime. But it’s kind of rough
playing, always was playing music for a living
in New Orleans, because there’s so many
musicians and so many clubs. And then the
juke box came in, and that killed off a lot of
work. Man don’t need you only if he got Louis
Armstrong on the juke box.

White: I noticed you did just that thing on my
favorite recording of Summertime by Sidney
Bechet. It’s one that you played. You were on
the record. Do you remember that recording?

White: What was your next musical group
after the Boozan Kings?

Barker: No.
White: You recorded Summertime and some
other things. It’s on a record called The Genius
of Sidney Bechet.

Barker: I left that as kids. I started playing
professional, rehearsing with dif ferent
musicians around town. Little small musicians,
but I’m listening to bigtimers and watching
what they’re doing. Everywhere Kid Rena
played, sometimes Buddy Petit, Sam Morgan, I
went by and watched the banjo player all night.

Barker: I’m on that?
White: Yeah.
Barker: How it sound?

White: Who were some of those banjo players
that you listened to?

White probably referred to Bechet’s Quintet
recording of “Summertime”, cut in New York on
June 8, 1939 with Meade Lux Lewis, Teddy
Bunn, Johnny Williams & Sidney Catlett.
There is a version of Summertime with Sidney
Bechet and Danny Barker in the This is Jazz
broadcast from March 24, 1947. It has been
issued on numerous LPs and CDs, most
recently on Jazzology JCD-1027/28.

Barker: Johnny Dave was with Sam Morgan.
Son Thomas was with Kid Rena. MacLean,
Richard MacLean, great banjo player. George
Guesnon. John Marrerro. Lawrence Marrerro
|Marrero]. Caffrey Darensbourg was working
the Alley Club downtown, and he... I’d go to
the club, and he’d see me out front by the bar.
I was on long pants then, and he’d say, “Want
to play a little while for me, man? Lay
something on.” I’d say, “Yeah.” So I’d go back.
The band relished me, because I think I had a
little more spark than he had. Then I was
trying to impress them too. Playing. Trying to
jazz up the band. That’s what I do now. I put
that figure-eight stroke on them bands. I
rigamarole like I did on that record, and that
spices up the bands.

To be continued.

White: You call that a figure-eight stroke? How
do you... where did that come from? Is that
your...
Barker: It’s a eight. See? That’s what that is
called. Figure-eight stroke.
White: So that makes all those rhythm that
you play.
Barker: Rigamarole. That’s the rhythm.
There’s the one rhythm. You generate. You
throw a car in another shift. You’re going at
ten-mile. You jump. You’re in the same
position, but you generate the music.

Bechet on his second Swedish tour: Castle Hotel,
Stockholm, 1949. Per Oldaeus’ archive

White: Did you develop that?
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Hot Jazz Society of San Francisco "Jazz Versus Swing Concert" publicity poster, 1943. Courtesy:
http://www.sftradjazz.org/stoddardcollection.php
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